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OLD laUENDS. I 

Few tilings have given mo such real j 
pleasure as the recent announcement 
tliat plans have been made for the issue ! 
of a new' coinage. This will meet a| 
long-felt w'ant, and how'cvor soon the 
issue is made it cannot bo too soon. 

Not that I wish to disparage the : 
dear old coinage. I don’t know as 
much about the subject as Lord Koth- ! 
Hcnii.n or Andhrw Caknegie, 1 must 
admit, but I think the time is oj>por- 
tuue for a good word to be said about 
it and, as neither of these gentlemen 
has come forwwd (it is little to their 
credit, I consider), 1 feel no hesilation 
in attempting to fill the breach. 1 ndeed, 
it is part of a journalist’s daily w’ork to 
W'l’ite about things of which he has little 
or no experiuncC; 


What romance surrounds our old 
coinage! What thoughts are stirred 
up by it I Look tliix>ugh your pennies, 
if any. Is there one dated 1883? 
That was the year in which Lord 
WiNTKBTON also saw the light. Think 
of all the gladness that both have 
brought to many a heart. Have you 
one dated 1874? The thought in- 
evitably comes, how thin it has grow'n 
in the soiwice of man, while Mr. G. K. 
Chkstbuton, w'ho came into the W'orld 
the same year, has altered too. 

Let us not slight the old coinage. | 
Remember, an old penny will buy as 
many wax matches as a now one, and 
Tlie 'Daily Mirror you receive in ex 
change for an old half-penny has quite 
as many pictures as the one you would 
obtain if you presented a new penny 
and the boy forgot to give the change. 


And the pniiiu* rule t>biam!^ with 
shillings, and (as 1 have bi'en told) 
w’ith coins of higluM* value whose unmes 
1 urn not familiar with. 

Yes, the issue of ti new c«>inajl?e fills 
me with joy , I onl) lu*po tliey il issue 
enough, llut all tlio same t ♦have a 
warm corner in m> pocket lor Ihe (»ld. 


Overdoing it. 

‘‘A Imiii MniTutoNk HtiUosthRl 

f/innir/i, oi tin* J>4ll (>l tlu‘ lu’ivo 

flcsttovcfi 

You can’t get the insurance people 
like Unit. 

‘'(’oninilK Hi i rlA 

Al.AltMIN<( KIWIKMKM 
. f’{)M.AI'‘<K or Y<*l UKIlIllt.. 

Yorkshire i.s too «l»n.witiv'e. Jt sluHild 
try Hirst’s Tofl‘et» for (ha N«rws, 
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TO 80PHONISBA. OF BEDFORD COLLEGE. 

ITi‘0 I)«clic«» of Mauliwiioijoii, in mlvocatht#? a sclx'jno. for tha 
liitnoval of iJic lk4jfoi<i I >r Women from Baker Stieet to Rcj»cnt’8 

Park, is lepoiled to have said lliat “it was diiliouli to comprehend 
why there should' ^oo such rooted ohjcctioii on the jiavt of Eiixiishmen to 
the higher edtiration of t.lu*ir wives. There must be some secret fear 
that, hard as they found it to understand a woman now, it would be 
a^lutely beyond their ken were she highly educated.*’ The way to 
oqnquur ojiiposition was for ivutnen to be “ tactful enough not always to 
woiw^ their rhusbttuds iii argument.”] 

JFIbe the V 0 W 8 at which the bravest falter 
Afake you my irrevocable bride ; 

Ere I feel the nuptial noose or halter 
Eound rny. throttle permanently tied; 

"While the hour is open for repentance, 

Hoar the following? prayer which I despatch I 

Else, before the priest pronounces sentence* 

• I proiJOse to scratch. 

1 implore you not to he too sniffy 

Should my lack of culture cause you pain ; 

Do not petrify your Albert if ho 
Eails to fathom your unusual brain ; 

Promise you will temper your ideas 
To the taste of just an average man ; 

Promise, Sojihonisba, not to ho as 
Clever as you can. 

Fostered at the fount of higher knowledge, 

You enjoyed a chance denied to mo; 

I was never sclioolod at Bedford College, 

1 was nursed at BallioTH homely knoo ; 

Therefore make allowance for the mental 
LapscH which invito your lijis to laugh, 

And, as you are strong, be very gentle 
! To your feebler lialf. 

Epigrams, in private, T could swallow ; 

If you made my manly pride to flinch 

From a wit too fleet for mo to follow, 

I could always smack you at a pinch ; 

But in public, when you take tlio trophy 
For the finest table-talk in Town, 
j Do not knock me sideways, O my Sophie ; • 

Jjet me softly down. O. 8. 


AN EXAMINATION PAPER FOR JUDGES. 

[A Bill providing for the appointment of tao more Judgee of the 
High Court in now before tie House of CommouH. Mr. Jktitrlt 
venturoH to miggcut that no b^^nister Nhould be ruiged to the Bencli 
unleoH bo can aiiHwcr tlie following «|ueationH KatiHfaetorily. Knovlotlge 
of the world is, after all, ns imitortani as a knowledge of l.aw and the 
mica of proccduiv. J 

I. Who is Hakiiy Laudeb? Where and wlien and how 
often does’ he do what ? Has lie ever travelled abroad ? i 
If BO, .state where and how he travelled and how many 
bouquets of flowers were presented to him, by whom. 
What costume does he look best in ? 

II. Write ^short life - historios of G. B. Shaw, A. B. j 
Walklry and G. K. Chestebton. 

IIT. *lf Mr. Shaw, Mr. Walkley, Mr. Chestebton and 
Mr. Belloo wore locked up in a room together for an hour, 
what do you consider would be the probable result, on the 
assumption that all type-writing machines, pens, pencils, 
ink and paper had been previously removed and that only 
three gags had lieen provided for the four of them ? 

IV. What ai'Q tlio favourite drinks of (a) Mr. Belloc, 
(6) Mr* Chestebton ? 

V. Give a short working definition of “ hack-chat,” with 
oxamplestof its use, (3) by a music-liall singer, (2) by three 


occupants of a box plus six bottles of champagne witb 
liqueurs to follow. 

VI. What, if any, is your theory of ”chuckers out”^ 
If A., a cbucker-out, measures six feet four inches, and B., 
a noisy member of the audience, measures only five feet 
five, what in your opinion will be the upshot of a meeting 
between them on the top of a stone staircase Icadipg to a 
granite pavement ? 

VII. Explain the meaning of the following expressions, 
giving examples of tlie use of each, and mentioning in every 
case the status, ago and profession of those who use them : — 

“ Quishy, my boy ” ; He ’s got all the fat ” ; “ It ’s a 
per^pet frost ” ; “ Not 'arf ” ; “ Ho 's got bubbles in his 
think-tank ” ; “ She 's a fair knock-out ” ; “A sockdoUoger 
on the jaw”; “The Field a monkey”; “ Donny two”; 
“None o' your lip”; “ITl push your fice in”; “The 
spondulicks ” ; “ 'Arf a thick ’un.” 

VIII. “This Court is not a theatre.” liixamine the 
truth of this statement in the light of some recent trials. 
Give the i*ames of four jocose Judges, with examples and 
brief analyses of their jokes. 

IX. Can you quote Latin and Frencli ? If so, quote 
some of each and translate into idiomatic English. 

X. State wliat you know about Dresden China ; Dress- 
makers’ Bills; Ladies’ Hats; Turf Accountants; Journa- 
lists’ Salaries; Publishers’ Headers; Railway Porters; 
Mining Royalties ; The Stock Exchange ; The Price of 
Coals; Grammar; Deportment; and the Duties of Bisliops. 


THE CRYPTS OF CLAMOUJt. 

[With w'hiowlcdtjmaits lo a wukKjmcui (nhrrliacment.) 

What is more silent and lonely than tlie life of a 
baclielor ? Evcn«-with married couples or in largo families 
there are frequently moments of almost intolerable dull- 
ness, gaps in the converhation, hiatuses of sound. Buy 
the Crypts of Clamour and make your existence a melodious 
and a choorful thing. What are the Crypts of Cla'tnour ? 
They look like the ordinary furniture castor; but are they? 
No. Every one of them conceals a miniature barrel-organ 
that plajrs in rotation all the popular airs of the day Fit 
them to your tables and chairs, fasten them to your otto- 
mans and settoes, clap them to >our bedsteads and your 
book-cases ; let the sofa become tonic and the dumb-waiter 
burst into song. The pianola will be instantly superseded 
and the gramophone a thing of the past. Straddle across 
your chair and ride round the room, and you can enjoy all 
the finest music of the hour at a minimum of expense. 
Spring-cleaning becomes a vast orchestral symphony and 
the drawing-in of chairs to dinner produces the blare of a 
restaurant band. The little ones will love them. Fastest 
over polished boards and linoleum, they give an exquisite 
if softer rendering on Axminsiers and Turkeys. Papa will 
never go to the Club now. Ten-and-sixpence each, they 
last for a lifetime, and can ho procured of all pianoforte- 
dealers and ironmongers in the United Kingdom by 
enclosing a coupon from this paper. Notice our trade- 
mark, the rattle-snake, and hurry up and make your home 
a concert-hall. 

The Public School Touch. 

“ Wanted several good Caners for indoor work for six weeks. —Bay 
work, not piece work,” — houih Bucks Fru Bress. 

From The Photographic Bed Book : 

** Zoological Gaedens . . . Dark Koom. Apply, Keeper of Wolves’ 
Dens." 

There should be some interesting developments here which 
we would be sorry to miss. 









GOLD! 


1 “ U is aimomifi'fl f’i<nn Vancouver lliai the iuiikkuh of a big Hlrike of 
gold at lUtlci (’leek have been continued.'' —Th>'Jhti1\i Tf!r^vaph.\ 

GoIjd! ’mid the Norili’s magnetic husli, 

They ’ve etfiiok it in the good old manner, 

Not the Ixjringed promoter’s gusli, j 

No triisli of your prospectus-planner. 

But the true kind that played its part 
With bowios, “guns,” and forty-ninei’S, 

When (by tlic magic of Buet Habte) 

You found no life excelled the minor’s! 

How often have you, beat but game, 

Your old red shirt without a collar. 

Toiled at the stiff, abandoned claim 

You ’d imrchased with your last half dollar, 
Sure-armed, you swung youi pick aloft 

Through days of doubt and hours of danger. 

Then, lo ! the vein — dull, yellowy, soft. 

And Sort o’ think you 'd struck it, Stranger ! ” 

And up the pass, through pine and snow. 

You ’ve heard the river in the canyon 
Sliouting a thousand foot below, 

The til nber- wolf your solo companion ; 

With aching back you ’ve facdd the hill, 

• You 've searched each likely ledge and dug it. 

And whooped tlie eagle from his kill 
When you acclaimed a ten-ounce nugget ! 

You ’ve swaggered into camp at night, 

Bronzed, hold, a devil of a fellow; 

You 've seen the windy dark alight, 

Stern faces round the fire grown mellow ; 


And, whore the fanged Sierras rise 

Up through the uimm’s cold Hooding my, (at, 
You’ve lain and watclunl the oj>al skies. 

Your heail upon a loailed pistol ! 

Tap of the nick ! it 's waked in truth 
/ The kindly, half-forgott(‘n fairies, 

Friends of tlie camjiing j’lros of youth 
That shone on XiidianH, trails, and prairit^s, 
Whose sparks still through the darkness fall 
In fiashiyg showers of gold um-iinted, 

The purest metal of thwu all, 

A finer ore than e’er was minted! 


1 A LANOAHIIIBE FAMllA' AFFAIH. 

I In view of recent developments it is rumoinetl that a 
deputation of county cricket captains is about prcsivnl 
the following recoininondations to the M.ClCb at head- 
quarters : — 

(1) That not more than seven Tvmujsi.mvh. whether 
I related or not, shall lie allowed to play at one Unu^ /or any 
I Lancashire eleven. • 

I (21 That Ernest Ttldehlky and Wii.iiUM I'm.hesley 
sh^l be appointed cricket specialisiH to Thr thUy 
and The Daily Exm'em respectively. 

! (3) That they shall always make a point of sityittg a few 

kind words about John. 

(4) That the pastime now oominonly*c.alled ork’kot shall 
henceforward, when Lancashire is one of the ioontosttng 
parties, be known as Tyldesley -winks. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

'PjiisciiiLA Kuns Away.” 


And the Prince comes in. You Charles Maude made a perfect German 
see he liad guessed all along what prince — ^lie has acquired a habit lately 
would happen. of fitting perfectly every part he plays. 


You know the dear old story of the It is a pretty comedy, which drops Miss Sydney Faiebbothbr has only to 
"Prince’s Wooing”: }i<5w \o had to perhaps too easily into farce. 1 am speak to make the elect laugh ; it was 
contract an allitfnco with a Princess afraid that Countess Arnim plays for an additional joy to find that the author 
whom* he had never seen, liow ho dis- j the laugh ; she is inclined to pursue a had provided her with so many good 
guised himself as an ordinary subject good joke just a little too long. She things. But perhaps the best study of 
and made love to Jier in the ordinary knew, I am sure, that the Fourth Act the evening among the smaller parts 
way, and how, finally, wlien they met (at TjotJjen-Kunitz) was a mistake, but was the young Squire of Mr. Donald 
as* Prince and Princess, they discovered the temptation to bo funny (and she CALTHROP—a name to be looked out 
that they had given their hearts to was very funny) about the official in- for in future programmes. And, re- 
each Dthoi* long long ago. It is one fluonza of the truant Princess was too membering appreciatively these and 
of the four magazine stories of the strong for her. Itisapify; for much other performances, one must not forget 
world. Well, 1 thought that this of the play was so good that one feels how much of one’s enjoyment was due 
comedy of Elizabeth Arnim’h, which that it might all have been so much to Mr. Norman McKinnel’s skill in 
Ml*. ’Ibench presents at the Hay- better. casting the play. M. 

market, was^ going to lie that :: „ 


story. It begins in the usual 
way with the official betrothal 
of Hitnry^ Prhtce of Lucerne, to 
the Princess Priscilla of Lothrn- 
Kunitz. Priscilla,, who is as 
pretty and proper a gii l as you 
will moot on a summer’s day, 
refuses to lie liande^l over like a 
parcel to Henry, and runs away 
to England ; settling down in ^ 
Creeper Cottage, Bymford, with | -- 
her maid, AnmiUsc, and her old 
tutor, Fritzhuj. Act 11. opens on 
the cottag(3, and of course 1 
expected Prince Henry to turn 
up in disguise; ho could have 
done tliis for all stage purposes i 
by shaving off his diminutive 
moustache. But to my intense i 

relief he didn’t, and the reaction 
was so groat that, had the re- 
maining scones been much loss 
funny than they were, 1 should 
still have enjoyed tliem to the full 
and felt grateful to their author. 

The Countess Arnim, in fact, 
had a more subtle idea iq her pj, 
head. Her heroine was filled 
with the desire to <lo good- -to 
dwell among the poor and help • j*ri 
them at first hand. Living* in a 
castle at home, slio had amused herself 



"Sitting on the doorstep he cut it 
o])t'n fastidiously and read it, loauiug 
against the lintel in the sunliglit.” 

" l>aihj Mad ” FeuUletvn. 

The context shows that he didn’t 
really cut the doorstep open 
(fastidiously or otherwise) ; but 
there is nothing to explain how 
ho got his head successfully on 
the lintel, unless he was a very 
tall man indeed 


From " Commercial Notes ” in 
The Dundee Advrtiscr : — 

“s'lrain whisky is sliglitly more eshcer- 
ful, then? always being a certain demand 
for this description, but at best it is of a 
haml to mouth rhanwter.'* 

[Editor ; " I don’t think you 
need rub this one in.” 

Commentator (sadly): " I don 't 
often get such a chance, but of j 
course if you wish mo to spare j 
them — well anyhow let mo put it ! 
in italics. 1 

Editor : Anything to escape.] 


PlllNCES^ I’KISCIMA in tub <X)URSE of UEU IMCllT 

COMK'i 10 THK OROUNO. 

rn,u:.> n-Mlta Mi», NK-n^N-TE-HV. set up by 

Heury Mi. Uiiaki.kh Maude. ‘'“0 L. Ity. . — 

"This Bridge is insutiicient to carry a 
(Ifl Once again I am convinced that, I Heavy MotorOarthoic^stoiedaxleweightofany 


Miss NEllJiON-TKHllY. 
Ml. UiiAKi.KH Maude. 


by building cottages in the air ; now whatever else they may tell me is axjoof 'vLtk u\oet‘d8KiveTon.sor thentgwtw^^ 
was her chance of making her dreams wrong willi England, there is nottnng T.«”u. aH^vy 

come true. " Helping went forwani tlio matter with English acting. Nor Motor Car drawing a Trailer if ilie registered 
merrily at ^Symford. Money was w*ith English beauty, I may add, when axle weights of the several axles of the Heavy 
showered on the villagers till there was Miss Neilhon- Terry is to bo seen. Motor Car ami the axle weights of the several 
none left to pay the real bills; tlie Eor so young a leading la<ly sho was K^tToM." ^ 

Symford Sabbath, as established by the astonishingly at ease on the stage; ,,, ‘ . .s , 

Vicar’»s wife, was broken with a tea to her success in a long part upon which a most see the chauffeur 

the children ; 4he ears of the Vicar’s everything depended was triumphant. ® working it out. 

son W|?ru boxed and the heart of tho> Porliaps her face expresses her emotions — 

young Squire captured.* And so on rather too obviously — I make the sug- ^ The Gal he left b'^hind him. 
and BO on. By tne end of a fortnight gestion diffidently, for whore all is so “The Rev. C. R. L. McDowall hoa Wn 
our dear P'risci7/a’.v well-meant chickens pretty it were churlish to complain. appointed to succeed Canon A. ,T. Pin as Head 


young Squire captured.* And so on rather too obviously — I make the sug- ^ The Gal he left b'^hind him. 
and BO on. By tne end of a fortnight gestion diffidently, for whore all is so “The Rev. C. R. L. McDowall has Wn 
our dear P'risci7/a’.v well-meant chickens pretty it were churlish to complain. appointed to succeed Canon A. ,T. Pin as Head 
were coming home to roost. Sadly she To mention all the other good per- Master of King’s School, Oanterbuiy." 
began to realise that she could not get forinances is impossible, but one or As a matter of fact in most books of 
out of her class, that she could neither two must be singled out. Mr. Lyall reference they put the Head Master of 
help nor, bo happy in her new sur- Swete as Fntzing gave the play im- King’s School among the " Gals.” In 
rovmdings. Instinctively her • heart mense assistance ; he was a tower of short, his name is Galpin, deaar Daily 
went back to home. . . . strength in the two English Acts. Mr. Telegraph. 
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CHARIVARIA. | 

In view of the adnnrai)le effect which ; 
the sitting of tlie Coifferewce has Imd 
in Quieting o<^r-strung nerves, to the 
undoubted benefit of the affairs of the ! 
^ Nation, it is being asked, Why sliould j 
the Conference come to any decision ? 
why not. let it become a permanent 
institution? 

“The* Persian cake,” says tlie Tikj’ 
lichii Hmuhchaiiy “ probably will soon 
come to be divided. What is it that 
Russia and Great Britain are still 
waiting for? Is it Germany’s per- 
miission ? The answer is in the neg- 
jativo. 

I “ The Royal Aciulemy holds its own 
||as one of the most attractive exhi< 
hitions of Jjoifdon,” says Jildek and 
Witite. Yes, those persons wlio prate 
about our becoming* decadent and soft 
forget the crowds of people wJio still 
go through every room at Builington 
House without flinching. 

It is good nows tliat, after all, we arc 
to sec Sir John H\kr on the stage 
again. But he has said gootl-byo to 
long runs, he informs us. Wo hope 
that this does not mean that he is no 
longer quite himself, “ To run like a 
Haro” had almost passed into a 
proverb. 

“ Tlie metbods of our fclegraph 
service are remarkable,” says Mr. 
Hhnnikku Heaton, tlie ajiostlo of 
cheap postal communication. “ For 
instance, no one can understand wliy 
the words ‘ St. Panoras ’ and ‘ St. 
Giles’ count as one woitl, while other 
words, sucli as ‘Charing Cross,’ are 
, charged as two.” It is rumoui'fd that, 

^ now that this anomaly has been 
I pointed out, the Post Office will set the 
Unatter right by treating “ St. Pancras ” 

I and “ St. Giles” like “ Ouiring Cross.” 

[ The French Ministry of Public Tn- 
f struction, ^ls recorded in last week’s 
PnncJt^ has conferred the Order of Les 
Palmes Acad^miques on “ Little Tich,” 

I and he thus becomes an officer of the 
Academy. Is it possilde, we wonder, 
that the Jrencli Ministry confused 
The ’Oxford, where o«r distinguished 
countryman is now appearing, with 
the University of that name ? 

It is now rumoured that the honour 
bestowed on “Little Tich” is to be 
followed by twa others no less sensa- 
Jiional.* The Emperor Meneuk and 
the Mad Mullah, to signalise the fact 
that Death cannot kill them, are to be 
elected honorary Immortals. • «* i 


Reference was made in the press, the 
other day, to a member of the staff 
who woe known as the “ Father of the 
British Mu.scuni.” And the young 
men who run up the ladders in tlie 
Library are, we presume, known as 
the Step-sons ? 

... 

The policeman’s substantial foot, 

I which has so often lieen the subject of 
happy jest, has at length been justified, 
and may yet be sung by the poets. A 
constable who was bathing, not long 
ago, near Molesoy Lock, felt some- 
I thing clutch him. It turned out to be 
a boy who had got into difficulties 
while bathing, and hod sunk for the 
third time when lie felt the policeman’s 
foot, seized 4iold of it, and waji brought 
to land. .. 

Tlie Karl of Yarmouth lias produced 
a Musical Comedy. This, curiously! 
enough, is a form of entertainment to 
which not a few members of our aris- 
tocracy are peculiarly devoted, not to 
say wedded. 

I “Will they cry ‘ Vive les Anglais}* 

I at. Longcliamps to-morrow ? ” inquired 
one of our newspapers on the eve of 
the (irand Prix. We are not surprised 
jtliat the Parisians decided that thqy 
really could not commit this solecism. 

Among the passengers by the Ortega, 
of the Piiicifie Line, which aiTived at 
Liverpool last week was an infant aged 
eiglit^n months, wlio had travelled i 
1,H00 miles alone. But tlio Line mostj 
ati'ected by babies, we imagine, is tlie j 
Bibby Lim^ , .. 

.According to The Sgdneg Morning 
Herald a discovery of gold has been 
made in Billinudgel, traces of the pre- 
cious metal lieing found inside two 
(lucks. The birds were instantly pegged 
out. 

j A young lady who was recently 
nil! over by a mot<.ir-car, apologised 
to the chauffeur. In motor circles sur- 
prise is expressed that w’e should liavo 
had to wait so long for someone to 
realise what is the correct thing to do 
in the circumstances. 

Ill view of a certain notorious line 
for bad language, the Home Secretary, 
it is said, is to bo asked to fix a tariff 
for golfers so that they may know 
exactly wliere they are. 


“Lady, ivitk two ik*\v liymenic corsets, 
wislios to Joiivaiiother ali’Ottdy vveH e»tabli8hed.” 

Advt. Ui " Aforning Post." 

The case doesn’t seem very urgent. 


THE APPROPRIATOR. 

Life has not been quite the sahio 
since Lambert joined my club. He 
was elected al>out a year ago and just 
before the ballot Henderson told me 
be was going to pill him. When I 
asked why, he said, “ Oh, he ’s a poison- 
ous fellow,” but did not explain where- 
in this toxic quality resided. 'As a 
matter of fact Lambert has no poison 
in him at all. He is a dapper little 
man, with a well- trimmed beard, a 
persistent smile and a beaming eye. 
He exudes amiability, and if he docs 
shave his forehead to look intellectual, 
as some malicious peciple say, the 
effect is quite impressive. He lias 
rathei' a florid taste in socks, hut that is 
not exactly a deadly sin, and he affects 
I a hat with a flat brim, which I per- 
sonally detest. By profession he is 
an architect, but he is a man of indc-* 
pendent means, and his real calling is 
that of a collector — a collector of 
friends, otlier people’s friends. 

In my own case it liegan with Moly- 
neux. I have known Molyneux for i 
about fifteen years, and if the truth he 
told 1 was rather proud of the friend- 
ship, for Molyneux is quite a big gun 
in his way, a distinguished artist and 
author, and a great traveller. Well, it 
appears that Lambert met him in Italy, 
where Molyneux had been smashed up 
in a motor accident, nursed him for a 
fortnight, and escorted liim liomo. 
Since then I have hardly ever been able 
to approach Molyneux except through 
Larnlirt. If ever I proiJuoed any 
evidence cf my friendsliip, Lambert 
promptly went one bettei*. Suppose 
I Jiad heard from him a aveek ago, 
Lambert would show me a letter re- 
ceived that morning. Did 1 volunteer 
the statement that he was looking 
much better, Lambert would explain 
that he had persuaded him to take up 
fencing again. If I expressed surprise 
! til at lie had not been at the club of 
late, Lambert would ohsei*ve, “Haven’t 
you hoard ? Old .Alec ’s gone down to 
Norfolk for a week to shoot with the 
Gresliaiiis.” I think it was that “ Old 
.Alec ” that finished me, so far as ; 
I Molyneux was concerned. 

My next loss was Blandy. Blandy is 
something of a celebrity too— an F.R.S. 

I wJio has played cricket for his county 
rfnd written a couple of capital novels, 
j I used to play piquet with him a good 
deal at one time, but that is ancient 
history now. Blandy, like many robust 
people, is a bit of a hypochondriac, and 
periodically thinks lie has got some 
mortal complaint. Lambert met him in 
a country house in one of these fits and*! 
I'ocommended the new starving cure. 

I Blandy tried it with' success, and now 








THE SUFFRAGETTE THAT KNEW JIU-JITSU. 
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rjainbcjfc JH periiianoiitly inHtalled as 
his dietetic adviser. Blandy has giveji 
up piquet for Swedish f^yninastics, 
never conies to the cluh. and any drih- 
Jets of infounation that reach me about 
liim come tlirougii Ihs liygienic father- 
confessor. 

Still there was Jelft^rson left — the 
life and soul of the club, whom I re- 
garded as iny particular friend. But I 
use the past tense, for Lambert has 
collected and appropriated him also. 
Hix months &^o ho had not oven a 
nodding acquaintar>ce with him. Now 
tlioy call each otlici by their Christian 
names. Still, I am liound to admit 
tliat Jjambert showed remarkable tact 
at tho outset. A seedy man called at 
the club one day and asked to see 
defferson. The porter sent a page-boy 
in pursuit, and shortly afterwards 
Lambert came into the hall, on which 
tho seedy one promptly accosted him on 
tho assumption that lie was Jefferson.* 
f^ambert instantly spotted the man as a 
ca<Jging impostor, never revealed his 
identity, but disposed of him in about 
, three minutes at the cost of the usual 
halLa-crown. Naturally Jefferson was 
{grateful. All the same I am beginning 
Idtithink that Lambert ts a poisonous 
fellow, quite apart from bis flat hat- 
brim and florid hof^. 


OXJR PERSONAL COLUMN. 
{With minon'Mymcntu to Tht Daihj SfoiL") 

Great Expectations. — Jf you wish 
to hear of something to your disadvan- 
tage communicate with youi^riends at 
once. Be brave. — Little MIdusie. 

Passionate. — 

If your temper ’s out of tune, 
Tutkin's Tonic take in June. 

If your anger ’s quite unruly 
Tutkin’s Tonic drink in July. 
Other months are just the same, 
Tutkin always plays the game. 

1/1^ A Bottle. 

Searcher. — ^Tbe only way to find 
missing friends is to advertise in our 
ITp-in-the-Air Edition. Specimen copies 
can be obtained at all our Air-Garages. 

James. — N ever again. I waited cn 
tho bridge for ten minutes. I still have 
some self-respect Brute.— Horatia. 

Autumn. — 

Should your hair be falling fast, 
Prince's Hair Oil makes it last. 
Should it p’r’aps be turning duller, 
Prince can dye it any colour. 

At Aiiii Chemists. 

Up-TO-DATB.—Try our patent but- 
tons, they go on with a snap. Old 
buttons received in part payment. — 


PHICMS AND J’hahtkn, ITDJI, Thread- 
netnlle Stnxil, E.C. 

Brown Eyes.-- -A ching to Us near 
you. Ob, that 1 bad the wings of a 
dove. - Guinea- B io. 


MTEH.VftY PROSPECTS 
Helen, let us talk il oven-; 

J:>liall it be a bird that hums, 

Or a pup to j)kiy wKlv “ Rover. ’ 

When reimmeraliori (tomes’.* 

Nay-- if Hope will bear expansion, 
Smiling witli a larger smile - 
Shall wo say a “ Mo<lol Mansion, ’ 

Or an ancient domicile, * 

Standing nenir the bracken cover, * 
Home of spritc^s and woodland rives, 
Where the trout and golden i)lovei 
Kwp the valley to themsMves? 

But 1 see tlie visi<fn taprr, 

Until finally it sets, 

BanisiuKl hy a piece of paper 
With tho (Klitor’s regrtsls. 


“Reai- < «BrK i»e emxS, diiviWo 

!;». IIV '*A'Orth<nt, JhiU^ Ttitti- 

we always wondereil what tii%t black 
woolly stuff on poodles wa<v 
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THE FIRST GAME. V. i 

Thebk comes a Day (I can bear it coming). 

Olio of those glorious deep blue days, 

When larks are singing aiicl bees are humming. 

And Earth giv^s voice in a thousand ways— 

Then I, my friends, I too shall sing, 

And hum a foolish little thing, 

And wliistlc like (but not too like) a blackbird in the Spring. 

There looms a Day (I can feel it looming ; 

•Yes, it will bo in a month or loss). 

When all the flowom in the world are blooming 
And Nature flutters her fairest di'ess- - 
Then I, my friends, I too shall wear 
A blaxser that will make them stare, 

And brush— this is official : J shall also brush my hair. 

It is the day ttiat I watch for yearly, 

Never before has it come so late ; 

But now I ’ve only a month — no, merely 
A couple of fortnights left to wait ; 

And then (to make the matter plain) 

1 hold — at last 1 —a bat again ; 

Dear, Hobbs t “^the weeks this summer — think I the weeks 
1 We lived in vain ! 

1 see already the first ball twisting 
Over the green as 1 takf my stand, 


I hear already long-on insisting 

It wasn't a chance that came to hand — 

Or no ; I see it miss the bat 
And strike me on the knee, whereat 
Some fool, some silly fool at point, says blandly, “ How 
was that ? " 

Then, scouting later, I hold a hot ’un 
At deep square-leg from the local Ehv, 

And at short mid-on to the village Bcotton 
I simp a skimmer some six foot high — 

Or else, perhaps, I get the ball, 

Upon the thumb, or not at all, 

Or right into the hands, and then, lorblessme, let it fall. 

But what care I ? It 's tlio game that calls me — 
Simply to be on the field of play ; 

How can it matter what fate befalls me, 

With ten good fellows and one good day ? 

. . . But still, 

I rather hope spectators will, 

Observii^ any lack of skill, 

Bemark, ** This is his first appearance.” Yes, I hope thqy 
wiU^ A. A. M. I 

" He is by nature adapted to such * going,' whereas Lemberg ^ of ^he 
petite pieds,^ as a Frenchman remarked, is not”— Mail. j 
Joy of Jones minimm cm discovering tihat he was 
aft^ all ! * 
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*id8ENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(KxTnAnisD from the Diarf ok Tory, M.P.) 

Home of Lords, Monday, June 27. 

It is a not uncommon thing to take 
tho work of a populoi* author, select 
Hontendis or passages, and present his 
wit and wisdom in sort of potted meat 
form for refection of the public. Why 
should practice be confined to books ? 
Why not apply it to speeches delivered 
in Pailiament? They are reported at 
greater or less length, are more or less 
closely read, and disappear with the 
putting away of the morning paper. 

These reflections occur after listen- 
ing to Ijord C.AHiiiNOTON. Does not 
obtrude himself on debate. Never 
speaks without uttering things the 
world would not willingly let die. His 
utterances present mre combination of 
practical knowledge, worldly wisdom, 
* ‘sly liuinour and perfect plirasing. 

“ As a family man,” lie remarked the 
other day, “ J do not think that dry- 
nursing is the IkihL way of bringing up 
an infant.” 

There you have, in loss than a score 
of words, the whole ethics of the 
nursery. 

Tliis aftoniooii Ins singular gift of 
manipulating words and phrases served 
to deliver Department over which he 
presides from what, on face of it, 
seemed dire dilemma. Clifford ok 
C iiiJDLEiGH brought under notice of 
House case where cattle food had been 
sold which, according to report of 
oflicial county analyst, contained 40 
per cent, of wood saw-dust. County 
Council desired to prosecute the honest 
tradesman , Board of Agriculture re- 
fused necessary consent. 

Affair certainly looked pretty black. 
Adulteration of food bad enough in 
case of human beings. They, at least, 
can make articulate protest. When, 
as Londonderry puts it, you come to.| 
dumb animals, or to homes whoso con- 
versation is “Neigh, neigh,” fraud is 
unpardonable. Here we find Board 
of Agriculture in collusion with the 
crirninvil. 

C.AKRiNGTON Speedily put now aspect 
on things. 

” My Lords,” lie said, “ the ailicle 
in question consisted of a mixture of 
molasses and some absorbent material” 

Delightful ambiguity about the 
phrase, ” some absorbent material” 
A Ifess bold man would have stopped 
there, leaving noble Lords to form 
individual opinions as to the compo- 
sition of the absorbent material. Not 
so Carbimoton. Out hunting, when he 
comes to a flve-barred gate, he takes it, 
leaving others to And safer ways round, 
(^rnes the principle into Parliamentary 



Auivro<'jiA'nr “.materiai. dkrivki) from” 
Smith. 

Earl (JaiTingtoii defendn saW'diiKi oh a ^nla- 
lal)le food for dumb animals. 

“ This absorbent material,” he con- 
tinued, “ is no doubt derived from 
w’ood, and it is understood that some 
qheinical treatment, which is secret, is 
employed whereby it l>ecomes to some 
extent digestible.” 

Note the shrewdness with whicli he 
introduces suggestion of secrecy. By 
subtle intimation implies that if we 
only knew the process we should recog- 
nise in it one that made saw-dust more 
palatable than hay, moi-e feeding than 
oats. ^ 

While their Lordships |fondored on 
this hidden beneficent process, beside 



*'Napol<ion B. Haldane . . . vidbly efarauk.” 


which Aladdin’s iiiiuiipidation of old 
lamps was nought* the Minwtibr of 
A oBioutTUBK reaumed his s«ut. As he 
did so it struckchim that |ku:‘hapH the 
brevity of ^lis I'omarktt might seem 
lacking in full nico^urc of courtesy, 
Half rising, and with airy wave iif 
hand, “ 1 shall he happy," ha addtHl. 
” to consider any new miinta that may 
1x3 submitted to ttui on {lie subject.'* 

This oonsideratenese was euperfluous. 
Hoiiso felt ho hod mlly left nothing to 
lie said. Forth witli pniceoded to dis 
CUSH question of the over Insurance of 
ships. 

fimincHs Donr.- Txmi (J^amNtFFON 
defines saw-dust as ” an , absorlient 
material tierived from wotsl" The 
compilers of that monunieutal work, 
The Oxford Dictionary, liappily liave 
not yet reached tho tetter H. Will 
doubtless avail themselvcK of this con- 
tribution to their labours, 

Thursday nhjht , — M i n i s i ‘ r i a 1 i » t a 
jubilant at Lloyd Onouiiti’H fairy-tale 
of Finance told to-night on introduoing 
his second Budget. Hxpenditumgoing 
up by loapH ana bounds. What with 
Old Ago Pensions and nioro Dreads 
nonyhts, it almost touches round 
200 millions. Compai'fHl wUh last 
ymr's realised income, tliis loitKs like 
inoi*e taxation. Not a bit of it With 
trade expanding in all direetionH, the 
Chancellor is able to aniictpate in- 
ereaso of revenue that will not only 
lueet full expenditure hut make pro- 
vision for reduction of National Delit 
by over nine millioiiH and a iiait, pay . 
for more Dreadnoughts, hand out Old | 
Age PenHioiiH, and provitlo for the early i 
stage of extension of BjHttMu to Old | 
Ago paupers. j 

And still Son Austen is not happy. I 
Laments over wasted time and oppor- | 
t unity. j 

• “ Why," lie asks, “did you not hnng ' 
in a riosohflion authorising eolle(;tion I 
of income 1’ax last year? It conhl * 
have been earned during two of those 
wasted Jioiirs when we went away and 
dined at home.” 

“Wasted hours when we dine at 
home I” exclainuxl Member for Hakk. 
“it seems only tlu^ other weeslf 1 was 
present at his wetlding. How' early 
comes to some men disillusion.” 

Dealing in detail with •provisions of. 
new financial scheme, Son Avmm'n 
apprehension of the iuturo dtiepms. 
Sees no gleam of light anywhaf’c. 

“A Jeremiah who has bcCp found 
out,” Lloyd Geohoe calls him, as be 
gloats over the proHpeet of Cftpanding 
titulc and growing lui^ional pfosperiiy. 

Tim Hbalv, on the <u»ntvaryt*is jubi- 
lant. Additional whiskey tax 3 a. fkf. 
per gallon, remistiion o! wh%h 
Bediiono wasn't able to^beluwe wouKI 
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Tint, Ifeaft/, “Armli, now, git out vid yo, ye little duo-dectiuo 
l>oni 08 theiit '8 1 ” 

(See Mr. Heftl>’.s deaciliiiion of Mr. Devlin in liis siicceli on the 
Budget.) 


be enacted in now Budget, is to be 
continued. What will lie do now? 
Opposition eagerly asks. Will ho 
resent betrayal of trust by turning out 
Government? Not at all, says Tim 
cheerily; 1 tell llie Govornmont they 
need not be the least afraid of tlio Mem- 
ber for Waterford, they have only to 
kick him about and he will stand it. 
Thus dothese Trishmen love one another. 

Busitiess dime. — Introduction of 
Budget prefaced by announdement< 
by Bhemier of Autumn * Session in 
November. 

Friday. — Bostlessness of Mr. Bird 
attracts attention, creates curiosity. 
Hon. Member constantly hopping be- 
tween hi.s seat and the Bar. Hardly 
alighted in one locality when he is back 
in the dther. Sark says he is endea- 
vouring to justify the inference drawn 
from* Sir Boyle Roche’s explanation 
.that “not beifig a bird” one could not 
be ir> two placps at Ijhe same time. 
Member for Wolverhampton is a 
Bird ; almost accomplishes the impos- 
sible. Actually he is not concerned for 
achievement of renown for agility. 
Has weightier matters at heart. 

Heard a good deal of Territorial 
Army this week.‘ According to some 
cVitics they have not a leg to stand 
upon nor^a horse to ride. Orator 
Hunt dismiss^ the force as “ no|)hing 
- - - - - - ^ 


but a futile absur- 
dity, a deliberate 
fraud used to de- 
ceive and humbug 
the people of this 
country.” What 
is wanted is con- 
scription, \ 

“Every conti 
iiental coimtry has 
it except the United 
States of America,” 
says Hunt, whose 
knowledge of geo- 
graphy is not equal 
to his gift of vague 
vituperation. 

Bird has dis- 
covered new flaw 
in the system, a 
rift within the lute, 
which, slowly 
widening, shall 
make its music 
mute. From perch 
above Gangway, 
to w'hich he has 
temporarily re- 
turned, pipes forth 
query that blenches 
the cheek of Na- 
poleon B. Hal- 
dane. It seems 
that, whilst the 


British army is 
provided with 
water - bottles of 
British make, the 
Territorial forces 
are “largely 
equipped withj 
enamelled water- 
bottles of German 
manufacture.” Mr. 
Bird insists upon 
knowing why. N. 
B. Haldane, who 
had, more or loss 
resolutely, stood 
his ground before 
other attacks^ 
visibly shrankj 
under disclosure 
thus unexpectedly 
made. Murmured 
something about 
the County Asso- 
ciations being re- 
sponsible. 

Mr. Bird, who 
by this time had 
hopped back to I 
the Bar, not to be | 
taken in by that 
sort of excuse. 
More will be heard 
about water-bottles 


made in Germany before the Conference 
reports. 

Business done . — Report of Pul}Uc 
Accounts Committee considered. 


APOLOGIA PBO IEA M,BA. 

[“Bad ienqtCT uaually means bad bealUi.'l 
Weekiy Pe^r. 

Oh, blame not the bard when he rages, 
Continue to lend him ycim love, 
Perusing the words of the sages 
As quoted in brackets above ; 

Think not that by nature his temper is 
rude, 

Adopt a more merciful view, 

And see in his present inflammable 
mood 

The signs of incipient “ flu.” 

The furniture brutally broken, 

The features offensively glum — 

You may take it are meant to betoken 
An ache in the tooth or the turn. 

The frown from his face can be driven 
away 

And peace be restored to the scene 
With a soupgon of sarsaparilla, or, say, 
A tabloid or two of quinine. 


“ P.c. Qraminer said that prisonei was . . . 
making use of bad langtiagi*.’’ — Pcferborouy/i 
Citizen. 

Pedant ! 



Whin Bedmono oets Hoxb Bvie. 


“By tlie time Mr. Redmond reached the age of HethtiBeUh perhaps 
he wemid receive the jwioe of hU support to the Budget of 1910. 
(Umiewed laughter.)" ^Mr. Tim Healy.) . 
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BLACKMAIL. 

When young, to serve my private oikIh, 
1 went and made a host of frietids, 

And then J had to make amends. 

Instead of quietly getting dead, 

Each one of them is getting wed, 

(“ [ think I know what’s coming.” — E d.) 

Maybe you do, but tell us what ? 

(“ It 's ' wedding presents,' is it not ? ”) 
It is ; and don’t they cost a lot ? 

When all the blessed human race 
Seemed bent on weddings taking place, 
And ruin stared me in the face, 

I did not look for Poor Belief : 

I did a bolder thing. In brief, • 

I sot*a thief to catch a thief. 

I mean (indeed, I do) I made 
A f|Pirther friend in Archie Braid, 

His line, the Wholesale Silver Trade, 

Henceforth the little gifts I bought 
^st just a tenth of what they ought, | 
And nothing like ^hgil people tho 


For every time a friend of ij^ne 
Clot spliced, I merely dropped a line, 
Accompanied by six-and-nine, 

The cleanest card that I possessed. 
With label, suitably addressed, 

To Archie Braid. He did the rest. 

At every climax I was there 
To smile upon the happy pair, 

As one who 'd paid his proper share. 

But now I have no sort of doubt 
That friends are things to be without, 
For, oh ! my fate has found me out. 

The last about-to-marry one 
Who asks a contribution 
Is Archie Braid . . . and I am done. 

The Controller of the P. O. Savings 
Bank Department, as reported in an 
interview : i 

{teople might fine themselveiy a penny 
©very time they uao bad language, while ehif- 
drenwill doubtless compete among themselves 
Off to who can deposit most.” 

W.eh 


Aoef . Nf 




Mixed Company. 

“aIU, you iWlTKO T«> THE MA\<Mi’N 
U^HDKN I'ARTY ? 

ll HO, you Aull rtMjuilv Hie wr^inee of tin- 
• - V llVdlKNlU hAUMmV ” 

• A' Art. 

U be as bad an that. 

In reporting an accident lui the 
cricket field, happily not scMioim, T/ir 
Bath Chronicle says : • 

“At the time of tlie aoiuli*nt Kibv^mlt* Mas 
batting, ami tlie IiomUt wut doMii a futt 
ball known to ei ieketen* hh a * yoikei . ' ICtlu a»*da 
t Minted mund to knoek it to leg and the <»all 
hit him M it It Irememltma toni Just abmo tV 
right eyeball.” 

This kind of “ yehker " was always thft 
one ball we could bowl 

Wo have received a pamphlet don- 
taining the following “ nnsolioikiiil ioN- 
timonial ” : 

“I have pleasure , , . fo inform tea hoM 
Kx<'EKniNOf.v FLRAMiiD both inf wifo and sell* 
arc with the inachine. We nail it the lH lb lb” 

We can hear them. • 
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THOUGHTS ON UNIFORM. 

Bbvisitiko my old village the 
other day I naturally asked the news. 
« Where ’s Jjytn now ? *' **Who 80 is that 
ngw house?” ‘‘Poes old Blank still 
. . .? ” “What kind of team have you 
this year ? ” And so forth. And here 
. I would ask why it is that, even when 
tlio interval since one last was there is 
comparatively short, one is surprised to 
find the people still living ? Do they 
too marvel that you are alive? Per- 
haps it is not BO witli every one, but 
with me it certainly is. But one feels 
it more in a town than in a village, 
and more of people that one knew only 
by sight^than of real acquaintances. 

I -Jl- 

That is one of the inevitable 
phenomena that attend my 
I periodical returns to a certain 
large town where I once lived 
at the most acutely noticing 
ago; another is the accuracy 
with which I recognise merely 
by their backs men whom I 
never spoke to but knew only 
by sight, not even by name, 
twenty or moro years ago. 1 
am never wrong. The face at 
: last comes into view and I find 
I 1 knew every line of it. Is 
this, I wonder, a common ex- 
I perience ? 

j li* "JI V 

I In time, as we ran over this 
namo and that, we camo to 
Arthur Seal, who used to bo a 
wild fast bowler and spread 
terror over tlie neighbouring 
clubs. I had known him as a 
long and weedy, impetuous and 
rather quarrelsome lad who 
slammed them in withofit think- 
ing, and who a year or so ago 
had become a policeman ia London. 
Since then, however, ,he had b^en 
promoted. “ Arthur 's a detective now,” 
they said ; “ a plain-clothes man.” 

'«■ :!• :i- 

Now hero was a surprising thing, 
and at the same time a problem solved, 
for I had always wondered how detec- 
tivo% camo about. Ten years ago, 
had anyone asked me to look round 
the field and pick up the cricketer who 
was destinpd one day to be a detective, 
I should have passed over Arthur in- 
stantly. Not he, al>any rate, I should 
have said. Yet them bo is, in plain 
clothes, at Scotland Yard every morn- 
ing, waiting to receive his mysterious 
ordei'S and set forth on his man-hunting 
exp^itions into strange streets — most 
obviously, as 1 would wager, a detec- 
tive *to every one with an eye in his 
head, particularly an eye for boots, but 
rmavoidable and terrible and inexorable 


none the less. Very strange that to such 
a lad should fall so responsible a post. 

•jfr tt * 

That he should have become a con- 
stable was all right, I know, for I 
chanced to meet nim onoe on a Bank 
Holiday, not long after he had joined 
the Force, and 1 could see. He had 
come down to visit his people for the 
day: his poor overworked, overtired 
faded mother ; his not too steady father 
(does it ever happen that a young 
constable has to take his father into 
custody? — not by any means an im- 
possible contingency) ; his brothers 
and sisters, all on the land. A group 
of his old companions were with him — 
satellites, admirers, marvellers — when 


wo met : I was struck by his increased 
size, his carriage, his importance, in 
short. 

•5fr * * * 

The uniform, you see, had been at 
work. Belt, buttons, badge, tunic, 
helmet, leviathan boots, truncheon, 
waterproof cape, gloves — all had been 
busy these few months to get import- 
ance, self-respect, authority into Arthur 
Seal ; and they had done it, when prob- 
ably everything else would have failed. 
He stood there, the idol of his awk- 
ward rustic contemporaries, a triumph 
of uniform’s power, literally the crea-^ 
tion of clothes. Other influences had 
helped too, no doubt : drilling, a marti- 
net inspector, the fear of disgrace, the 
craven attitude of small ohildren ; but 
to uniform, to clothes, I attributed 
most of the victory. Liking at him 
and talking with him, 1 understood that 
^ the evolution of a policeman was com- 


plete : he was a square peg in a square 

* * * * 

But I eaxinot accept the detective so 
readily. To an outsider a detective is 
a very different creature from a police- 
man. His methods are lijUfferent : 
massiveness goes and sagacity comes 
in, or should do so ; the slow processes, 
the ponderous civility, of the pojjceman 
woind stand in the way of a man 
whose business it was to insinuate, to 
persuade, to dtjduce. I once watched 
a policeman at a critical moment in | 
the grip of indecision : it was the most i 
horrifying moment of my life, for a top | 
window in a poor street was emitting 
flames and smoke, and a frantic mother ^ 
liad just flung one child forth, 
to be killed on the stones below,' 
and was preparing to throw 1 
another. I was in a hansom 
and saw it all in a flash, and 
saw too a policeman at the'| 
opposite comer in a frenzy of 
impulse and uncertainty run 
round and round in a circle on I 
the pavement as his mind trieci j 
to recollect where the nearest) 
fire-escape was and what was 
the best thing to do. But a 
detective — detectives should 
have a mind prepared to act I 
at once on any oraergoncy; and,' 
this being so, it perplexes one * 
to find that they have been j 
policemen first. I 

* 

Are there, then, no little 
detectives ? one wonders. Are 
all detectives six feet in height ? 
Yet the little men should bo 
the sharper, . 

i'f * * I 

Scotland Yard, however, 
doubtless knows best ; and 
there Arthur Seal is, six feet and more, 
a plain -clothes man, dedicated to the j 
unravelling of mysteries and the appre- 
hension of criminals. But if there is 
anything in the theory that the child 
is the father of the man the best kind 
of detective work will not be extracted 
from that wild fast bowler who used to 
slam them in without thinking and 
retire from the club in a hufl after 
every third match. 

■M *;?■ * » 

And another thought comes in, too. 
Oan plain clothes undo the work of 
uniform ? It was nothing but uniform 
that transmogrified Arthur Setfl, the] 
feckless village youth, into a Iiondon| 
constable, punctual, firm and trust- 
worthy. That being taken away, what: 
is there to prevent a reversion to type? 

« ) 
I know : the boots. He will be saved 
by his boots. 



TO COVER POSTAGE. 

A LE'iTER IN Tjjpi Times urge.s tub Post-mastek-Genbeal 

TO 1‘UOVIDE HUMMkV HATH FOR COUNTRY POSTMEN. WK CAN- 
NOT BUT FEEL THAT TUB IIICHEST IDEAL OF UTILITY-WITH- 
F.LEOANCB HAS BEEN RBACHBl) IN OUR DESIGN. 



IMO.] 
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BmULth BacMor, "Will yb^iiae bomb tea!** ViaUar, "Oh, plkahe dob’i' trouble/’ 

BacMor. "It’s no tub trouble, it's juist thb bbpbnhb.*' 


THE BAOKGROUNi:). 

. Thkiik was somctbinpf about the man 
in the railway carriage that puzzled mo. 
ills face seemed strangely familiar and 
yet I could not place him. He looked 
up from his paper at me with a twinkle 
in his eyes. 

. " Not sure whether you know me ? ” 
he said. 

For one moment the thought flashed 
across my mind that he was the 
! rate-collector — an estimable gentleman 
whom I have only glanced hurriedly at 
I through a window — but the twinkle 
reassured me. Bate-collectors have a 
glare, but they never twinkle. 

" ^en you somewhere,” I said, " but 
I can’t settle where.” 

I "Perhaps you’ve seen my portrait.” 

" Ah I ” I exclaimed, lotting my mind 
go back to my morning paper. " Let 
me see, are you the Tar&f Reform 
Candidate for Chipping Sodbury, or the 
new croquet champion, or the gentle- 
man i^ho brought an action to recover 
insurance of an elephant ? ” 

** No, no,” cried the stranger ; "I’m 
•far more important. You ’vo seen my 
portrait hundreds of times.” 

" * Spring Onions,' Robert Blatch- 
NOBD, Mr. PiiOWDBN?” I hazarded | 
rapidly. ^ 1 


" No, Sir,” replied the stranger with 
dignity, " I am the background.” 

" The background I ” I exclaimed, 

" Yes, Sir. When pho’ographiQ illus- 
trations became an important factor 
in the newspaper world many splendid 
prints were spoilt by the gposs mis- 
conduct of spectators. I ^recall an 
illustration of Sir Isambard GrifBn 
opening the Camp Hill Lunatic Asylum. 
This splendid print was ruined because 
a miscreant standing by was yawning 
at the moment the photograph was 
taken. Now if 1 had been posted by 
Sir Isambard I should have assumed 
an expression of intense civic en- 
thusiasm like this.” 

1 accepted the background’s state- 
ment as to the meaning of bis facial 
contortions. 

"You see my point, Sir. If the 
spectators in the background of a 
picture look intensely interested the 

r er readers think they ought to 
interested too. Perhaps you re- 
member me DOW. I am the man who 
shook hands with PAULaoN when he 
alighted in Manchester. You recall 
my look of glowing enthusiasm and the 
Prenoh flag I held in my left hand. I 
saved the situation, Sir,' for the other 
spectatoirs were all stodgy. They 
would have ruined the print You saw 


mo at Oxford the otlu^.r day, 'I'he 
undergraduates were grinning at Mr. 
Roosevelt and would have spoilt the 
effect. Happily 1 was there gowned — 
you will recall luy expression. 1 Uie<l 
to make it one of scholarly adinn*alion 
for a man of action. 

"Of course these are simple things 
I have far more difficult subjects. It 
is often my duly to be on the of 
the Law. Courts when a painful case 
balk been tried, You will remember 
how gallantly i raise my hat when the 
pretty witness, who has been so severelv 
orosB-oxamiued, leaves the Courts, 4 
try to give myself tbo air of a sympa- 
thetic stranger, eager to come fwward 
and protect beauty in distrosA. Ah, 1 
get out here. 1mi>oriani business at 
Westminster. Keep your eyes cm the 
press and you will fee me. Gudd 
morning." ^ i 


When I glanced at tho next number ! 
of 'J'he Cockier 1 saw a snap-sliciii» 
Marquis of Carabas Wlls I jord Pe||mare 
a funny story.” From the facei;^ Of the 
Marquis and the Peer 1 shouli|, have 
judged that the Story coti^rn^ 
funerals, the super^tax or mvaft , dther 
painful subject. But a yard io the 
rear was the baekgrouhd \vrithm#witb 
convulsive lau^bt^. Once mu|e he 
had saved the situation. • : 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mr. Bic^rd DI'Hian# muiu^ is now to mo, and so, to 
some extent; are his motliods. Ho belongs to a school of 
novelists which seems to be growing— a school which is 
giving a welcome new life to tlie Dickkns tradition. Mr. 
WiLlJAM PE MomiAN is its loader. Mr. J. C. Snatth, on 
the strength of his novel* of some years ago, Broke of 
Covenden, might bo counted of it. Mr. Mallock’s novel of 
last yQar — to name no more —should entitle him to a place. 
The school has two chief virtues. It gives you brains, and 
it gives you good measure. Mr. I)khan*s oharacteri.stics, 
apart from these two, are, first, a skill in w'eaving a great | 
network of interests, all of which, however unimjwrtant 
apparently, are essentially parts of the whole ; and, 
secondly, what I must call a very wide human sympathy 
which at times makes 
him a little melodra- 
matic. The Dop Doctor 
(Hkinemann) is full of 
incident and sui-prise. 

If you rattle through it 
superficially you will 
think that Mr. Dehan 
has a supremo con- 
tempt for the accepted 
ideas of form and 
balance in a novel. You 
will catch yourself 
wanting to say to him, 

“Jiook here, you can’t 
do this. You ’ve killed 
off one of the principal 
people. How on earth 
are you g()iug to g(it 
tlirough the three hun- 
dred odd pages that 
remain?” But you'll 
bo rash to ask questions. 

If you skim and skip 
you will be throwing 
away a chance of en- 
joyment which novel-* 
reading nowadays sel- 
dom presents. ^Nearly 
all the characters are sp thorougliK' worked up that they 
miglit be principals, and one more or less killed off — 
you can kill off a good man> folk if you plant them at 
Mafeking during the siege ■ makes little difference. As to 
the story, to put it very crudely, and pull only the 
stoutest thread from tlie network, it deals with a 
doctor who loves and is tliroun over, drinks hard and is 
reclaimed, loves once more and is at last happy. That 
sounds commonplace, hut whate’ver else The Dop Doctor 
may be it is not that. 


briefest, of the sketches that go to make up A Mofley 
(Heinemann). There is much else in the book tliaji is 
more worthy of its author; and in its varied “ moods ^nd^ 
patches ” will be found something, as the advertisements j 
say, to suit all tastes. Personally I confess that Mr. Gals- 
worthy is a writer from whom I can snatch at best a half- 
fearful joy. He is so easily offended. I love him dearly 
W'hon he is trenoliant, and a trifle malicious, about other 
people. “ A little man in a long coat, with a red nose and 
very long arms, always half-drunk — a sort of desperate cha- 
racter, and long since, of course, a schoolmaster,” is the kind 
of appreciation w'hich would make me, who have known 
many schoolmasters, chuckle delightedly, — if I could only be 
sure that something equally tienchant about reviewers was 
not w'aiting on the next page ! Still, admirers of Mi. Gals- 
worthy’s' always thoiighlfiil and nearly always distinctive 
work will certainly w^elcome A Motley, and none the loss 
[for retrieving in it many pieces, hitherto fugitive, which 

they will he glad to find 
caught and caged for 
their hook-slielves. 

1 recoininond The 
Dianf of a Soldier of 
Fortune (Weknkh 
Laitrir) to the notice 
of those who regard 
Khodesia merely as a 
country from wliich to 
extract wealth. Mr. 
St AN LEV I’outal 
IIyat'I' spent seven 
years m llhodcsia, and 
I although he w'as doacl 
[broke when he left ho 
can still wTitc, “And 
yet I love the country 
and X hclievc’ iti the 
country.” The diary 
is a record ol failure, 
hut it lias a value 
whkdi IS wanting in 
many records of suc- 
cess. Jt w ill tcacli us, 
at any rate, to appre- 
ciate the services of 
men wlio do pioneer 
work and evontnally see others -less courageous than them- 
selves — step in and grasp the row^ards. Here is to be found no 
self-glorification, but an oxcollently written account of the 
lives of men wIio have been dowui to the bottom of things 
and w’ho have done sound work on the journey. M r. Hyatt 
has causes for bittornoss, and in .spite of his efforts to 
restrain himself he shows Ids feelings, hut if he cared to be 
loss self-restrained he could, 1 think, write a hook of revela- 
tions. Here lie reserves too much of his scorn for the 
English south-coast railways — a sad w*aste of good material. 



LITTLE WORSES OF THE MIDDLE AGES. 


►Siu Simon dk Touiy.nof'.s ciiauokk encounteils hie K\il Kve on iii.s m.vy 
TO THE Totrr.NEV. 


One of tliese days I shall write a little story about a poor j Of the seven “Sea Comedies” wliich Mr. Morley 
exile* who works haid to save enough money for his return Kowebts includes Jin Sea Dogs (Nash) I like best those 
to his native land. He shall work and save, and at last two which most nearly approach tragedy. I like pg.rticu- 
tho needed sum shall bo attained. Then he shall go to a Jarly that of the old madman^ picked up at soa in an open 
taveni, and there over a bottle shall display it exultingly, boat, who declares that all the land in the world has be- 
all the crisp notes of it, to his envious companions. And come submerged, and that the water is full of “ lollopers ” 

: that night— prepare yourself- - it shall not he st.olen ! I shall —all that is left of the inhabitants of the sunken dwelling- 
write my story the more willingly since finding that even place.s. The rest make pleasant light reading-- a smile 
« Mr. «Fohn Galsworthy is not above demanding sympathy flickers through the telling of all seven -though I think 
forthetoofamihorversion against which it is to be a protest, that Mr. Boherts might be funnier if he were better able 
Howelfer, “ Compensation ” is only one, and among the Ho conceal his desire to amuse. 
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* ^^^**®*’ ^«»«ribed him as “A slim parishiomei* wlifMif|iiatM0 fef^ Inmister 

• CHARIVARiA. frail creature.’* Diff^noes like this had mentlooed tn mitae pm^m^ 

%m OuANCKLiiOB’H shglitiug refer- will cause incalculable confusion to the asking that hie 
enoe to the Law Society in his Budget future historian. douea. It is exneuM itisit flit jpasWr 

I spoeoli has caused grave offence to the will plead t^t mi eotnmimieallon was 

I meiu))erg of that institution, who jo- In writing to the Press to protest privileged. ^ ♦ 

I oetitly lying his portrait there. They against the hypocritical treatment of a » tit 

j would now like to replace the portrait book of lus by the libraries, Mr. Nrwtb Some time ago augiasM that 
I by the CHANCEXiiiOR himself. winds up with the following words: a useful inventiQh would ^,4n wni- 

I ‘ , “ r take leave to contend that this hrella which would 0py Ulll» when 

I “ The rubber boom," said M r. Lloyd ; extensively advertised run with the | left behind. Appai^ftUy otp^mdnt|9’ 
Geouoe, “was more, — — ’—.have been nme on 


the latter described him as a slim parishtoner whfMi& name tile Iniaieter 
frail creature.'* Dietorenoes like this bad mentioned In pb nnutae id prater* 
will cause incalculable confusion to the asking that his misdeeds ^ 
future historian. doued. It is exnegM itial flli| pastor 

will plead t^t Mi emnmimioatlim was 
In writing to the Press to protest privileged. ♦ 


efihetivo in driving off 
tlic German invader tlian 
fifty Dreadnovijhts," It 
is good to know tliat a 
satisf aotory substitute 
has lieen found for tlie 
i timber boom which failed 
j recently at the mouth of 
Portsmouth Ilarhoiir. 


• After the declaration of 
I the poll for East Dorset 
Lady Wimbornk throw 
carnations among the 
crowd. It is denied that 
' the (l(3foiited side adopted 
tlie same course, with 
the little difference tliat 
tho^ spelt tlmir carna- 
tions with a “ d." 


Oount Zeppelin has 
started on his pi’elimi- 
tiary expedition for the 
exploration of the Arctic 
regions. One great ad- 
vantage of those parts is 
that you don’t run so 
much risk oi being 
caught in a tree. 

Now that Henley is 
over, we hear that the 
finances of the Regatta 
are to be looked into, as 
there is considerable dif- 
culty in making both 
ends meet. Various sug- 
gestions have been made. 





Loaffr. “W'OTOH, Bll,h » SkK you ’V* got Y Nil NPAON AM» IllTKKr. 
TO SOCTHKN'U TKIt I>0 A BIT «’ PAWOLINO ’ '•* 


AppfimUy iitpvdmdntf) ’ 
have made on 

theae lifHii Wttp upfet*' 
erioe to oihgr Kxildleo^; 
Tho fotlo^tog 
meht appeaml the other 
day in 
Newn: - ’ , 

‘MiWfi’, tm TiBvtrttttV 
28th .ftuie, 

A MmalliMwkH of * 

of funilUiiT oil oAi, namti eii. 
follAi*, Hum o.<». of, 

AiMwirti to tlieiiauMi 
of Boh ; llndl*!' itMVAldtd,” 

<!» ^ ’I 

Ladies’ liais having eli 
last reached the limit hi 
sise, a happy thought 
has made its aptH^mtiee 
in hVanco. “ Tlie wear- 
ing of a qap Inmeath a 
hat of mammoth siae”* 
is, Thr ikiitff Afuf/ telle 
us, the latest Paris 
fashion. It seems queer 
that this notion of weav- 
ing more than one head- 
gear should not havq 
been adopted before, for 
its absurdity is obvious. , 

A I'ewani has Ijcon 
offered by a lady at i*eas- 
lake, Burrey, fur infor- 
, Illation as the |>etiion 
who whitewaslua) her 
donkey, ami then )>ainted 
blue stripes on it There 
would seem to lie no 
pleasing some |HH>ple. 
Personally, we should 
1)6 proud to own what Ur 
probably tfie only donkey 
III (be couairy' which 


and we understand that ! — J be couatry which 

the proposal which is least likely to be moral hare, while hunting for profit has a neat well -fitting Irathing costumet 
adopted is theone emanating from a lady with the ostracised hounds, is scarcely * 

to the effect that competitors should be what is known as ‘ cricket.’ ” We In an age when modesty Is so rare 
allowed to caiTy paying guests in their have consulted several cricket experts it was quite a pleasure, in the report 
boats (Lady Abdy, for instance), upon and find that Mr. <Newte's contention of the Rutland wlandcr dfese, t<^> ooino , 
condition that a proportion of the fees is absolutely sound : hares and bounds across the following passage * 

are jianded over to the Regatta CoiA- have no place in the national game. OomseL “ What ai'c you ? 
mitCee. “ Nothing.” 

The Crystal Palace seems nevei* to . 

What a pity it is that The Daily have any luck. Although produced Five hundred guineas iHiid si 


Apache Lxabeuf, the former paper A Presbyt^ian "pastor ht Neoga, the orchid carries ’ with it the tighk lo 
referred to his “ ipassive figure/’ while XUinisis« is Ixdi^ sued for sfander by a the name ** Odonmimutn f3ie|thi.“ , 
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Pror IS, ^910. 


A HUMOROUS JULY. 

[Dsdicatod gratefully to tl)e Worshipful MuRitT of the Salters’ Company.] 

TiiExtB was a fiine^too far to trace, 

Ere*alnianacks became absurd, 

* When Seasons kept tlioir proper place 
And even Summer still occurred ; 

And there were dog-dayS“--eveiy dog had one— 
When in the blue you sported like a puffin. 

Or lashed the long-hop till your skin was done 
Brown as a muffin. 

’Twas then that, as the shadows fell. 

And earth took on her loveliest mood. 

You loathed to lose the evening’s spell 
And go and stuff yourself with food ; 

So fair, in fact, the face of Nature shone, 

Bo well the outer world eclipsed the inner, 

Strange as it now seems, you ’d have gladly gone 
Without your dinner. 

What joy could oxtail (thick or clear), 

Wliat bliss could pigoon-iuo convey 
Compared with punting by the weir 
Down the long beams of dying day ? 

Dearer, 1 take it, in the sunset glow, 

Your toying witli Belinda’s tangled chignon, 

Than relatively vulgar nz-dc-veau, 

Or file I m ignon. 

But, ah ! those halcyon days are dead. 

Killed when tlie weather-monger’s schools 
Bomped in wliero seraphs feared to tread, 

And tampered with the Seasons’ rules ; 

We tliat were wont. to live on dew and air 
Now lurk indoors to dodge the gelid blizzard, 

And Satan finds a deal of mischief there 
For idle gizzards. 

We never worried how to feed 

When Summer used to prank the sward ; 

Wo should have blocked the gourmet’s greed 
For pleasures of the groaning board ; 

Now, thanks to blithering slush and blindidg sleet. 

When all the sun -forsaken ways are wet, 

There is no earthly solace save to eat 
A City banquet. 

Thither my sodden fancies swOop 

Like hungry “ dragons of the prime ” ; 

1 shall be ready for the soup 
Whole hours before the usual time ; 

God bless the Guild, whose noble halls to-night 
Shelter my head from skies morose and dirty ; 
Wbrshipful Master I 1 ’ll be there all right 
. (“ Six for six-thh’ty.”) 

O, S. 


* She Arrivals. 

To 'the Editor of “ ^unch ” and all other III^ Majesty's 
loyal subjects, 

Gbntlemkn, — If on Friday, July 8, you were concerned 
to notice two now families in London, whereas the list 
of arrivals in your Tinm of that date only mentioned 
one, you may set your minds at rest and go about the City 
with ]ight hoaits, upon learning that the second family, 
which got out of the train at>Vauxhall and is not staying 
at the Piccadorf Hotel, belongs to 

• Yours, as truly as usual, Mtself. 


HORSES AND Ok.0 AQE. 

The windows of my room look out on an asplialted 
strrot, where the traffic, such as it is, is never busy. Here 
at intervals may be seen pairs of omnibus horses, detached 
from their gaudy omnibus and trotting gaily to or from 
their work. One is bestridden by a man who, hi^ving no 
saddle, bounces awkwardly enough on his patient mount, 
and thus they clatter along the asphalte, ready to undertake 
the burdens of the day, or faring homeward to, some 
neighbouring stable when their heavy toil is over. Close 
by, in another and a busier street, the motor omnibuses 
rattle and creak and roar. Soon the last horsed ’bus will 
have vanished, and the trotting pairs, with their jolly 
india-rubber riders, will no longer disturb the silence of my 
own retired thoroughfare. 1 wonder wliat will become of 
the horses, and in what haven tliey will spend the years of 
old age that fate may grant them ? 

Many ►years, I fear, they cannot have. The strain of 
the load they draw is too great for that. When they are 
young they come to their task fierily enough, but the last 
spark is quickly extinguished, and in no long time their 
limbs l)cgin to stiffen and their heads to droop. Threci or 
four years of constant stoppages and coiitir\ual starting are 
tJieirs, and then, if they escape the degradation of a Covent 
Garden vegetable van, they may perhaps contribute in an 
altered state to the sustenance of cats or dogs. A Master 
of Hounds the other day declared that if he were a horse 
he could conceive no nobler end that to feed and invigorate 
the hounds whoso sport he had shared in life. As he. lias 
no chance of assuming pasterns, fetlocks, withers, a mane 
and a docketl tail, his opinions are, perliaps, not specially 
valuable as a guMe to the ambitions of a horse. 

Quito recently, as I leai*n from a newspaper paragraplij 
“ the oldest racer in the world came in first at Rosenheim, 
Bavaria, winning easily by four lengths over a course of 
I about a mile-and-a-half. The veteran ” — so the reporter of 
his prowess continued — “is twenty years old, and of 
English origin ; but for over sixteen years has not been out 
of Germany. He has carried his various owners’ colours 
to victory no fewer than thirty-four times.” Before this 
hero, J will undertake to say, all talk of cats’ meat or of 
hounds’ meat is liuslied. I imagine him in a gilded and 
garlanded stall, where the children of his owner visit liiin 
twice a day, bringing corn in silken bags and stimulating 
liis appetite with carrots and apples and cubes of heet- 
sugar. He, at any rate, is not too old at twenty. 


Like other animals, horses live their lives to the very 
last (and the lost generally comes long before twenty years 
have passed) without apprehension of death. Long ago I 
remember seeing a horse that had broken its leg on a 
country road. The knacker had been summoned, and had, 
as he thought, given the death-stroke with his knife. The 
horse lay very still, and the knacker was chatting with the 
surrounding crowd. Suddenly, with a convulsive heave, 
the poor beast raised itself on its throe sound legs, and 
then, hobbling painffiily across the road, began to nibble 
gross from the bank as if nothing had happened. ,The 
next moment it had fallen again and was dead. 


Horses as pets suffer under increasing disadvantages. 
Amongst ladies, at any rate, the rs^e is now for the 
infinitesimal. Everywhere you see Poms or P^inese 
Spaniels, the most minute animals in the world, peeping 
out roguishly from ladies’ arms, or following their misteesses 
on a lead with absurd importance. One btee^, I believe, 






THE HEAVENLY CHOIR. 


l*(ikir)tiKe woigbiug only three pounclB. Obviously horses 
cannot be earned about in arms, or retire for tl\e night to 
a wickerwork catbodral in tlie corner of a b^alrooin. 

Yt‘t boi’ses as friendH have a tbousand attractions. Tliey 
aj(* buiijorous and understand a joke. They are innocently 
niisebievous and will play with tboir intimates. Moreover, 
they have a high sense of dignity. I remember a grey pony 
that could not bear to be laughed at. The boy.s of the 
(aiinl^ kn(*w bis weakness and used to go to bis stall and 
laugh lieartily. His fury and bis flashing teeth, as he laid 
j back liis ears and strained at his baiter to get at them, are 
a picture inetlaceably impressed upon my memory. And, 
lastly, tlioro is about a horse a noble and uncomplaining 
patience wliicli should move even the licart of a biitcbor- 
boy driving headlong over the rough country roads. 


COMPANY FOR BREAKFAST. 

{P'lVnt Mr. Pk I tch’s List of Jhnii^’sfir AoveUirs.) 

An ingenious invention for boiling coffee has recently 
been put upon the market. It whistles when the beverage 
is irndy, and, in fact, does all but speak and ask to be 
drunk from. We take this opportunity of announcing that 
we have several attractive ideas of the kind up our sleeve. 
For instance, we expect a large demand for our new 
Eggoplione (provisionally protected), which starts crowing 
as soon as the boiling-period is passed. Wo have gi'eat 
hopes, also, of the Reveille Frying-pan, wdiich, when the 
rasher is done to a turn, emits heart-rending squeals, and 
keeps on till the most leisurely over-sleeper is forc^ to 
spring from his bed in order to save his bacon. Our 
Train-catching Teapot can be timed to exjdode at the 
precise moment when its owner ought to leave for the 
I’atiway station. We have a Muffineer too that rings its 
own l>6ll if it thinks its contents are turning chilly. In 
short, we can promise some cheery society for the solitary 
baohelor. * 


A HERO’H FAKEWEliE 

SfHYti, without the faintest soimd of protest, 

Scarcidy a sign, 

Mindful tliat vows however fleree are »?/> t-est 
Your words, not miuo ! - 

7’o prove my love, lo laist) a Life's memoi ial, 

1 took the tip and turned a 'IVrritoruvl , 

At once fell in 
My spurs to win, 

And thence, if smart, \{»in lieiirt. 

Monday* - you thought my point of view was nairuw , 

• Tuesday my ehost; 

Wednesday— you said I lacked my share of marioW * 

1 liad no ;^e.st ! * 

And, though indeed 1 Uiought it was a pretty si/e, 

Thursday, my biceps you saw fit to cnticise. 

As Frfday came ^ 

I flow in shame 

My King to serve * w ind neive I 

Yes, dear, for you I scoruod my l*\>lkestone fortnight ; 
Gamely at cam}) 

I broiled the long, long day, and writlmd the sliort niglit ' 
With cold and cramp! 

“ Sergeant ! " I cried, “ 1 'in Bertie ; make a of me ! 

Set me to work, use ev’ry ounce you can of me ! 

No need to shove - 
I fight for Love I ” * 

And — ^phew ! He did ! Jlo kid ' » 

Loved one, good-bye ! I did my level ht'>*t - 
Only too well ! 

Here at the Hydro doctors will attest, 

Nurses will tell. 

Of this round cheek you stroked, how seared and thin it is ; 

That, that alone would shatter two « 

But, worst of' woes, 

A scarlet nose ! 

Farewell, dear heart ! We part I * 
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MR. PUNCH’S GOLF ADVERTISEMENTS. 


[JULT 13 i 1910 . 


THE ONLY BELIABLE GOLF DOCTOR. 

S^NDY MacWhAUP, 

27ic fianatorium, North Berwick. 



luiSDERTAKE 


TO CORK 


lV«istent Fliibitis, 

Socketitifi, 

FiiTit Tee Friglifc, 

Ungovernable Language, 

' Ami all the ills that golfing flesh 
/. is heir to. 

I N.B . — Hpecial clasfKw for opulent 
I aliens in the use of the Hoots <lialoct. 


TestimoniaU. 

An Ex-IjOUD Chan<jkij*oh wrUe ' y : - 
•• For fifty years 1 sufTerod indescribable 
agony from acute flub. Now 1 can 
liit the ball ofT the tee throe times out 
of live.” 





A IhiiWE Minister v'rUva : — “You 
have made a new man of mo by com- 
pletely curing me of my mashie shot 
to cover point. 1 wish 1 could give 
you a peerage,” 

A .FabuIiOUSLv Wealthy Baronet 
tvrites : — ” Until I svont in for your 
anti "foozle exercises 1 really was 
ashamed to show myself on a lirst- 
class links. Now X face the responsi- 
bility of my tenancy of Castle 

with perfect equanimity. P.S . — Your 
instrpetion in the Scotch accent has 
been most successful. Playing at Hay- 
ling Island the other day, X was ticice 
taken fbr a Southsea flighlander.” 


BEMSIMBSB ! 

The BEST BALLS are the DEAREST. 

Note our List : — 

I The ** BOOMERANG" A .S3/»pcr4ox. 

When hit into a hazard comes back to 
! the player with a smile on its face. 
TKc HYPODERMIC" . . 48/- per dot. 
With sloe gin core and liypodcrmic 
syringe for thirsty golfers. 



V 

The SQUEAKER". . .50/- per dot. 

With Vox humana stop. Cries out 
when lost. < 

The JOPPA MANUFAOTURINQ Co., Joppa, N.B. 

WHY PLAY WITH THE OLD CLUBS? 

do TO MacFaDYEN’S FOR 

The Dp.rnier Cri in Golf Impiemcnts. 

The "SWISHER" 

XxMul Shaft and Rubber Head 

Or, 

Rubber Shaft and Lead Hcail, 
Makes a Weak I^layer strong and a 
I Strong Player weak, 

Thus maintaining the Law of 
Compensation. 

The "BEERBOHM" 

For lofting over Trees. 

The "KILBIN" 

For playing backwards and for bad lies 
McFADYEN, FREAKE & CO., 
MANrFA«’iri:hu.'; 'mTJiE Sdi.tanok Zanziiiar, 

Portobello, N B. 

THE “DuipLING” 

(with Suet Core). 

* Will stay on any green, no matter 
how fiery. 

1 nvaluablo for Short Appioacbes. 
Some Plan Platfers on the “ Dumpling.” 

Miss Dolly Vardon writes : — ** It is 
the nearest approach to a poached egg 
that X know.” 

Jamie Jobson writes : ** It is a most 
appetising pilule, and goes very well 
with inarniMade or apricot jam.” 



A.-* 


Mungo Macphbrson (after laymg the 
'^Dumplhtg” dead with his mashie) 
sings : — 

“ Of all the balls that are so smart 
There ’s none to toucli the ‘ Dmnp- 
ling;' 

It IS the darling of my heart, 

And shows no signs of crumpling.” 

NIGEL MoHAPFIE, THE BENTS, ROMFORD. 

PENNYCUIK & €0., Golf Experts. 

Specialities . . . 

Penny cuik’s Calves'- foot -Jelly- 
faced Putter. 

Pcnnycuik's Jumble Sale Baffy. 
Algernon Ashton's Reversible 
Brookwood Bashie. 

The Bessemer -faced Bull -Pup 
Brassie. 





Sole Agents for . . . 

Mefcchnikoff's Bulgarian Bulger. 
Write or call at 24, Duff Court, F.C. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

^CCILLY ISLANDS. —Twelve liours 
^ from Ix)ndon ; five days * from 
America. Vegetables, Early Asparagus, 
Casino, etc. 

Golf by the Golf Stream! 

The Paradise op Putters, 
Blind Holes for Short-Sighted 
Pl.,AYEB8. 

Samphire on all the Greens. 
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' kl:^obal rbfobmjbb 

■ M ABBEILLAIBE. 

Bopi'eeentatian lias now d<' 
Mtely entered the sphere of pniotutal ixiliiii 
^iis il an eleotoral method, 'dreadhiliv abstve 
-jnd iuvotnug long mathematical caleulatloi 
hy vrhidit Parliament is to btHKnne a faithi 
miniature of thfo electorate. Its exponciil 


trust, enable them to give « 

I their burning seal.] 

Sons of a noble race, arise ! 


[ Our country sorely needs us ; 
jOn us Britannia turns her eyes, 

‘ A man of title leads us ! 
jUnsheath we then our trusty swords 
[ (By which we mean statistics) ; ^ 
The earth shall mark our weighty wore 
I And learn our cabalistics. 


Onco more, aux aimes ! The promise 
• land 

Is reasonably near us ; 

The people cannot understand 
Our facts, but they will cheer us 1 
The opposition may bo strong, 

But only for a season — . 

No man can argue with us long 
And still retain his reason. 

'i’hon let ’s prepare to shed our blood 
(In metaphoric diction). 

Nor grudge the sacrificial flood 
(Continuing the fiction) ; 

(And at our mast tliis signal float 
I To strengthen our endeavour, 

The Single Transferable Vote — 

‘ And Algebra — for ever ! " 


Itiik pkinob and the paupei 

An unentliusiatttic inec^ting of inquii 
.and protest took place in the nursei 
;ono wet afternoon last week. Nonna 
organised the meeting, took the chai^, 
and was the principal speaker, and in a 
limited capacity acted as steward. 
Standing on the table, among a regiment 
of leaden infantry and the underclothes 
of a junior doll, ho cleared his throat 
and l>egan : 

“ Ladies and gentlemen I ” 

“ That ’s not fair, Norman ; wliy leave 
■ out Peter?” asked Mturgaret. Peter 
at once showed that he was no gentle- 
I man, and after the disturbance had 
subsided Norman began again. 

“ Is it fair, is it just — ” he said. 

“Is it honest, is it manly?” said 
Margaret. 

“ Look here, Margaret,” said Norman 
hotly, '‘you agreed to play, so don’t 
spoil it. Peter, you might listen ! ” 

“ I don’t know what you 're talking 
S^ut,”. said Peter, genially. 

"‘What ore you talking about? 
aek^d Margaret. , I 

“All joking apart,*’ said Norman,! 



I'inHitr {(tf the NavcU und MilUarit Tone nneut). “/ \i ri-AViNo Ai mu.mmuh 
YESTEBDAY.” .. 


“it doesn’t seem fair that he should | 
have ” (here he referred to his notes) 
“£87,000 a year, while I have only 
threepence a w'eok.” 

<<l^ialistl*’ said Margaret with 
scorn. 

“Don’t use long words you don’t 
know the meaning of,” Peter advised. 
“How much a year is threepence a 
week, Mortimer major?” ho aske*d, 
addressing Norman. 

“ Not more than a pound or two — 
and he 's going to have no less than ” 
(he looked at his notes once more) 
“ £870,000 a year.” . 

“The right honourable gentleman 
said £87,S)0 just now; does the 
right horrible gentleman know what 
he *8 talking about ? *' aeked Margaret, 
taking up a book and settling down 
comfortably in the window-seat. Pbter 
was alteady busy with a paint-box and 


a highly -col on ml ropy of a lailway 
engine. 

“ What I say in, Palbor might 
to aflord a bit more than threepiMico a 
week,” coniinuod Norman feebly, to an 
audience roilnced to ftii Jifan. “Of 
course, I 'm not Prince of Widen - ” 

“Indeed?” Murgaret muuum<;d, 
turning a page. 

“ — so 1 shouldn't (‘\poct bo much 
as he gets. But think wliat ( could 
do, even if I laid t>nl\ a sbilUilljg a 
week.” 

“Mummy,” cried Joan to the in- 
truder, “ Norman says ho ’s fom' to 
have a sliinning a wtjck, audi ven' he 
can buy me a big pamhlator |t»r my 
littlest dolly t ” • 

“Je»W)p viw ^ 

Wo hope he had a good day. 
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THE OLD, OLD STORY. 

Miss Midulkton helped her- 

self to an ahn#nd, and triell afjiiin. 

“JDid you go to the Horse Show ? ” 
she a8ko<i. 

“ No,” f said. 

“Oh dear, 1 did think >ou woidtl 
•say** Yes’ that time. Yon know, >ou 
don’t give conversation a cdiance if you 
koej) on* saving ‘No’ to ovciything 1 
ask you.” 

“ Have yon ever falkm oil' the to}) of 
Ht. Paul’s Cathedral?” J asked. 

" Yes,” said Miss Middleton at once. 

“ JIca}js and heaps of times. There ‘s 
fjuito a ci^owd at the top of Ludgatc 
Hill now, when they know I ’in going 

U}).” 

“ (^li ! ” J said, rather taken aback. 

“ (io on. Now'you should ask me if 
1 mind inuch, and what it feels like 
when J get to the bottom. And then 
you d find that you knew a man who 
Hli})})ed oil' the .Albert Hall once, and 
we should compare notes ami get 
awfully inU'rested. And perhaps 1 
might ask yni to eomo and sih) 
inothei.” 

“ f liavi' met Mrs. Middleton,” I said, 
and returned to my thoughts. 

“Oil, what's the matter? You 
won’t talk, and you aren’t eating -at 
least, not like sometimes. Has >our 
favouj'ito son run away to soa ? ’ 

“ He has not. And if you w’ant to 
know wliat ’s the matter, it ’s this. 1 ’m 
bored, and disgusted, and- and-- 

“ Desiccate! i,” suggested Miss 
Middleton. 

“ No, tliat’s not the word at all.” 

“It’s a nice little word, though, 1 
road it the other day. ‘ Transmogrified ’ 
— that ’s bigger.’’ 

“ Well, simply sick to death (»1 the 
weather.” • 

Miss Middh'ton turned away am*! 
ga/ed in the oilier diroetion with great 
interest. 

“ J 'm not looking at you,” 1 said. 
“But 1 shoidd like to know, heloiMi i 
go on ; ar^ you blushing ? ” 

“ Of course not. Well, soi t of colour- 
ing up a little, perhaps.” 

“ You may w'ell. Do you lernomher 
a certain day in .April, when we talked 
about the symmor, and you solemnly 
proipised me that this year it would 
be fine? And you tmplored mo to 
believe, and 1 said that 1 w’ould.” 

“Did r?” 

“ I might liave spent the summer in 
New Zealand, wliere it's always line, 
or in bed, whei*© it doesn’t matter ; but 
you persuaded Sne to give the thing 
“just one more trial. And now wliero 
are we ? ” i 

“ You Henow,” said Miss Middleton 
timidly, after a pause, “ it isn’ir beil^g ' 


such a bad summer, after all, according 
io the pajiers.” 

“Oh, that’s what’s so mean about 
it. Tlio rain stops now and then, and 
the bim comes out perhaps, just so as 
they can both get a good place in the 
statistics. As if we didn’t knoio we 
were having a beastly summer! as if 
we cared a hang how many indies of 
rain or liours of sunsliine there were 
when *ve can that it’s spoiling 
everything I ” 

I finished my glass fiercely and 
waved away tlie bird. 

“ And the worst of it is,” J added, 
“ I haven’t an umbrella.” 

“ Mightn’t you buy one ? ” suggested 
Miss Middleton. 

, “ How can I, after I ’ve •[iromised 
you to lielievo in tlie summer? Of 
course if I had my old one -hut I lost 
that at a wedding. They ’l e tricky 
things, weddings. They take your 
uinlirella as soon as look at you.” 

“ I always use one of mother's.” 

“Couldn’t 1 too?’’ I asked hope- 
fully. 

Miss Miildlelon was silent for a little, 
and J Kup}iosod that she was consider- 
ing my oiler. However, it ajipeared 
that she was thinking of somotliing 
else. 

“ 1 do think w'e arc all awfully nife 
about tlie vveathcT,” she began sei’iously. 

“ 1 am off»(^n even nicer than this,” J 
said, in some surprise. 

“ Oh, I don't mean you -- you ’ve 
been a pig; when you know I did 
want you to liavo a nice summer so 
bailly. 1 mean all of us. We have a 
fortniglit of rain, and then, when we 
get one fifte day at last, wo re all as 
gratefvd as anything, and we go aliout 
smiling and saying thank you, and 
quite forgetting all the wet days. Just 
notice if w'o don’t, Nvheii the next good 
day comes.” 

“ Perhaps wc shall never have a 
good day again.” 

“Oil, yes, w^e shall. And \ on ’ll go 
and hit in somebody's garden ” 

“ Yours.’’ 

“ But how nice of you ! Well then, 
in mine, and you ’ll think it 's the v(?ry 
jollicst worl<l that ever w^as made, and 
wliat a lucky man you are to Ixi given 
sucli a wonderful morning.” 

1 coiisidereil this carefully ; and 1 
also coijsiilcred the last fortnight. J 
decided to concentrate on tlie last 
fortnight. 

“ Meanwhile,” I said, “ Iiere we are, 
and it ’s thiie something was done by 
w’ay of protest. The only difficulty is 
to know what to do. Jn America, 
wlien it’s a nasty dull sort of day, 
they can always go out and burn a 
I black man or two ; but so effete is our 
own civilisation ” 


fJtJLY 13, i910.^ 

“ We might try throwing stones .at* 
Greenwich. Do you think if we brftke 
the Obsei'vaiory windows^ ” 

“ My idea wits to go to Hyde Park • 
and hiss. 1 don’t know how that 
strikes you? You see, if we w'ent ; 
together wo could share Mrs. Miildlc- 
ton’s umbrella.” 

“ Why do you harp on the umbrella ? 

I suppose you think I ought to give 
you a new one ? ” 

j “ 1 think you ought to give me ])cr- , 
mission to buy one.” 

“Oh, no! Jt in going to ho lino 
how.” 

“Then may I have my aqua-scutum 
lengtliened ? ” 

“Oh, don’t keep on thinking about 
the had days,” im})lored Miss Midille- 
ton ; “ think about tho good one tiuit 's 
coming. Tho wetter it is now, you j 
know’, the more you 'll enjoy thq '• 
change,” | 

“Kight,” I saiil. “1 ’ll renu'mhc'i 
that.” 

Later, in tho liall, they asked mo 
wliether 1 ’d have a hansom or a taxi. 

“Neither, thanks,” I said cheerlully 
“The wetter I get now, the. iikk’o J 
shall enjoy changing.” And I }iIiingo<l ! 

[ into tho rain. A. A. M. 1 


ON THE MAKING OF FRIENDS. 

Some say that J got inside the train. 
Anyhow, there was a luiiclieon-car, and 
that was where the porters throw im*. 
Someone picked me up, hrushetl my 
clothes and sat me down in a little 
seat before a little table and loll mo 
there praying that the little scat o]»po- 
site me might remain vacant. ; 

People whom you don’t know aio 
always detestable, particularly in ti’ams. 
Witness the concentrated hatred of the ■ 
four corner - seat J)oJdors when \ou 
open their door and proposej to become • 
the fifth occupant of their compartmemt. 

It isn't simply that they dislike tho 
idea of your })09sihly talking to them. 
What they dislike is tho fact that }ou 
exist They hate you ; you hate them ; j' 
and you all join together and hate the . 
sixth man who gets in at the next stop. > 
So I prayed that T might have no cis- I 
d-vis on this journey; but at Binning- j* 
ham some more porters threw another 
jpan in and he was put to sit opposito 
mo. We just frowned sourly and ipade 
it quite clear that we detested the 
sight of oacli other. I was led to 
suppose that I was, after all, too in- 
significant to care twopence about; I* 
he, that his collar was dirty, his tie 
climbing up the back of it, his Ixiots 
down at neel and himself utterly 
ignoble. Ho sat down in such a way 
that he kicked my shins. “ What 
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disf^ustingly hard shins the lower 
classes liave ! ” lie clearly thought. 
“A vile thing!” iny expression was 
meant to convey. “ 1 wonder if It will 
make a noise with Its food.” Then he 
got behind his Telegraph to protect 
himself from infection, and, in returning 
the compliment, I managed to unfold 
my Morning Font in such a way as 
to cause him a maximum amount of 
draught and discomfort. 

With the beginning of lunch and the 
arrival of the lish he said, “ I hope 1 
may never set eyes on you again, but 
will you take a little salt ? ” 

“ Sir,” I answered, “you are a con- 
temptible worm, but permit me to pasS 
you ‘the pepper.” Later I continued, 
“ Odious creature, 1 cannot help con- 
fessing to you my surprise that out of 
a kitchen 2 ft. by 1 ft. they can pro- 
duce a meal apparently without limits.” 

“Cad though you are,” he replied, 
“ 1 quite agree. Further, it may interest 
you to know that \ am by profession an 
inventor.” 


It did interest me a little. It came 
to interest me very niiicb. I laughed 
at his mild jokes, and ho leant across 
the table to tap me on the chest. 
“ Yes, my dear Sir,” he said, “ I go to 
my office at nine cveiy morning and 
invent. Sometimes it is a vacuum - 
cleaner, sometimes a needle-puncher, 
and sometimes an antiseptic tooth 
wash.” 

“ Really, old man,” said I, “ if you 
don’t mind being overheard by the 
cads and the contemptible worms in 
this car, you might tell me all about 
it.” 

He practically climbed over the table 
to embrace me, as he told me all about 
it. At any rate, his boots managed to 
wipe themselves on my trousers. “ Ob , 
but I 'm sorry,” he said. “ Not at all,” 
I answered. 

On arriving at Euston, “ Good-bye,” 
said I. ** It has been a real pleasure 
to me to travel with such a perfect 
gentleman.” 

“Nonsense, Sir,” said he. “The 


pleasiu'c ami privilege have Ihmui mine 
Good-bye ; wc may never meet again.” 

Wo met again uixmt hvr] uiinuUjs 
lAterin theTiJiK', and somehow I wished 
we bad not. It’, all very well being 
amuHod in a limelu'on-car, Imt, wlion 
you’re m l.t)iulon, you al\va\« stund 
Ibo chance f)f being seim by people who 
know you ami an* apt to vou by 

your friends. IhisideM, the man laiki'd 
too much. Heacliing Cbarmg fioss, 
wo ])arteil with some more giMHl-byes, 
and met again on the top of a l#ivei- 
pool Street )>us. At Glu^nceiy Lane 
ho said, “ 1 don I know whethei to^got 
off here and patent Kome inventions, or 
to go to my Instd « lliee in the ihl)' and 
invent some piitents. Where mo you 
going’?” 

“That all depenclM, ' I said, and as 
ho eventually doekhid to get hff there 
1 went on to the City, not bi^causo I 
wanttal to go the|'©, but because . , . i 
Ob, well, I have oOltio to the cofuclusion 
that people are detestable, aHfter all. 
whether you knoiv thtnn or not. 




ORPHEUS WITH HIS TOOT. 

Tim Hui L-sTimsrvi! tonk.s oi- tiik i \Tiisr M<mui mimc may bk ali, vkuy weli. but what if toi> iiioii a pitch of 

, PKUFECTION W BEACH Kl» ! 


TRUE MODESTY. 

It was not at the Oval nor at Lord’s 

Nor where the level swoop is large and trim, 
And eager co^nosmifkcome in hordes, 

That (toll it on the sounding clavichords) 

You made that hundred, Jim. 

No, 'twas a contest more of luck than skill : 

The pitch, a trifle marred by, plantain roots. 

The ohomy less apt to fleld than till 
(Few had the samite wear and fewer still 
Could boast the buckskin boots). 

' Five times they missed you from the lofting ball ; 

The peerless length that county bowlers keep 
•Was not for then^ and (take it all in all) 

There are who might have been disposed to call 
Your laurels fairly cheap. 

But not the way you took them ! that was grand : 

The modest air, the deprecating mien, 

As who should say, Of course 1 made a stand, 
But fortuneofavoured still my good right hand 
‘And made my eow-shote clean." 

And 4 .when the tumult and the shouting " died, 
The hearty handshake an^ the dorsal smack, 


■When slumps wore pulled, and on the homeward ride 
Our tongues to other themes began to glide, 

The way you brought us back I 

Saying, “ Bemember how I snicked that chance 
Bight through the slips ; their bowlers had no luck ; 
The fat one with the pacer and curious prance, 

The one from whom I made that leg-side glance, 

Ho often had mo stuck." 

The way you sympathised with those that fell. 

Giving the scorers neither pain nor care, 

And still the story of your flukes would tell, - 
Was ever knightly hero knew so well 
The conscious bays to wear ? 

And, if before they paid their rightful debt, 

These lips of mine from weariness were shut, 

Here on the harp, O James, and don't forget, 

I hvmn you as a bashful violet, 

A self -obscuring nut. Evob. 


“ A. Liudaay «tarted by deep ontting Brid|^ to the ropes, and followed 
up with a string of braces, taken indisoriminately from both bowlers.” 
-—Hakkriay Poai, ^ 

Another time, XiiNDfiAY should provide his own braces^ or 
string, or whatever it is he affects. 
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€MENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

{KXTIUCrjCIJ KROM JIIK DlAUV UK TuBY, M.P. 

fJouae of Lonls^ Monday ^ July rf.— 

After tvjo hours si)ent in Cominous 
strolled across coiTidor intent on clis 
coverinfj whether on the green eartl 
tliore were a duller place. Found it ii 
tljc Lords. Sayh and Hele on Ins legs 
ino\ing Second Reading of Rill de 
signed to regulate foreign trallic ii 
hioken-down Jiorses. About a score 
oi I’eers present in subtly sympathetic 
state of decrepitude, ilad tiiey jus! 
hau nt that Conference had decided to 
reconnneiul abolition of Veto could not 
liavo presentofl more funereal aspect. 

To tins state of affairs Save and 
Seue contributed speech that raised 
liiin at a bound t<j first i*ank of ojutors. 

Object of bis measure oomnionds itself 
fo every kindly heait. Amid clash 
of ino)‘e pretentious business success 
needed nice management. This forth- 
coming. As in low voice, occasionally 
faltering accents, witli doleful counten- 
ance, he pleaded the cause of the dundj 
anti desl.itute, one could almost liear 
the (potfall of the doonuRl horse on tl\o 
hard pavement as it slowly wended its 
way to tlie docks to take ship foi 

Antwerp; could see its work-worn (mndtf tjicc Mr. Ituswft grent^.r {Lootf fmtghfrr )” 

fraiiK*; observe its wistful r(‘gard of , (Mr. llirroirM sjicofh on tin; trnumrary di«i|i|*i*(iiii)i<‘n iVoni tln‘ i»r <*!' Mr 

the occasional sausage shop passed ca Ihisw'lt.) 

ruutr ; recognise its pained conscious- Speecli a nia8tei*pieco of artistic con- mise. eluuice of its bi'ing tnerhmked by 

ness ot conditions under which (if ception, flawless rendering. the most casual back wootlsmati, t lie an- 

.■flii) it would rotuni to its nativ(3 land. on Earl of Okruy, who fol- nounroiiifiil, ••Tlioi<3 will l.« no KvoninK 

lowed, remarkable. For yeai-s we knew Bitting of the J louse on Tlnusday the 
iiira in the Commons as Lord Stanley. 30th of .lime." 

Recall his breezy manner in the Jjobhy Frequently admitted by most ecu 
as he w'ent about the busiilliss of the soritius critics of J louse ol l.oids that 

Whip, his brief but jiointed speeches in comparison with Oomiuoiiu it is ilie 

when, on x’eturii .from South Africa, more husmeiTK-like asseudilv Hf'H> 

having seen active service as Chief was crowning proof of its onlorlmess, 

Press Censor (Dispatches), ho was ap- its previKion, its ohservanct; of di*fuil, 

propriatoly promoted to the War Oflice. ifiatters v\ hicl^, appai onti y unuoportimt , 

To-night, seated almost opposite Save go to build up ord»Tl\, oll(RMi\e busineh^^ 

AND Sele, he relapsed into forlorn atti- syslxun. 

tudo familiar when ho was Postmaster- /iiisnus'^ tlouf -Ollicialls lomomuscd 
[Jenoral w^orried by demands of work- that tin; Housi; will not sit last 'I’lmrs 
ng staff for shorter hours and longer ila\. Ihll di'iiling with Continental 
pay. Interposing in deliato ho spoke trailic in broken-down hoi -cs nnul 
as one who liad come to bury the horse, second time. # 

not to mount it. Like other noble lord. s IJomr, o( Tutsda/f. 

who followed, lio heaitily apjiroveil Period wliiidi sutlicetl foi- the Hi’coin- 
the principle of mea.sure which is plishotl work of tn-day ^hows ,vvhat 
about to be commended to hiendly House can <Io wlnm it puts shoijldcr 
001*6 of Commons. to w heel. Fi^gic-^s made oxemnls 

Over scene thug artistically shadowed a week’s ucinevennmt undey onlinaiy 

one gleam of light flashed. Came from conditions. Atiei nsiml s^^loinl uf 

unexpected quarter of Orders of tlio questions, for practical purjio^h signify- 

Day. These are circulated for infer- ing nothing, entered upon ^tnmndie^ 

majiion of Peers. For title, paper lioro on Regency Rdl. l*imie to I he front 

ihe legend, "Notices and Orders of thoseemincntcniistitutionalAtithoritics, 
The Derby FAvoirinm .he Day for Monday the 4th of July.'* Kind and LuTTttljfy,L, w ith ma% amoud*»j 

‘‘We i-ecall Mb bi*eezjriiiaiiiicvittthe Lobby This on first page. Turning over inents designexHo cerri'cfe whsl AsttLEV, 
s lu5 went about the buaineaa of tbe Whip." leaf one found set forth in black letter, with tears in oixiinai ily in^iisitovial 

(The hiarl of Derby.) enclosed in double lines so as to mini- eyes, tlescvibeil as “ tl\e* nul^ifieent 




A i.ini.E ociEi’ «?M.\T wiiii MY KiiiKA’w Bnoti:i 1 ;. 

“I conlubMitly boix* fliat eie long Mr. KaHwIl will ).(• wMuig liy iny kI'Ii' URaiis. I t'twr 
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woi^ a^Miding to credit of the Begenoy 
Act during the last 100 years.*' 
Bbjbmibb, in charge^of Bill, received 
valuable support from Si» Fkbderick 
Ba^ibuby, whom strangers an gallery 
were shocked to hear alluded to as 
“the junior Member for the City of 
London.” There’s nothing iunior 
about Fredbuick unless it be in 
personal appearance suggestive of per- 
ennial youth. As a statesman he is 
senior to most of his contemporaries in 
present Ilouse. With his assistance, 
Bill, , passed through Committee with 
immatorial'amendments. 

Item. Accidents in Mines Bill, in 
charge' of* MabtbbSian Beady, p^issod 
secoitdreading amid chorus of approval. 

‘ Judicial Bench next stormed. Bill 
proposing to add two ' Judges to King s 
Bench Division of High Order of 
Justice came up on . Report stage. 
MaIMIbam moved new clause requiring 
Judges ito make annual return of num- 
ber of xlays they have sat. Principle 
familiar at dockyards and other large 
labour establishments where time - 
keo^r ticks off hours of attendance. 

, Markham, acknowletlging that our 
Jiii^j^eB are all honourable men, re- 
frained from insistence on that in- 
Udious condition. 

1 “ Ijeave it to the Judges,” ho said 
n effect. “ Here and tlioro may pos- 
sibly be a generous enlargement of 
view. What, ivccording to the clock, 
has been Imlf a day's labour, or t^ven 
fi quarter, may,'' in the hurry of the 
moment, ho' entered as full time. On 
the whole, their Lordships may confi- 
dently be counted upon to make full 
and fair returns.” 

(Wait till th (*5 catch liiju in one of 
their courts 1) ' 

Premier, whilst objecting to this 
way of putting it, admitted lajuty witli 
respect to Saturday sittings. Somb 
Judges make a habit of dating their 
week-end from Friday afternoon. Others, 
constrained by conscionce, put in an 
appearance late on Saturday morning 
and, like CHARTiES La?jr at the India 
Office, make up for it by going away 
early.. On the understanding that, if the 
Judges do not sit on Saturdays, they 
shall through the w^eek work overtime, 
Markham now clause and 

Beport stage agreed to. 

TOfle thrown in by second i-eading 
of Bill dealing with election of aider- 
men in municipal boroughs, and at 
twenty minutes to nine House ad- 
journed. 

fittsiness done, — Prodigious.^ 

Friday . — “It*^s very difficult to get 
.round this question,” said 'Charlie 
Bebebford, pulling down an imaginary 
sou’westbr set to win’ard. ^ 

Was not trying to get round Land’s 



Tiik Tavistock Division. 


He had deatgiia on “the niagniticcnt work 
atauding to the credit of the Regency Act 
during the laat'hundred years." 

(Mr. H. C. R. Luttrell.) 

End in a gale on a starless nigllt. 
What he was endeavouring safely to 
skirt were Income Tax Besolutions of 
the Budget. House dealing with them 



L - 


Cuahlix B. “»BACHxr> again I” 

As an inspired Irish Member promptly 
described it. 

(Admiral Lord Oharles Beresford.) 


in Committee of Wa)[^8 an|l Meaner* 
Majority of Members* preceding in de- 
bate had more or less conhned them- 
selves to subject. John Dillok, by 
exception turning aside to deal with' 
Whisky Tax, bitterly complained that 
the Chancellob of the Exohequeb 
had “burned his boats in such em-' 

f diatic manner.” If it must be, John 
ikes that sort of spiriting done gently' 
with absolute freedom from emphasis. 

Possibly it was mention of boats 
that turned Charlie’s gaze seaward. 
As Goldsmith tells of his Traveller, in 
all his wanderings “ his heart un- 
travelled fondly turns to home.” Bo 
'Our plump sailor-boy, having with more 
or less emphasis burned his boats and 
come ashore, cannot control the way- 
ward trend of his heart towards the 
unplumb’d, salt, estranging sea, and the 
additional Dreadnoughts that ought to 
be afloat upon it. 

Unfortunately, in making for HuO' 
water, Charlie got under influence of ^ 
various undercurrents. These were,-* 
inter alia, the domination of the Irish , 
Members ; the possibilities of Socialism ; 
and proposals for reforming the House 
of lx)rd8, which led him to rotnark 
that “the House of Commons itself 
wants reforming.” 

Chairman interposed with quiet re-i 
mark: “X think it is time the noble 
Lord came to the Budget of the year.”- 
“Ay, ay. Sir,” chirruped Chaulir; 
starboard it is,” and slewed round to 
consideration of Ministerial Naval pro- 
gramme. 

Getting on very well till it flashed 
across his mind that “the Budget of 
the year is voted by the House of 
Commons, the House of Commons is 
elected by tlie people, and if there 
are b3,000 voters sending one man to 
the House, and 1,700 sending another 
man ” 

“ Order ! order 1 ” cried the inexora- 
ble Chairman. “The Budget has no- 
thing to do with the Franchise.” 

It was here that Charlie made his 
moan about the “ difficulty of getting 
round this question.” Gave up the 
job. Made all taut and anchored for 
the night. 

Bminess done . — In Committee on 
Budget Bill. 


f “The scores should not be' oouuted nor nay 
the targets be touched byany iicrson oiher than 
an umpire after l>eing fuw at. — IktUy Mail. 

We can see the umpire after being fired 
at hastily flattening himself against 
the target for protection. 

“The match w'as unfinished owing to measles. 
Mr. Steidien’s were compelled tC v>rirtoh. “— TAs 
Sarrwnm. 

Very irritating. 
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•.BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

Fashions and a Scandal. 

Parle Lane. 

Disauest Daphne, — I’vo a Rirnply 
thrilling bit of news for yon. People 
are actually l)eginnin#? to vrilk, my 
dear-" -and in town ! It ’a getting quite 
tfvUe usual to semi away one's car and 
walk liome from shopping or calling, 
(■\'on as miicii as two or throe streets ! 
f*ar coyisdqnentr there’s been a slump, 

far as certain people arc concerned, 
in smart, small -si zed hoots and shoes 
that they could onlj- wear to sif sttU in, 
and, as Shakspeark says, Those walk 
now who never walked before. 

Partly we ’vo been frightened by 
what Professor Dimsdale told us in one 
of his Th(^ Pansenes at tiie Pal-Ial. 
The sorbs W'as on Ijost Arts, and In 
►chose Walking for one of Ids subjechs 
llo said that if people continued getting 
about by motoring and aoroplaning and 
all that sort of thing tlio race would 
gradually alter, eveiyone would get 
enormously stout, and legs and feet 
would at last become extinct ! 
it a ghastly idea? Whatever sort of 
fasFlions would ho worn then ! Of 
course J don’t undertake to dispute the 
irhole of the prediction, but it seems to 
me, tiH far as my owm observation of 
my riear friends goes, that feet, at all 
events, aro iti no djinger of becoming 
extinct — quite the reverse! iiowover, 
w'o ’ve all boon horribly frightened, and 
now wo ’ro walking. 

Soirm had forgotten bow* to tlo it, 
and had to bo taught all ovor again, 
liko old babies, — the Duke and J)ucboss 
of Dunstable, among others. Being 
both stout and stodgy, and not nearly 
so young as they ’d like to be, they took 
fright badly at tlie dear Professor’s 
Iddeous prediction, and now that 
they ’ve learned to walk again they ’re 
alw'ays at it. Wlien it ’s too wet to 
walk out of dooi*a, as it generally is, 
they trudge up and down the hig Imll- 
loom at Dunstable House; and I hear 
oacn is so aggravated at seeing the 
otho\* grinding away, they ’re on worse 
terms than ever. 

And the craze doesn’t stop at walk- 
ing. None of the chaperons will sit 
still or play bridge at parties now. 
Tliey've all caught the exercise-panic 
and insist on dancing. I gave a boj'- 
and-girl dance for my little cousin, 
Rosemary, the other night, and I 
simply couldn’t prevent the chaperons 
from dancing. Those that were too 
old and too weird to get I'eal partners 
danced with each other. They entirely' 
spoilt the look of my rooms. 

Madame Blagueuse is another who 's 
been giving Thi Causerm. One of 












m 







I'ointf/ Officer u nitiorutus fur (icUing ftHur inhrenvr to C.ff.) ' I UAMKl* 

ASK YOU, 8m, IF I MICHT HAVE A FEW UAYk’ I,TA>K?” 

(f.(K “What jk» you AVAvr it foe?" 

Young “ Wei.t. — kr-£ 7’Rikk I want a cnAXMii ov Am.” » 

(\(t. “Oh! 1.S THAT IT? Turn I thivk vou’j» iiKTir.ii stay nKt;E lor a tnwm;!*' 


them was on Beauty, and the room 
was packed at five guineas a head. 
She told us all women were beautiful ; 
that all they had to do was to acemtmte 
i\ie\vindiv%amlity nxid cultivate chamt ; 
and that no woman need ever grow 
old ; wrinkles and grey hair and 
stoutness were merely the i^uU of 
mismanagement 1 It was simply dilly 
to see ces autres drinking it all in with 
fheir tea and swallowing it with their 
ces, and going away qtSe pleased and 
perky. 


T was telling Norty uhniil it after- 
wards, and he said if alt women ai^ 
Ijcautiful then ♦those w ho are fmliy 
nice to look at must find a new' wonl 
for themseh es, and that I h)') t<» find 
that word. Ho loo had a Tk^ ( 'atMierie 
(anyone who has am thing riotbing 
to say makes a T/td i\m»erie*o iit now) 
at the Recherche the othm* day on 
“ Nature Ute great Anti-Bociatfsi.” llg 
did make us ktugh. He iiaid thei^ 
wem no inequalitkis of foitimo so glaiv 
ing ae Nature^S inequality in the di«h 
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iribution of fat /—that one only Imd to 
watch the people on a public promenade 
to become aware of this injustice, a 
large percent^c of th^ passers-by being 
made conteinpible by utter lack of fat 
or * ridiculous by excess of it. He 
wondered if “ socialistic legislation pro- 
posed to deal with tliis point, and to 
derpand that each person should have 
a reasonable amount of fat and no 
mqre I ” 

I w^as complimenting him latter on 
his (kiusme, and said I hoped some 
day his talents would put him in liis 
proper place. Ho asked, What ])laco ? 
Why, Prime Minister, of course, I told 
him. And then he asked what lie had 
done to offend me Uiat 1 should liope 
for such a disgraceful future for him ! 
He ’s a funny i>oy. 

Oh, my dearest I People ai’e wh isper- 
ing such a quaint little storiette about 
— guess— guess- and guess again ! — 
about Stella CUivlcmannan, of all 
women ! She ’s had the reputation for 
Ixjing absolutely immaculate, you know, ! 
as our nicknames for her, Tho^Saint, I 
and The Jcicle, show. There ’ve IwenI 
plenty of stones about everyone else, 
lidt! about her thfu’e *s always been the 
moat extraordinaiy story of all — tliat 
tlliere was no story ! It ‘s tme that 
.^dnie people havo said her straiglit 
running was owing to the fact that the 
Duke is a mere demon of jealousy, with 
all the furious fierceness of hisforliears, 
the old Chiefs of Clan Kiltibeg, as 
shown in the Clackmannan crest and 
motto, a drawn claymore and “ Hlay 
and spare not,” ami that poor Stella 
has always been afraid that if he found 
her out in the teeniest littlo piccadilly 
he 'd catch up the family crest and act 
the family motto; but i (hui’t know 
about that. Anyhow, here 's the story. 

You romemhor a mantieqiiin wo 
noticed when you were with mo last 
sumirier, and we wont to Olga’s ” one 
afternoon — a tall, pale, statuesque girl, 
with a deliciously haughty way of 
saying, “ Yes, moddoin,” and “ No, 
moddom.” Oh, you must remember 
herl Rhcfsliowcd two creations that 1 
bought— The Di-eam and the Wak- 
ing,” poppies worked on black mousse- 
linp-de-soie, and dawn and sunrise 
suggested in tho shaded colours of tho 
train ; and ‘^Arri6re Penseo,” in mauve 
and*white charmeuscf witli a hint of 
tears in the touches of crystal em- 
broidery and a big bunch of purple 
pansies on the left shoulder, and 
another tucked l)ehmd the left ear. 
We remarked that, allowing for her 
being five or six years younger than 
.dear Stella, and having perhaps half an 
inch more height and less waist, she 
was shKost her double. Everyone 
to talk, about the sta^tlingt, like- 


ness. Stella herself was amused at it, 
and made a sort of proUgee of the girl, 
and, according to les chuchotetisesl 
made use of the extraordinary likeness 
to send the mannequin to fulfil some 
of Stella’s own philanthropic engage- 
ments (opening and shutting things, 
you know, and giving away priries'and 
so on), at one or two boresome, out- 
lying places that didn’t matter much. 
And then something happened. Oli 
no ! I don’t mean that the girl broke 
down and gavo the show a-way. I 
believe she played the Duchess d 
merveille, and completely imposed bn 
the savage tribes ; but on one of -these 
occasions a letter was in some way 



AN ILLUSTRATED POSTER. 

conveyed to the fictitious Stella, a letter 
meant for the real Stella, a /oye-letter, 
my own Daphne, showing that our 
dear Saint not only had an admirer, 
but didn’t exiictly frown on him. 
Now, isn’t that absolutely'} As to 
what happened afterwards, opinions 
are divided. Some people say tho girl 
still has the letter, holds it over Stella’s 
head like somebody’s sword, and black- 
mails her. Others say Stella had 
copies niado of the Clackmannan 
jewels, sold the real ones, bought the 
letter, and sent the girl to New 
Zealand, or British Colui^ia, or Fiji, 
or somewhere. Anyhow, “Olga’s” 
tall, statuesque mannequin vanished 
ut^rly, and, Stella did a long rest-cure. 
Of course, we 're all most enormously 
amused, and— well, ye^just a teeny 
hit pleased, that otm dear Saint should 


have stepped down from her little stone 
niche and taken off her halo. Il^os 
must be wretchedly cold, heavy, head- 
achy, heartachy things to wear 1 

Ever thine, Blanche. 

EVOB VICTI8! 

{Sy our SloptimUt. ) 

Thebe is nothing tliat marks the 
onward progress of humanity, in spite 
of many lapses, more nobly than the 
treatment of the conquered. In ancient 
Rome the situation was tersely summed ' 
up in the iron phrase, Vcc victis — “ Woe 
to the vanquisliod.” Conquered kings 
adorned tho triumph of their victors, 
and languished in' dungeons until death 
put an end to their sufferings. 

Nor were the Greeks more con- 
siderate. Socrates, who in our time 
might have been a popular and success- 
ful preacher, was obliged to drink 
hemlock simply because he failed to 
convince his judges of the excellence 
of his intentions. 

Even in “the so-called nineteenth 
century” this evil tradition lingered 
on, and Napoleon, instead of l)eing 
allowed to share the Waterloo Stakes 
with his victor, was brutally banished 
to St. Helena. 

Happily wo have changed all that 
now. It is no longer tlio inhuman 
practice of civilised countries to trample 
on the defeated. ' > ' 

Jack Johnson, the champion prize- 
fighter, has pocketed £24,000 as the 
reward of his prowess. But J ekfrikk, 
the" •' defeated giant, gets ■ more than 
£23,000 as /i is .share. 

- Dear friends, if wo cannot always l>o 
top dog, let us at least strive to render 
the position of tho inferior animal 
financially endurable. 

From a Catalogue : — • 

“1 New ZcaliUid Kea Parrot (Ncslor, Nota- 
hilis), very fine specinmfi. These arc t]»e birds 
whioli devour sIk'cj) alive. This specimen is 
very tanie and feeds from hand, also very 
amusing.'’ 

We can well imagine its being extremely 
funny — with somebody else’s hand. 

Water-on-the-Brain. 

The Daily Mirror on the divining-rod ; 

« “On several occasions the Ihhjk end of tho 
stick rose up and struck tho operator on tho 
head. On tiiese spots, ho assorted, water would 
Ix) found fifty feet down.” 

His head, even at the swollen spot®, 
can’t have been as thick as that. 


“ At half-time the visites fell . off, . 
says The Fields in reporting a pola»'' 
match. A most unfortuniKte aecij^t. * 
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* A DIALOGUE. 

Stmahade, Wdll, my dear, I*m 
glad io see you again. We don*t often 
meet, do we ? You ’re looking fine and 
eommanding as ever. 

The Hat Not quite, J*m 

afraid. But l*m feeling very well, 
(M>nsidering. 

The S, Considering what, deai* ? 

7'he M. H, Why, considering that 
1 ’rn indoors so much. Now, you — no 
wonder you have such a bright com 
plexion. You get so much open air. 

The 8. Yes, but I don't know but 
what I should like a little indoor life 
too. You see so many plays. How 
interesting 1 I never see any. I hear 
a little of them now and then, but I 
can see nothing. What are they like 
just now? 

The M. IT, Oh, they 're always tlio 
same, in the main. But just lately 
tliere's been rather more talk than 
usual. So far as I can understand — 
it’s tho now drama, the Repertory 
brand, you know — there’s something 
important left out ; but don’t quite 
know what it is. Harry’s bottle, is it? 
Something like that. 

T)^ S. Don’t you mean ARisTOTr.n ? 

The M. IL Yes, that's it. How 
clever of you to know ! How did you 
find out ? 

The S. They wore talking about it at 
liord’s last week. At tho Eton and 
Harrow match. 

The M. U, Oh, yes. You go there, 
of course. How delightful ! Did you 
like it ? 

The S. I liked being there, of course, 
although I prefer Ascot. But it ’s not 
the cricket 1 care about so much as tlie 
remarks of the men behind who can’t 
see. 1 love men when they ’re angry. 

The M, H. Shall I tell you a secret, 
dear? So do I. That's why I’m so 
glad when we go to the back row of 
the stalls, because then I can hear the 
people in the pit. So droll—so idio- 
matic. 

The S. You're luckier than I am. 
I never hear that kind of talk, though 
I suppose I might if we went to the 
cheaper seats. It 's a darling feeling 
to know that you 're preventing people 
from seeing, isn't it ? 

The M. S. Perfect, I wouldn't miss 
it lor anything. 

The 8. Not I. 


y*'- J ‘ 




















Fanner {to Lady who fuis UtLeii rooiMOt the farm Jar iJu mminn\) ** XiDV uiu>p or hay, lioM.** 
Lady. JSsHi/rtf’ojtx.r tidv— AH r) — kr—lkt mk hbr— wiiks ov voit rninmH ir ^ ” 


From Answers to Correspondents in 
The Assam Era : — 

“Otir pireseiit Kiug-i:tn|iresB* birth annivEr. 
sjiy is 8ra not 2ad June. We UF«re of belief 
wuit eveiy one, however ignorant^ knew that. 
djpfiaKiitiy there are Mune Ignoraiiiii who do not 
know it.? 

Tbai'/«traAW a nasty one te someSiody. 


THE CHAMPIONS. 

Hb was reading the paper opposite 
me, a little, pale, serious-looking man. 
He laid it down with a sigh. ** John- 
son’s a wonder,” he said. ^‘The 
Champion of the World. Fancy that ! ” 

** * It is a lovely thing to be a cham- 
pion,’ ” I quoted. 

“ Do you think so ? ” be asked. 

Why ? I don't think so.” 

Then perhaps you havenife ex- 
perienced it ? ” 1 said. 

” Oh, yes, I have,” he replied gi avely. 
** 1 know all about it. 1 'm a champion 
too.” 

“ You ? ” I said, rather rudely, I fear. 

** Yes,” he replied. ” I 'm the cham- 
pion of Crouch End. Guess what I 'm 
champion of.” 

This was ddicate ground. 1 am too 
Old to Qiess* But ha plied me so that 
at tfuntl gaTo way and suggested what 
1 tboug^t WAS £abiy billiards. 


There have l)6en lots of little weaklings 
wiio coidH pls^ a good game at Idltiards. 
“ Yes,” ho skid- in a way ” 

** Not the game proper ? ” I itiquin^d. 
“ Not exactly,” he said. Hut bil- 
liards, yes.” lie was quite gruYO* 
“Pool?” 1 suggested. 

“ Not exactly,” ho said. • 

“ Fives?” 

“ No.” 

“ Then what is it? IVll mo.” 

Ho stood up, for ho ha<J leachetl Uis 
station. “ I hold tho lecoid,” he said, 
“ for losing hassaids at pyramids. Good 
morning.” And he was gone. 

It is not ofUm I got my puUed 
like that by a stiungev. 


“IJo .woml his lie iii two dHviag 

and occoaiotially putUcg wi(H Ipwiw.” 


We oursalees 

to a mastue^^o^ 


t have-'leeoniwe 
iret sWe he«»d^ 
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OUR BOOKINQ-^OFFICE. 


by Mr. Punchy bas been a<^tt8tomecl to treat the romances 
of prehistoric man with irreverent badinage. 


(By Mr. VuncVn Staff of Learned Clerh.) On the title-page of Mr. Evbbabd Hopkihb’ novel, Lydia 

(Sir i)ntwita 60 itd must hac"o been the hero of many another (Constable), appears the dedication *‘To my Wife." 1 
noyel than Laird o/6Va/[/ /I (C onstable), At any cannot help wondering whether tliere is not something, 
rate, when he comes into an estate, left to him by a cousin rather more in this than the ordinary tribute from an author 
in default of any nearer of kin turning up, he knows that to the person whose sympathy may most properly have 
he is in for a poor thing. Though it has been made encouraged him in his work. Because a more essentially 
ttbrindantly clear that there is no nearer of kill ill existence, feminine book I never read. If it lie true, as they say, 
previous experience tells him that “ there ain’t going to be that the success of a novel depends upon its appeal to the 
rio'" default. So he enters into jiossession with a heavy softer sex, then Mr. Hopkins is assured of lialf-a-dozen 
heart, and the merest effort of speering into the future by editions at least. Women will , delight in Lydia ; tlie 
the local second-sighter drives him to wire in despair for phases of her wooing by various suburban swains will be 
his London solicitor. Had 1 been Sir Dnimnamd, 1 should to them episodes of intense interest, all the more foi* being 
not have thus given in at the beginning of the first chapter, recorded % the author with a wealtli of detail w'liich somo- 
T should have reckoned, and reckoned rightly, that my times I myself (if the secret must come out) felt to be a 
author had not given me a beautiful daughter, Meg, for little over-elaborate. But then I hated all the young men 
nothing. But there was no harm in sending for Mr, FarheSy so, whicli probably accounted for it. Lydia's married 
as being tiio man to ~ career seemed to me 

^ ^ j ^ 

genuine heir, some! he haa quite a bogie 

fulling in love, a kid-; LITTLE WORRflES OF THE MIOOLE AGES. prprise waiting to 

napping, a half-dressed ! jump out at the un- 
woman lying face down- 1 - KSAOH ,.r HKR ..IHC-UNB. ^peoting reader on 

wards on the carpet m the last page, the ettect 


KKACH OF HK.R OINCIFUNK. 


career seemed to me 
ever so much tlie better 
half of the story. 
There are scenes in this, 
showing her struggle 
against, and final con- 
quest by, tlie blighting 
influence of semi-gen- 
teel poverty, that are 
woi-th twenty of the 
earlici chapters, Thei 
visit of her old scfiool- 
frieiid, especially, and 
the horriil failure of a 
day that was to do so 
much — T ell lick led 
vviiole-heartedly over 
this, and lor its sake 
am more than ready to 
forgive Mr, Hopkins 
cert-ain previous lov- 
g nears in his tale. And 
he has quite a bogie 
surprise w’aiting to 
jump out at the un- 
suspecting reader on 
the last page, the effect 


a pool of blood, and a hapjjy ending ;^from all of which you of which will be entirely spoilt for those who (as many 
may gather that, thought there is plenty of excitement and wilL turn on to find whether Lydia, and her irritating 
an ingenious mystery, this is not the best novel that husoand “ make it up at the end." Wait and see. 


an ingenious mystery, this is not the 
Mr. Fbankfokt Moobe has ever written. 


^ In these days of astonishing heroines it is rather a 
comfort, I think, to learn that the advanced young person 
is not, after all, a wholly modern phenomenon. If we are 
to trust Mr, Ashton Hillierb who writes I'he Master Girl 
(Methuen), she synchronised with the cave-bear and the 
roillickiug hey-day of the mammoth. DGiaXan (please 
don’t forget those accents) was a little Moon Woman with 
a taste for scientific research, who benefited posterity by 
evolving the first boV and arrows out of the strung-drill, 
which, by the way, is a good word to try to say six times 
quickly during the hot weather (if any). The result of her 
enterprise was the complete success of her husband in a 
spear-throwing contest ^t apparently had not occurred to 
anyone to bar ** freak " implements) with Honk-Ah, one of 
the braves of the Sun-Bdsc tribe. The author is a little 
didactic at times (perbapi this is inevitable in ^ssological 
fiction)^ but I can heartily recommend The Mmter Girl 
large section of the pubik which, possibly influenced 


Our Wonderftil World. 

From a letter in The Daily Mail : — 

While busy fishing, from u'aders, on this oc'casion a uctodcock 
Muddeiily emerged from tlic trees on the south bank carrying a chick 
ill its feet." 

Hence the waders — a truly motlierly precaution. 

professional man (bachelor), who has a well furnished aed 
charming little Flat at Kensington, wishes to meet another mitieifiaii 
to share same. Breakflst and use of evoiylhing, 278. weekly. Can 
have all food.” . 

No, no, we oanziot accept such a sacrifice; we’ll share 
the breakfast as well, ^ 

‘•Bike (Lady’s) for Sale ; cost £7 ; will sell for £4 ; does not agree 
with owner,” — Advt. in “ Eretting Chronide." .. ( 

We know that bicycle. It always wants to go down 
hHl when the owner wants to go up. . ? “j? 
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The promoters of the Scotch avia- hoorbi' fares. Tluu:| to a stRlkkg rcotlnR 
CHARIVARIA. t'lon meeting to bo held at Ijatidrk in Uiat the kido Hhoq,hf only |my hall fare. 

Tmm latest rumourabout Buckingham August, have, The Pall Mall Gazette in- * 

Balftce is to the effect that an American forms us, fiained stncfc rules against “ air The Law that the 

miliionairo has offered to bear the entire scorching.” Personally we are of the Judges, instead ol^eifcting on B^urtiays. 
oxponseof rebuilding subject to his being opinion that any good work done by should Itegii# htiaiheas bill hour 
allowed to have a suite of apartments tlie Sun ought mthor to be encouragorl. eiirlier e»mh day. Another sm^stion, 
there. • which, if adopM, would Hive the 

'»!' It is, we suppose, gratifying to our effect of saving eyett lUne, is 

At last the Government would appear national pride to reflect that, though that the SatutOfty sittings |ilw>utd Ik^ 
to 1)0 converted to the view that if you M. Morank, who mode such a fine devoted entirely to the 

wish for peace you these lieing 

must prepare for war. on twiy othnt' day. 

We cannot holpj ^ ^ /v v burglary at llain|jstead 

thinking that it is un- — ■ — 7’he Kveniiuj Newe teiila 

lortunate that Lordl ''‘fliuiais mu, Njsu, if ^\K ain't in thk fa.huion at i.ant!’* uh how Genstahle 

Kosehery will be pre-t - Kenoal, his simptcions 






'•‘Biuiais MU, Njsu, if \\k ain't in thk fa.huion at i.ant!" 


on my otfinr day, 

M. . 

There would seem to 
lie no litnit to the 
: spoHilng energy o< 

I l\ibtiMhetfV01iX)le. Al^ 

' organising a Orieket 
I Match at t s>nrs and a 
j Tjawit IVnnis Toumu' 

I ment at Quetm's, there 
I is now some talk of 
I changing the title of 
the assoeiaiioii to the 
Publishers' HIng and 
{ arranging a go*afc PiHlee 
Fight, after the most 
I recent mxwislent, be* 

I tween two of Its 
members-'- Mr. )lt4ACK, 
the piibliMhor, and 
Mr. Whitm, the pub- 
lisher. . 

Lord KiroHENMit. it 
transpiies, is no longer 
a inomlier of the im- 
perial Defence Com- 
mitiee. His presence 
there, we talm ft, W'ould 
i have given that body 
I a somewhat mUitary 
appearance, and in 
* these days one cannot 
1)6 too oart»ful of our 
enemies' Huseepii- 
I bihticH. 

si 

In an ac<iouMt of a 
burglary at tlaiil^jstead 
The Hvenintj 'Sewe tells 
UH how Genstahle 
- Kenoal, his suKptcioiis 


vented until September from pro- ascent in his aeroplane at Bournemouth, being arousi'd, w»iited until lut Was 
ceeding to Vienna to announce to the is a Frenchman, yet the air lie did it joined by Cmistahle Hoet, and "lie- 
Emperor of Austria the accession of with was EngUsli. tvvoen lliem they surromukHl the 

King Geohob. Has the Government house,” This given one it very good 

realised the danger of the news leak- From Italy comes the news that the idea of w hat fii^> s])rea<ling men 'Our 
ing out before then? Every day’s delay*] Leaning Tower of Pisa is getting tired, Metropolitan Pohee tue. 

»adds to the risk. and may sit down at any moment. 

The Select Gommitkw wbich, has 

In the voting on the Woman’s} The Servian Steamboat Direction, been considering the irmlteis luiS re- 
Suffrage BiU The Evenimj Standard j according to The Express^ have solved ported in favour of imprp^ng the 
tells US, “Forty-eight Members paired a long-standing question by deciding dinner arrangemtUits i^t the PouiMd of 
— twenty -four against the Bill, and that the calves and kids whioli follow Lords. Thl| siwiub only hufliane. A 

twenty-four in favour,” Audited, and their owners on l^ard and play about condemned crimiilttl is alwayi); given a 

found correct. the deck shall in future pay full pas- good aneal before the ei»d» 
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THE PEftlLS OF THE POSTER. 

I WBOTE a fow weeks ago of my friend Tiencham, and 
how he made a study of the coloured posters of Beauty 
Spots in tlie hope of ^ettmg some guidance as to the best 
place in whi^ to spend h*s summer holidays. The quest, 
futile in itself, has had a strange development ; for» having 
tasted blood, lie has now acquired a habit, amounting almost 
to a mania, of studying posters in general, and drawing the 
most unwarrantable inferences as to the wares which they 
are designed to commend. 

He has been peculiarly obsessed by the advertisements of 
a hrm which announces its Whisky through the medium 
of two symbolic terriers. These terriers usually have their 
attention riveted upon a rat, either in a cage or on a river 
bank. Trencbam has no quarrel with the dogs’ taste, 
which no doubt obeys a law of nature, but personally he 
detests rodents, whether on land or water *, and be cannot 
see why any beverage, short of rat-bane, should require 
one of these little brutes to advertise its merits. • 

He assures me that he has nothing against this par- 
ticular Whisky ; but Jn future he is going to take to Lime- 
juice, because the girl in the poster where the limes grow 
thick as gooseberries is rather presentable at a distance, 
f and there are no rats in tlie picture. There were the same 
aiguments in support of a certain Irish Ginger Ale, for the 
yachting lady (whom he presumed to bo addicted to it, 
though there was no Ginger Ale actually in sight) had her 
good points, and again there were no rats in the picture ; 
but, on consideration, he felt sure that the bull-dog was 
out of place on a sailing-yacht, and this decided him in 
favour of Lime-juice. 

Having made up his mind on this point— perhaps a little 
, too hastily — lie could review without emotion the picture 
of yet another dog (Trencham’s studies have given him a 
veritable surfeit of dog) which has knocked over a pewter- 
pot of Stout, and in the act of recoiling makes the remark — 
“ What would Master say ? ” Trencham now knows what }ie 
would say if he were the master of this vocal hound. He 
would ring the bell apd say, “Clean up this mess, and bring 
me some Lime-juice.** 

My friend suffers at times from dyspepsia and constantly 
from agrowing tendency to obesity. Had he thochoiie (which 
ho has not) of those two ills, he would prefer the former. 
That is why ho instantly rejticted the advances of a poster 
whicli portrayed the pale victim of a wasting indigestion, 
who, after testing tlio virtues^of a certain Syrup, became 
“ always merry and bright.” Nothing is so hateful to 
Tmncham as the man wno is “ always merry and bright.” 
But there was worse. In liis after-state, in addition to this 
terrible mirth (of which indeed it may liavo been the cause), 
the Object had acquired so ridiculous a rotundity that 
^enchain at once resolved not to give the Syrup a trial. 

Then ifgain there was a poster of a Beef -extract, in 
which one of the noble creatures from whom the fluid is 
drawn was represented as labouring under a presage of 
approaching doom. This spectacle, to one of Trencliam’s 
imaginative temperament, had in it on intolerable pathos. 
And yet I have known him to eat a beefsteak without 
fliu6hing. But in that case the victim was not allowed to 
have a premonition of his end; whereas they somehow 
seem to get to know their fate beforehand in the case of 
Beef-extracts. Trencham supposes that thoughtless people 
leave the bottles lying abqut. 

His logical mind was rufSed by a picture of two cooks — I 
the one erect cand holding a pot of Custard, the oth^' 
, prostrate among the ruins of his eggs. The second chef is{ 
the object of ribald laughter on the part of his more stable i 
colleague. Trencham regarded this ridicule as being in the^ 


worst possible taste ; but he was also stropgly of the opinibn 
that the artist has bejgged the whole question. Custardi' 
he contends, is every bit as brittle sa eggs, and why khqtild 
not the cook with the Custard haveialli^ andcqpiUwit, and 
the cook with the eggs have remained upon hiq feet ? In 
any case, Trencham’s chivalrous nature inolin^ to sym- 
pathy with the weaker vessel, and he proposes to continue 
his diet of cooking-eggs. ‘ 

On another poster my friend observed a lion sampling a 
bottle of Somebody’s Brandy. Outside the Zoo, Trencham’s 
experience of the habits of big game is but slight, 
but he is quite firm in his intention never to carry with 
him any brand of spirits that is likely to excite the curiosity 
of wild animals. 

So much for goods' intended for internal consumption. 
Of a certain famous Polish, to be applied externally, 
Trencham harbours the gravest suspicion. If the monstrous 
calves, encased in pink stockings, of the flunkey who 
advocates the claims of this Polish are any indication of its 
physical ^ffect, Trencham means to have none of it. The 
tendency to obesity, on wliich I have already touched, has 
not yet invaded his lower limbs, and he wishes still to retain 
a grip upon liis trusty cob. 

Trencham tells me that, when weighing the attractions 
I of any article, he is easily influenced by the character of the 
people who employ it. Thus he would like to treat his 
rheumatism with salts, but ho shrinks from being classed 
with the person behind the towel in the Anti-rheumatic 
poster. Ilis appearance is so abhorrent to Trencham that 
lie would choose to sufler the worst agony rather than be 
associated witli such a type in the adoptiop of any remedy 
however infallible. * 

It is the same with the swarthy gentleman who keeps 
on losing and recovering his Fountain Pen. Trencham 
cannot make up his mind whether he finds the fellow's 
expression more detestable in the hour of despondency or 
at the moment of ecstatic relief. 

On the other liand, he was attracted by the face of a lady 
who is shown reading a weekly edition of a great London 
daily newspaper. On closer inspection, however, he found 
that she was not actually perusing it, but allowing her eyes 
to wander over the top of its pages and out of the picture. 
Ho therefore got little assistance from her as to the 
character of the readers of this periodical. A clearer lino 
was obtained from a really earnest student of the same 
paper — a bald and bellicose warrior in scarlet, his shoulders 
covered with chain-mail surmounted by two biscuits indi- 
cative of his rank. He is seen smoking furiously a cigar 
with its red band still in situ, and Trencbam concluded tliat, 
though an officer, he was no gentleman. My friend has 
therefore resolved to stick to his Spectator. He says he 
is convinced that no officer in uniform would ever read 
The Spectator with a band on his cigai*. 0. S. 


“TJje turf is excellent, and being compoeod of sand the rain dues 
not lie.” — Toiler. 

It may not actually tell a falsehood, but if it calls itself rain 
and is really composed of sand, we feel that it is not deal- 
ing quite frankly with us. 

“ Following tlie eoUaptfc of the Oampanile of St. lfark>, Yeuice . . . 
the batilisk and other portions of the ^ous building are now senously 
threatened with destruction."— ikitVy Mi/rror* 

We do trust that nothing will happen to the Unicom and 
the Cockatrice. 

** The fafnous Leaning Tower of Pisa, which for many centuries ^ 
called forth the wonder and intorest of all who see it, is now attmting 
the attention of the authorities.”— Mail. 

We suie they 'd notice it soon^ or la^. > 
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Bteamai {Shelving Woman e Suffrage Btll). - WELL, GENTLEMEN, NOW TBAI^ YOUB INDI^TDCM* ^^SCIENCES HAVE HAD 
THEIR ]RJNG. LETE GET TO WORK AGAIN/’ 
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JiHthuumHtic Lady {carriM away hy m oM-tPorhf ht^nuty af ** As Tow Liks “Did Yoir kvk« hwk kuch I.OVF4.Y (HWi-jiMltH! 

Air, YOir rAN’r OKT matkbial i-tkk that nowaoaya*" 


‘‘HUMBLY SHEWING.” 

In tlio tloar old days, when a ^?ood 
and kind and beautiful lady said to me, 
“Oh, there you are! Are you busy? 
r just want you to do something for 
me,” I used to reply gladly, “Wliy, of 
covrstfi I will!” And then T w^onld 
dash off to fetch lior a sprig of edel- 
weiss from the top of Mount Everest 
(or whatever it was) and Jay it at her 
feet and say, “ Fairest of your sex (and 
much fairer than any of ours), I only 
live to serve you. Ask mo something 
more difficult.” 

But now when, still good and kind 
and beautiful, she says to me, “Oh, 
tiiere you are ! Are you busy? 1 just 

” why, now I turn very red and 

cough, and, murmuring that I have 
a train to catch, dash for the door. 

I wish the dear did days were back 
again. 

Tfie first time that I got badly 
mixed up with the new movement wa% 
about a montii ago. I had just finished . 
an exhausting game of croquet, when a 
good and kind and l)eautiful lady came 
up to me and said : 

** Oh, Mr. — er, will you just come 
and do something for me ? ” 

** Why, of cmrse I will,” I replied, 
want you to sign my petition if 
you wiil.” 


“ Oh I ” I said stiffly. 

In a general way I didn't want to. 
Some people have the knack of signing, 
others haven't. About once a week 1 
sign a cheque for a pound, payable to 
self or bearer, and that is really about 
all the signing 1 do. 

“ What 's it for? ” I said, to cain time. 

“ It 's to the Kino, prayi^ him to 

bring about ” I forget now what it 

was, but I know I didn't agree wuth it. 

May I be forgiven if what 1 did was 
wrong. I could not refuse her invi- 
tation without entering upon a long 
and (on my side, anyhow) lieated dis- 
cussion as to the rights of the question, 
and I hate discussing important things 
with strangem. 1 could not escape, 
for she was nearer the door. But she 
was ignorant of my name, and I began 
to feel that after ten minutes, when 1 
should have a train to catch, I might 
never see her again. So I wrote, 
“ Albert Tompkins,” which isn’t me, in a 
bold round band. I cannot believe iliat 
the support of Mr. Tompkins will turn 
the scale one way or the other, and I 
am sure that he would have liked to 
oblige so channitig a lady. 

Five minutes lalei% while I was still 
sitting at the table, fanning myself with 
a piece of blotting-paper and wonder- 
1 ing if I was a forger, my late croquet 
opponent came in. 

there youate/'shesaid. "You're 


just tlie man I wanted. Will you sign 
my petition ? ” 

“Help 1 ” 1 groaned. 

“ What did you say? ” 

“ Tlie fact is 1 'm not very ginsl at 
signing petitions. 1 signed one just 
now, and it swins to have affi'ctiHl my 
wrist. 1 think it sprained it slightly. ” 

“ b’or whom was that ? ” 

“ For the Kv'a. Nothing less ” 

“1 meant who asked you. Was it 
Mrs. Williams?” 

,I decflled, for the sake of AHwit 
Tompkins, nok to pursue the subject. 

“ It was really wlum I was plivying 
croquet with yon that 1 hurl my 
wrist,” 1 said. *“i I fell on it going 
tlirougU that second I mop,” 

“Then sign it with your left hand; 
it doesn’t matter alnuit the w ritiiig.” 

“Wouldn’t, that spoil the *page j 
iTither? And when the Kin<» got tlovyn 
to me wouldn’t he think that a very 
decitipit old centenarian who could 
barely sign his name had no business 
to be urging UomindHory Military 
Service on othem? I mean it Would 
seem ratlier an altruistic |»erfonnlrncq.” 

“This isn't a petition for tnjlifcary 
service, it 's for — ” 1 forget nof , btit i 
I know I didn’t agree with it. “ Do 
sign ; I *ve got two fiundiwd and l|kirby- 
seven natbes already 
I made one more attempt. • 

" My eolioitor,” t said*’’ always i^sts 
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on my reiuling^ every word of a docu- 
ment before 1 sign it. If I were to read 
the preamble and all the two hundred 
signatures xiow, J sHbuld never catch 
my train. |$>me of the Sgnatures, in 
fact, I doubt if 1 oould ever read at all." 

Tlie entry of my hostess saved the 
situation. 1 got up hastily, and rushed 
at ih<n'. 

** Oood-hye," I said, “ Iwas just say- 
ing that I must be o£t. Such a jolly 
time ! " 

“ Oh, must you go ? So sony. 
But I just want you to sign my 

r jtition first, if you will. It’s for ’ ’ 

really forget what, but I was certainly 
against it. 

a ^ 

I go about now with my pockets full 
of p^itions. Tlie preambles are drawn 
up by myself; they are signed as yet 
by nobody. But when a good and kind 
and beautiful lady comes up and asks 
for my signature then I take out my 
own documents and smile at her. 

“ I will sign your petition for Uni- 
versal Military fifervioe," I say, “if you 
will sign one or two little things for 
mo." 

“Yes?" 

“ The first is in the cause of Uni- 
versal Oivil Service. Your petition 
wants all civilians to learn soldiering ; 
well, mine wants all soldiers to learn a 
profession or trade. That seems only 
fair." 

“Oh!" 

“ And the other is a petition that all 
women should he compelled to servo 
throe years in a hospital in the East 
end of London. You sec, when wo are 
invaded " 

But, as I say, my petitions aren’t 
getting along very fast. < 

Jjadies, is it kind? Ther^ was a 
time when your lightest wish was law 
to mo. Now every day m^akes me seem 
I a churl. 

; Is it necessary ? These are matters 
very close" to our hearts. Do you 
believe indeed that there are men 
finnly convinced that a certain measure 
is of vital importance to their countiy, 
who 5^et havo to bo begged by women 
to,support it? ’ And of what value to 
your petition is the signature of the 
indifferent tnan to whom it does not 
oceftr to sign until asked between the 
dances ? 

Have your petitions if you will, but 
let there be no asking. Instead, let 
hostesses put up a notice in the hall — 
The Following Petitions can be 
S i^ED Hebe. 

Military tierckc , . . Mrs. Smit^. 

JFoman'a Storage . . Mim Ijotitia Brown. 

AiUi-M^roffe Mias Bet^ Jonos. 

Anti*Ww^$ctioti , . . Mrs. Bobiuaon. 

I ^ 


Believe me, you would not by this 
lose any name of value. 

And, if it so happened that a man 
full of enthusiasm for these and other 
causes did not visit houses where 
petitions lay, how easily he could 
advertise — 

“ Wanted, by an excellent Penman 
of impressive nomenclature, the follow- 
ing petitions to sign . . 

which you would haste to send to him. 
A. A. M. 

POTTED PAPERS. 

The Westminrtkb Gazette. 

{New aiyle.) 

^In the House. 

. , . With his keen sense of humour, 
Sir All)ert Blond could not resist 
exploiting the comic aspect of the Bun- 

t alow tax. The House was sparsely 
lied when lie rose, bui in two minutes 
not a seat was untenantod. Beginning 
\piafio in a delicate vein of raillery, Sir 
Albert developed his theme with such 
a prodigal wealth of ludicrous illustra- 
tion that the House was soon convulsed 
with merriment. Nor was the laughter 
confined to the Ministerial benches ; 
Mr. Balfour rolled abdut in his seat, 
and Colonel Lockwood actually fell on 
to tho floor in a spasm of hysterical 
mirth and had to be carried out by Mr. 
Lyttelton and Mr. JiONo. But the 
amusement of tho Tories was but 
short-lived. Suddenly changing Jiis 
note, Sir Alliert Blond lashed tho 
Opposition for their unprincipled ac- 
tion in invoking tho support of Cobdi*jn 
for what was essentiadly a Protective 
policy, T?lie Liberals cheered franti- 
cally and the Tories listened in sullen 
silence as he relentlessly drove home 
his point. For luminous logic, scorn- 
ful irony, exquisite elocution and sledge- 
hammer force no speech heard in the 
last fifty years has excelled tliis wonder- 
ful effort. As an old Parliamentary 
hand observed, it combined the noble 
simplicity of Bright with the trench- 
ancy of Chamberlain and the wit of 
Bernal Osborne. 


In the Social World. 

Lady Blond gave a brilliantly suc- 
cessful musical matinee at her beauti- 
ful house in Belgrave Square on liViday 
afternoon, the percentage of refusals 
out of five hundmd invitations being 
only fractional. Tho beautiful apart- 
ments wore profusely decorated with 
flowers from the famous gardens of 
Qoloonda Grange, Sir Albert Blond’s 
historic place in Hamj^hire, and Ihe 
artistes were Madame H^oise Petrar- 
chinx, the famous aerial soprano; Hr. 
Hanusch Jokai, the Hungarian buffo. 


ffvxir 


and M. Menthol de Couae, who pli^ 
the clarinet xnoace like a bird than a 
human being* 

Lady Blond wore a superb 4ress of 
mauve savarin ornament^ with sap- 
phire kibobs, a corsage bouquet of 
priceless paprika, and a plas^on of 
black seed pearls tastefully arranged so 
as to imitate a small sea of caviare. 


Among the guests were IiOrd and 
Lady Eumpelmayor, Viscount Lisper, 
the Bolivian Minister, Sir Benjamin 
and Lady Truffel, the Due and Duchesse 
d’Ortolan, Madame Gloria Kfimmel, the 
Dowager Marchioness of Boodle and 
the Hon. Ruby Bonanza. 


Notes op the Day. 

As usual The Morning Post is dis- 
satisfied with our comments on the 
Conference. We are sorry, in view of 
the weight and prestige of our con- 
temporary and the unique position 
occupied by Mr. Richard Jbbb as an 
adviser of the Unionist leaders, to have 
incurred its resentment ; but after all, 
facts are facts, and nothing can be 
gained by refusing to face them. It 
was once a commonplace of Unionist 
speakers to point to the disintegrating 
tendencies at work in the Liberal Party. 
Wlien we contemplate the dissensions 
which have now honeycombed the 
Opposition, wo feel that Bir Albert 
Blond was fully justified last night in 
wittily reminding them of the old adage 
about peojilo who live in glass lioiisos. 

Nocturne. 

Opal and amber veils 
Drifting athwart the moon, 
Gossamer jewels on argent sails, 
Light the lagoon. 

Hark I the Kingfisher flies, 

Clad in his harlequin suit, 

Cleaving the dim ambrosial skies — 
An arrowy lute. 

Mars by Venus pursued 
Gleams with a hectic flush, 

And over the universe seems to brood 
A Cosmic hush I 


The old convention which associated 
dowdiness with philanthropy is happily 
extinct. Nothing is more charming in 
the present day than the way in which 
aur grandes dames contrive to enlist 
high Art as the handmaid of charity. 
Thus we note that at the ma4iin^ 
organised by Princess Bobolinsky and 
Ii^y Blond, for the Bathohainnen*s 
Oxpnan Asylum, to take place on 
July 25th, there will be a repetition of 
the Corot eotillpn, which was so 
I successful at Lady Blondes last season. 
A few £5 bs, tickets are sUH ayailMb. 




First Eton Boy {to Swond ditto). 


\ SUBURB OF ETON. 

ScEXJt— Lord’s. 

‘I SAY, GbOROI, EABB WT 0* LOCAL BLIUHTBUS ABOUT, WHAT I" 


rrTTT? ATMATVflT thoughfcful-lookmg woman,” was talking because I wanted in hear 

inii AJMALiioi. “over there? The one with the end. I was naturally interested in 

The following pass^e recently ap- the sage - green dress yvi^jh scarlet what he was saying because ilie girl 
pearod in a review by Hestek Buayne poppies on her breast, and a retriever, happened to he my cousin and I knew 


peared in a review by Hestek Buayne poppies on her breast, and a retriever, happened to be my cousin and I knew 
ill The Literary Post : — She roads GaIiSWOrtiiy. They are all who her favourite authors wi,n’o - ► - 

“Take tlio rcadera of a novelist, say Mr. like that, more or less. Serious, but Mabion Cuawfoed and the WmniAM- 
Arnold Bennett. From my observation, which very human. Lovers of dogs. Friends of SONS. 3llt all I said was, “How 


IS I was surprisod at hi. perspicacity. After, howVer,. l,o; had left ,.w 1 
ttliiatic, social, and reli^ous matters ; tlieir ” Ho on, I said. decided to test his divining pOWCrs a 

jthilosophic rationalism is but skin deep, ro- “ And this prematurely weary person little farther, bo, taking my coursge 

minding OTIC of the blotches of ^ith the button h olo of nightshade— of in my hands, 1 wont ui) to the wwy 

wbir"nd^ngw!li”to tSii coime you spot him." sail BeechCToft. man with the nightshade in his but- 

nationalist Press Assooiatiou ; they po&aoss the ”rio, Isalu. lam no psychologist, tonhole. “Excuse me, I said very 

artistic tomi»raineiit, and are proud of that “Why, Habdy’s his hero, of course, nervously, “for doing what isappuyiwiily 

dubious blessing.” He reads Habdy’b poems. It 's written a very rude thing, but would yuu mintl 

My ingenious friend Beeoheroft, who all over him. But these are easy cases, telling me if you are nu admii'er* of 
is always on the look-out for a new Now there’s a more complex one coming Mr. Thomas Habdy's poetrv ? ” 
diversion, was greatly taken with the this way. That girl there, in the blue “Poetry I” be said. “Not m^chl 
new Hebteb Bbayne division of dress. You see how' impulsive she is I don’t read poijtry. Jacobs is iny 
readers, and studied it until he had by her quick movements. Her blood man.” 
made a science of it. I met him last is good — ^notice her red Ups, Her joy Koaassmmmsmmm 

Sunday morning in Piccadilly. of life is strong — notice her springy “ Tho Vicar of St. Anna’s audt hi* wsit, 

“Come into the Park,” ho said, “and step. Her de&noe ol trifling con- at a gar^n mrfcv, pUMimted uith a 
tOco apew. MdrU tell you wha,t the v^tion to ohotro bv ^ wMt of a left 
people read.” glove, which also tells us, by teveaUng the Sunday 

How ? ” I asked ; and he explained her nngers, that she is enga^M. Every- . Gmtrier. ^ 
the art^ “It’s quite easy,” he said, thing wints to one oe»fltt8ion~H9he The nest thing to eelebrate m the 
^^Oflusr a little care; ” and off we went.: reads MMUfmtr/* 'piano. Xn fact, ohot gut Italtilb end 

He got to work at once. “ Do you I had said notiihig while Beeoheroft you oa|i go on l^e tide |os ever. 
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MAKING UP A MIND. 

Vfn!^ ^ere sitting in^the smoking-room, and our friend, 
the Member Parliament| for the Division, was holding 
fortij^. Somebody had asked him wiietiier ho didn't find it 
difficult to make up his mind how to vote on all the 
important questions that came up in the House from time 
to time. He laughed heartily. “ Oh dear, no," he said, 

not a kit — at least, not when it 's a Party question, as it 
is nine times out of ten. You see, the division bell rings 
all over the House, and you ti’oop up from the Terrace or 
the Smoking-room or the Library, and when you get to 
the door of the House you find the Whips there, and they 
say “ Aye " or “ No ’* as the case may be ; and you just 
drop into the lobby they indicate. Then you pass along 
and you 're ticked, ofi: and counted, and that 's all. It 's the 
simplest thing in the world. No, you needn't know what 
you 're voting about. Sometimes 1 tiyr to find out, but as 
a rule nobody can tell me. You 've just got to trfist the 
Whips. . 

“Of course it's not so easy when it’s a non-party 
question, because they don’t put on the regldar Whips 
either of the Government or of the Opposition, and so a 
chap may often get into the wrong lobby. Then perhaps 
lie 'll have to defend his vote afterwards in his constituency, 
and he must mug up the arguments and find out why ho 
voted as he did. And oven if he does happen to be present 
during the deliate he 'll probably get so knocked alxiut one 
way and the other by the speeches that he won’t know 
whether he 's standing on his head or his heels. That 's 
the worst of listening to speeches, 

“ For instance, last week we had tho Second Boading of 
the Widowed Charwomen’s Protection Bill. Thci’o ’s lioen 
a friglitfiil row about it, you know. The married Char- 
women have foi’intnl a sort of Union and they won’t let 
the widows join. The widows won't stand tliis, becau.se 
they say it robs tiiem of their living, so they 've had this 
Bill brought in to assert their rights and give ’em a free 
run. How do I know all that? Well, if you'd had all 
the letters I 've had about it and heard all the speeches 
you 'd know something about it too. They 've beeif fright- 
fully keen about it in this constituency and 1 've been 
rngularly bombarded with letters and telegiutns on both 
sides. ‘ The Wives’ Charing League ’ made all their mem- 
bers write to me to say that* no Charwoman’s husband 
should over work or vote ior me again if I voted for the 
Bill, and ‘ The Widows’ Amalgamated Charing Association’ 
threatened that if I didn’t vote for it their male relations 
meant to have ray blood. It was a deuced awkward 
situation, and I had serious thouglits of breaking a leg 
and keepii)g out of it altogether. 

“ Hpwever, I went to the debate with a perfectly open 
mind. Membem on both sides wei*e at mo as soon as I 
got into the House, but I shook ’em all ofi~told ’em 1 
meant to listen to tho arguments and vote according to my 
oonscienoe. * That frightened ’em; they don’t like you 
much when yop talk o^ut your conscietioe in the House. 
Well, the proposer’s speech did the trick for me. 1 hadn’t 
a doubt left at the end of it. No, you’i*e wrong thei'e. 
He didn’t |)ersuade me to vote for his Bill— quite the 
reverse, i never heard such silly imsons as he gave for it, 
and I settled to vote against it. I wish 1 ’d gone away 
after that, but 1« stayed to hear the fellow who o|>posed it, 
and he sent me bang the ot|jier way. . By the time he 'd 
finished 1 was perfeetly certain that if I didn’t vote for the 
blessed Bill 1 should never be ab]p to hold up my head 
again. . , - . 


“ Then there came another chap who spoke against it,, 
and he really made me think that the Bill was a p^eew 
monstrous and revolutionary proposal ; and he was fol- - 
lowed by a supporter who proved quite eonedusiveiy that 
justice and policy alike demanded the passage of the Bill. 
So it went on the whole evening. Every time I made up 
my mind somebody came along and unmade it for lino and ( 
fixed me the other way. What did I do in the end ? I '11 
tell you. 1 took the frank and manly coxirse of abstaining j 
altogetffier from voting. And now the League and the . 
Association have both called upon me to explain my < 
absence from the division. That ’s what comes of bringing j 
up these non-party questions." j 


MAGNl NOMINIS UMBBA. ! 

Dear Mb. Punch,— In the recent case of Smith v. A 
Nmvspaper (recalling an earlier case of Jone^ v. A Neivs- 
paper), in which damages for libel were obtained, Counsel . 
for the defence— Mr. P. B. Smith, K.C.— cited Punch to J 
show that the generic names of Smith and Jones were 
liahitually taken in vain to illustrate types of various kinds ; ^ 
and when his Lordship asked Counsel if he himself pro- ' 
posed to bring an action he replied that he certainly would * 
do so if the present action succeeded. ‘ 

Without implying any reflection on the justice of tho i 
verdicts in the above cases 1 foresee that, Jollowing the 
lead of 80 eminent a Counsel as Mr. F. E. Smith, many 
own<«‘8 of these historic names will spend their spare time 
bringing libel actions of a speculative nature ; and I prqjiest 
against the birth -accident which gave me a comparatively 
unusual name, and thus prevents me from taking up so 
engaging a career'. I have indeed broken out into verse on 
this tragic theme : — 

\ Jones can get damages, so can a Smiilx, 

If the deeds of a Jones or a Smith be referred to ; 

Then Robinson lie must he next reckoned with, 

And Brown, if lie’s mentioned, will put iirliis word, too. 
But I have no chance, Sir, though ransacking duly 
All sheets for some hint that 1 ’m bad and uncomely ; 

For me there ’s no verdict, for I am, Yours truly, 

Adolplius FitzMarjoribanks - Weniyss - Beauchamp - 
ITou IkcB-Ch olmondeley . 

From a fcuilleton ; — 

“ Her voire wun low »uk1 hoIl ; l)Ut omr .i^ruhi, jih Kooj uiUkIji w 

from tin* room, and eloswl the door ufln her, the licjidish gleam eamo 
into lirr odoiuloHS eyes.’' 

If we hear any more of Janet, wo will let you know. 

Clericitl Candour. 

“Mr. 0, eomiiRnecd his duties on .Tunc 19th. lie hoprs regularly on j 
finuday evenings (\mtil I'nrthei uoth-e) to play some selertions of muhio ’< 
after tlie Evening Hervieo, ami it is hoped that those of the <!o«^rewition \> 
who appreciate music will endeavour to stay in their seats. " - hiiis/i, j, 
Mtujaziue. 

The protest can be made afterwards in the vestry, 

M 

A Sporting Offer. 

“OoRNKT Player Oi>en for Engagements for dance nmsie, 28. 6d. |>cr 
hour or terms; or will Sell (loM Cornet cheap.”— in **Vhnd' 
ehui'ch {N.Z.) JSwning Neios,'* 

Now the public can choose. j 

Bnggestod English title for Strauss's Feuersmt : Hang- 
ing fire. 
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THE SCHOOL FOR WAITERS. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ wo teach them 
everything here. We guarantee to turn 
them out qualified to do credit to the 
waiter’s calling. For example, to show 
you liow thorough we are, here is our 
exercise ground. That ’s where wo 
teach them to walk. See, they’re at it 
now. Not too fast, you notice, and not 
too springy. In fact springiness is one 
of our bctcH noircH, if 1 may so express 
myself. Wc have an insti’ument for 
lendering the feet fiat in those cases 
where Nature hasn’t done it. But she 
usually does. A wonderful woman 
Nature, Sir? 

“This room here is wJierc the waiters’ 
vocabulary is taught. It ’s a brief one, 
but of the highest importance. The 
chief work is to make them unlearn 
what they know. Many of our candi- 
dates come here with quite a flow 
of language. Epithets for everything. 
But we don’t allow that, of course. 
There’s only one adjective for food, add 
that’s *nioe,’ and no man gets our 
oertiflcate until he has ceased to use all 
the others. You may have noticed that 
no good waiter ever uses any other 
word — * Have a nice grilled sole ? * he 
says ; * a nice cutlet ’ ; * a nice chojp * ; 
'a nice steak?’ That’s so, isn’t it? 
All our doing. 

“Th«re are other phrases too; hat 


burden the men’s minds. ‘ Coming, 
Sir, coming’ — they liave to practise 
that for hours. And then the stock 
reply to impatient customers, ‘ In two 
minutes ’ — they practise that too. Some 
of them are very quick and get the 
whole vocabulary in a laonth or so 
quite i)erfectl^. Others take longer. 

“ In this room,” added my cicerone, i 
“we teach them also to say quietly 
but eft’ectively, after City dinners and 
other big gatherings, ‘ I ’m just going 
now, Sir,’ ‘ 1 hope everything has been 
satisfactory, Sir,’ and such stimulating 
phrases. 

“ Here 's the cellar. This is where 
we train the men in shaking bottles. 
You see that young fellow there — he 
has naturally quite a steady hand, hut 
give him a bottle of old claret or hock 
and it ’ll be like a thick soup when ho 
comes to pour it out. He ’s our best 
pupil, but the others are all good too 
before we ’ ve done w’ith them. There ’s 
also a special class for pouring out 
wine so as to spill a little. We arc very 
particulai' about that ; and coffee too. 
We spend the utmost i>ain8 in teach- 
ing artistic coffee • spilling. Some 
gentlemen wouldn*t know where they 
were if the waiters poured coffee neatly, 
so we have to be wtieular. 

“ This is the a^^torium, as we call it, 
where we coach the men in not hearing 


\,»\tt7VVri-AIVS »«I.C9V 

that’s all.” 

I tbankod him for his courUtsy, artd 
before leaving asked for the name of 
the restaurant to which his men usually 
went, to ktnqj it as a reference. 

“ None in particular,” he said. 

“ they go to all.” 

Beetroot. 

“Tiu'D Blythi' tmiMlKMl nU’ thv iMiilniSM by 
doing tlSj liat Ivit'k, dimniMdiig kit. hutUuit ami 
*Ho\\nroft witl^ the lant two nails of one i»vor 
'and Kool, with list tliHt of tlic ‘ iMify 
A/aif. 

In the actual score the name of the 
third victim Is gi\«n as Bofst. There 
is not much in it, perhaps, hut we 
should welcotiut an oflioial announce- 
men! on the subject. , 

A Norfolk contemporary, in m}>ort- 
ing a plague of flies, ssys - 

“ liisiwotor Hliinn't lU id, of tuidl Btjv, 

goant Wi*hl>, i»f CJtorin*, am watvbiug lh« 
jnoveuwutfi of the (nwarina." 

It seems a fairly soft job Ixtingit police- 
man. ; 

Extract from a |>cem |n 7 ^ ' 

Acadmy : t ^ , 

“ I Hjjtu th« Lonl u| Love. ” lie crtlll, • * 

“ And am the PHtiSS of T«sm.” ' * 

Beoiters of this aifce le^uesM to be, 
ceiehd with the spe^d line- 

- --‘-‘■'f 
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A CHILD OF THE SUN. 

[It sooins certain that wo are at tlio boKiiming 
of a wasp year of imuswal vinilenco.” 

DaUif P^^}ier.\ 

Winged pirate with tljo poisoned* 
dagger ( 

Devpuror of the jampot’s hoard, 

And quite incorrigible ragger 
Of every British breakfast board, 

Till blind with surfeit to your doom 
you stagger, 

Dru^k as a lord ; 

Till, trapped amid the heady spices, 
Snared by the treason of your taste, 
Foreseeing nbt the hand that slices 
(Be cautious, woipan, not witli 
haste !) — 

Mary, who's always bold at such a 
crisis, 

Severs your waist ; 

Wasp (to be brief), my dear good 
fellow— • 

A pestilential bore to some \ 

Who maij^ you round their plates grow ; 
mellow, « I 

But I am glad to hear you hum — ^ | 


Which is ^our favourite brand, old 
boy, the yellow 
Or greengage plum ? 

’Ware of your appetite for toping 
1 do not shrieK nor tremble if 
I lirul you round my foodstufifs sloping, 
But, like a man, at danger sniff, 
Watching iny hour, well-armed and 
always hoping 
To have you stiff. 

Nay, \Yhat is moro, I praise your 
pounces, 

I contemplate with joy your nerve ; 
At every boom my bosom bounces. 

It almost pains me when you swerve 
Down to your last long sleep in 16 

OS. 

Of pure conserve. 

For this I know, what time you smother 
Eemembrance in that final bout. 

The sun 's your sire, the earth 's your 
mother, 

You bring thedays of halcyon drought ; 
Therefore I weep for you the while, my 
brother, » 

I wipe you out. Evoa. 


Advt. in Sussex Daily News : 


Burgess Hill 80 gns. 14 2 4 6 

The sad case of the guest who used one 
of Friday’s bathrooms on Monday and 
was never asked to the spare room again 
is still remembered at Burgess Hill. 

“ Five wickets fell for 90, and then an un- 
expected stand was made. The two amateurs 
before being separated advanced tlte score to 
NemkUer. 

They don’t expect much in Ireland. 

Kent, with a lead of 144 over Somerset oh 
the fust innings, h»Ve made hi for three in the 
second, and are now 20S ahesd. ... As Kent 
scored 51 for three wickets Wore the close thej 
should win the match with ease, fw wlHi seven 
wickets in hshd thoy are IW on."— JlfanciWor 
QwwiMm, • 

Kent was really 190 ahead, but we 
have not time to ex^in it now. 
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ISfeNCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extbaotbd from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

Emise of Commons, Monday, July 11. 
— Goiieral cheer >velcotned Pbinck 
Abthur 49fbck to husinesu after brief 
illneHH. Also the Speaker again takes 
the Cliair after a wilful bicycle closured 
his morning ride. Sark has interest- 
ing story about the accident. It seems 
that when the Speaker perceived immi- 
nent danger of a fall he in peremptory 
voice cried, “Order! order!” Usual 
effect absolutely lacking. Over he 
went, just as if he were an ordinary 
Trisli Member. 

.Aipproach to debate on Wonian’s 
Sufi rage Bill heralded by pleasing, as 
it turned out, illusive incident. Two 
messengers dressed like waiters entered 
bearing in either hand what looked like 
teadrays. All ! Here was evidence of 
tlie thoughtfulness of woman, her 
instinct of hospitality, her considera- 
tion for unwoj’tliy man. Forthcoming 
debate likely to he prolonged, not to 
say tedious. A cup of tea, a slice of 
blown bread and butter, pevadventuro 
a buttered bun, would bo exceptionally 
welcc^iio. 

On closer inspection, what looked 
like well-furnislied tea-trays turned 
out to ho bundles of petitions. 

SH\CJviiETON arose on front bench 
below (Gangway to move Second 
Heading of Parliamentary Franchise 
(Women) Bill, colloipually known as 
“the Conciliation Hill,” because some 
of its provisions offend habitual sup- 
]ioriois of the Cause, like Lloyd 
( I ROUGE. Not' proceeded far with his 
speech when, as William Black used 
to say in now forgotten novels, lo 1 a 
stiange tiling happenotl. 

Annan Bryce liad given notice to 
sHitond motion for rejection of Bill, 
an intention in due course fulfilled. 
Entering the House while Shackle- 
ton was still wrestling with his exor- 
dium, he was observed, first with 
ama/ement, then with sickening sense 
of horror, to bo making his way 
down the floor, passing between the 
Member on his legs and the Speaker 
in the Chair. With respect to other 
broaches of order certain measure of 
laxity is permitted. This is the un- 
pardonable sin. When Bryce's pur- 

K was discovered there went up froim 
sides of crowded House a shout of 
expostulation and execration, compara- 
ble only with the roar heard in the 
lion's den when the mid-day meal is 
unduly delayed. Bryce pulled up just 
in time. With ashen countenance and 
shaking knees turned about and slunk 
back. 

Apart frolh just resentment of breach 



“The UNrAi;i)i)\AULK Sin.” 

E\i*omtiou of Aiinaii Bryoe for laying Shaokleton a 

ill order, the incident left behind im- an idle 'reminiscence. NeveribclesM 
pleasant sense of suspicion. Bryce’s Members wliiifper to each othei tbaf. 
opposition to tho measure, his differ- Bryce has been too long" a UMunlxir 
ence with tho mover, were testified to of tlio House inadvertently t<» outnige 
by notice on tho paper. Of course, if its most cheiished point of order, 
by any chance Shackleton could be Business flecond Beading of 

put out of the way there would be Woman’s Suffrage Hill moved, 
swift end of the controversy. It IVeWoy. -The meanneKs of man.hm 
was rememliered that Bryce had just constitutional shiftiness, brought* into 
returned from the great continent be- strong light this evening. Well knoVi 
yond the Atlantic where bowie knives that if tJio fate of Hhaoki.eton’s Hill 
are cheap and action free. “Mak were decided hy tlui lialloi it wmibi Ihj 
siccar” is a motto to this day proudly bundled off the*pmniHes by nvtar- 
borne on the crest of the Ascend- whelming majority. Within thi0 last 
ants of an amiable Scottish nobleman two years Mcinbem hai'c liad njilvan- 
(flourififtiing in the days when the Scots tage of close study of what is liWy 
had their own king) who, as history happen when lovely woman to 

renounts. took AYrumnAniLl nara f.Viaf. f.liA Inllv nf 


Bbyce, himsdif a Seotsmmi, knows the Minister^) windowil lAkve been stnlfibed 
story. in town and country i publie tuefings 

It is in this conneotiohf of course, have been brokeui up, iMid ^^oftiauteibsi^y 
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prooeedlngg interfered with by women 
who either dash in from the doorway 
or chain themselves to the grille of the 
gallery. " < 

These delnonstrations (,of capacity 
for Gontrol of public ad’airs, while 
strengthening opposition by old stagers, 
have driven waverers into the hostile 
camp. Nevertheless, for reasons partly 
dohaestio, partly traceable to considera- 
tion for constituents, 299 Members . 
voted for second reading, carrying the 
stage by a majority of 109. 

That, as little Pbtkbkin’b interlo- 
outor more than once remarked, was a 
famous victoiy. Exceeded the rush by 
which Veto Besolutions were carried. 
Next thing to do, in ordinary circum- 
stances the automatic procedure under 
now rules, was to send Bill to Grand 
Committee, there to bo discussed, pos- 
sibly strengthened by amendment, and 
come back, say a fortnight hence, to 
bo carried through remaining stages by 
the impetus of this great force. 

It was here that the frailities of 
manhood, delicately alluded to, mani- J 
festod themselves. The alternative to ^ 
sending Bill to Grand Committee is 




An Accommowatinc Tuysique. 

** I am Avilling to submit to any pressure 
wliicit tlio majority of this House may put upon 
me.” — A/r. Harcourt, in rt^y Ut a question as to 
the re-bmlding of the front lineh-inrjham Falace, 


**t was/' he 8atd« **at thal' time in 
petticoats." 

Doing a little 6um In milnzfetic, ^ 
knowing that DoKOuaiOf o»B, with other 
choice lowers, was bom in the early 
spring of 1875, while MontEV and 
OiiBWE were in office in 1B95, noble 
lords worked out result that at com- 
paratively mature age of twenty he still 
wore petticoats. Before the .pleased 
eye rose a vision of the noble I^rd, liis 
sylph-like figure partially, draped in 
petticoats, tripping over the meads and 
morasses that girdle the ancestral home 
in Clonmel. Brooding over recollections 
of early childhood, Wobdswobth, has 
written how 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not ill utter nakedness, 

Bui trailing clouds of gloiy do we come. 

Up to his twentieth year Lord Donouoh- 
MOiiE trailed his petticoat. 

Business done . — TheCommous cackle 
I over the Shipbuilding Vote for the Navy. 

I Carried by overwhelming majority. 

- 

SUPPKESSIO VBKI. 

1 The Theatre and Music-Hall Licens- i 


to refer it to Committee of the whole Irish Office, and Obewe (then Lord ing Committee of the L. C. C. sat last 
House. By such arrangement it must Houghton) at the Viceregal Lodge. Thursday and Friday to consider .-ppli- 
neods take its turn with other more Donouohmobb modestly excused him- cations for leave to produce a number 
pressing and important measures, self from following up the line of argu- of cinematograph performances ropre- 
All know that, in view of adjournment ment. S3nting scenes in the life of eminent 

within next three weeks, every ^ , public men. The proceedings 

hour of ordinary sittings of ' ■ were strictly private, but the 

House is mortgaged. To refer following condensed summary 

the Bill to Committee of whole / RKhl«M||r' of what took place has reached 


House is mortgaged. To refer 
the Bill to Committee of w'hole 
House was equivalent to chuck- 
ing it out as lar as present ses- 
sion is ooncemed. 

And that was wliat was done 
by majority of 146. Macohia- 
VELLi w'ssn’t in it with sober- 
nrindod, tall-hattod, cliurch- or 
chapel — goingM.P.’s, who voted, 
in some cases spoke, in favofir 
of the Bill and irnmediateiy after 
threw in their lot, tongue in 
cheek, wdth conspirators who 
solemnly remitted it to an in- 
accessible Committee. All very 
well to asseverate their love; 

; but why did they kick it down- 
stairs ? 

Business done . — Woman Suf- 
frage Bill smothered in its 
cradle. Thus doth man’s in- 
humanity to wotrj^n make 
countless thousands mourn. 

House of LordSf Thursday . — 
Takii^ part in debate on state . 
of things in Ireland just now, 
Donouohmore incidentally cast 


■ ANTHJIU-jnSU i ■ 

M.tHE NOSl^ ART ■ 




S3nting scenes in the life of eminent 
, public men. The proceedings 
were strictly private, but the 
following condensed summary 
of what took place has reached 
us from a trustworthy source. 

The first application related 
to a realistic series of scenes 
portraying the ihterviews l>e- 
tween M r. T. P. O’Oohnob, M.P., 

r and various members of the 
, Cabinet wlien the idea of a Oon- 
ferenoe was first mooted. Jn 
9) these the Great Negotiator was 

Pi shown in a number of elegant 

J ‘ attitudes — spatting the Pbemieb 

g* on the back, with his arm round 

•5' Mr. LuiiU Harcoubt's neck, 

singing “ The Harp that ome in 
Tara's Halls" to the accom- 
paniment of a Welsh harp played 
by Mr. Lloyd George, and so 
on. The series opened with 
the entrance of Mr. T. P, O'Gon- 
NOB by the Premier’s front hall 
door, and closed with his exit 
I from the pantry window of 

the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer’s residence. 

Mr. T. Hbaly, ,M.P., who 


I Donouohmore incidentally cast K^ir Bardie. Well, I svem to hit off tho popular tfute about opposed the application on 
flood of light on manners and of '^^ell h«^ m I did in Englandl^^rotohed Jinw loti behalf of the All -for -Ireland 
i customs in Tipperary. Be- oouutayl Bushido t Bahl argued that it was 


I customs m Tipperary. Be- oountayl Bushido t Bahl argued that it was 

Speakem to condition of anairs droama, if ever he retires from politic, of a retreat to “'*7 Inwi m^ot 

When John Morlby was at Japi^ip, ood * setffing down in aa mlond vi^ Mr. O'OOHNOE to *hiivc hkn 
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fjtl^llpited to the cynical curiosity of a| 
Uomncy mob as a minowdhoring, | 
uiiimndliering aftd blandandhering pa- 
lavcfar." He felt sure, be added, that 
the jpublic exfiibition of these scenes, 
would be extremely painful to Mr. 
Patbick^'obd and Mr. Habooubt. 

'Hie objection was maintained and 
the application was withdrawn. 

The proposed production of a Oine- 
maiograph and Gramophone Bccord of 
a Recital by M. Pachmann was next 
discussed. 

In support of the application it w^as 
argued that the performance would 
tend to foster friendship with the 
Russian nation, of which M. Pachmann 
was a distinguished representative. 

Lord Robert CEorT4, K.C., who ap- 
peared for M. Paderewski and Mr. 
Mark IIambouro, vigorously opposed 
the ■ application. . He siibmitted that 
the honourahle status of the pianist 
was likely to he seriously projudieod if 
the notion wore allowed to prevail tliat 
sjVoechos, pantotnimic action and danc- 
ing formed an integral pai*t of piano- 
forte recitals. 

The Corninitice unanimously rejected 
the application. 

“ISie Premier at Play” was the title 
of the entertainment wliich next came 
hoforc tlie Committee. This proved to 
1)0 a hiosco])ophoni(*. representation of 
a foursome at golf, with Mr. Asquith 
as one of the players. The application 
w'as enthusiastically supported by the 
Women’s Social and Political union 
on tlie ground tliat one of the caddies 
vsa« 11 prominent Snttragetto in disguise. 

The SoiiR'iTOii-dENKUAL, Avho ap- 
peared for the Anti-Objurgation Society, 
opposed the application, maintaining 
that it wuis contrary to tlie public 
interest to give a public representation 
of wliat was said as w’cll as done in a 
Imnker from which the Premier took 
seventeen strokes to extricate hiins^f. 

intimately a compromise was effected , 
I)> which the bunker scene w’’as cut out 
uiid the Premier W’as never reprosentod 
in the act of hitting the ball. 



BEYOND HELP. 


St rA’E— .<4 First Ai>t Cfafts er/tminaJhn, irhrre Boff fienuts, hth-'tM tutring 
ranout tnjuririt, arr bnnif vsnt sabjirf^, 

V»i>U {fit Huirift Scout, ir/iOfti' label in invisible), “Am» what i'* m To iiK wn 

>UTli YOC?” Si'ovt {chrer/ullij). “Pl-KAMp;, Miss, I’m dkao ' " 


HOW TO AVOID CRISKS. 

Modern Methods. 

That men should talk for days and days 
Of Compromise, is bad enough ; 

But when the ladies get the crasse 
Then I have moi*e than had enough. 

I took my loveliest of loves 
Along of me to Hurlingham 

(For if one has some newisli gloves 
Well, w'liy not be unfurling ’em ?). 

Sipce every modem lady, wdio 
Has oea^ to be a flapper, owns 

That jbaxiolibs were made for two> 

Aaa home the place for chaperons, 


We went a dem. I thought it wise 
To stroke her hand and indicate 
The l^nefits which would arise 
From fixing up a syndicate. 

1 talked from three to seven o’clock, 
And then, Ijecause she fed at eight, 
I took her home to change her frock, 
And left her there to meditate. 

Myself returning homeward by 
A red (an almost ruby) bus, 

And leaving till to-morrow my 
Prospective fate in mbibm. 

Her letter catpe at break of day, 

And this is what she wrote to me 


She could not bring herself to sa> , 

A “ Yes ” nor \et a “ No " to me. 

“ I take the moan. To he exact, 
Although one has a hi other, otv» 

Could manage witli a little tact • 

To undertake another one,” 

I wired (the answer was pmpatd| : - 
“ You make a compromise of 
Her ultimatum “ I’m afraid i 
That 's just about the sise of It/’ 

A Veditoe* 

“OOUN8. “HeUWf ym vmt fieri 
iMiiig enr iHDttlr of —• r— fma iiau’t.” f 
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OUR FISCAL COMMISSION IN II.— London by a German BOOSBVELT AND THE RING. 

MNDON. IBOTECTIONIST. By a straD^e odiAoiOenoe (writ^fes a 

Mr. Fund., in his "anxiety to create Perhaps the best known thorough- correspondent), - pji the very day on 
a better feeling between England and ^^re in London, corresponding to our which I read Mr. Roobevedt’s state- 
Gormany, resolved to compensate the den Linden, is Petticoat Lane, ment in the periodiccd which he help# 

Fatherland for the intrusion of English Therefore I resolved to take it as a to edit, that he had himself ai»eared in 
Fiscal Commissioners, and instructed typical case. I was prepared for public boxing contests, and had a 
typical Gorman Free Traders and Pro- niisery, but the reality caused tears to number of . prize-fighters among his 
twetionists to invostigato London life, trickle down iny ^cheeks. Let those most valu^ friends, I chanced to meet 
In order that tlio inquirers should lie ^ho disbelieve in the advantages of a in a Fleet Street tea-shop one of his 
absolutely unpiejudiced, Mr. ^^*^^tective Tariff look at these figures, old associates. He was a short, sturdily 

chose persons who did’ not know a P^rceiUage of out-of -works, -~m per built man, his iron-grey hair cropped 
word of Englisli. The following is a Every man who aecoated me short, his nose flat, and he had one 

translation of their reports assured me that he was out of work. scar over the right eye and another on 

- _ ti Average hours worked whm eniphyexl. the clean-shaven lip. His little eyes 

I.- London by a Lehman Fhee- jiem. looked keenly at me as he drank out of 

IitADEB. Average wage paid.~ls. 6d. per diem his saucer. JBy his check suit, red satin 

On inquiring which was the most (one mark^fifty pfennige). necktie, and three diatnond rings I knew 

typical London street, T was by num- Food of populace. — All df whom I him to be just the kind of man one 

erous persons referred to Park Lane, made inquiry declared that they had would be proud to call a friend. 

Bo 1 travelled thither by a motor- not eaten for weeks, and besought “Yus,” ho said, “I’ve ’ad ’em on 

with Teddy, more than once 
or twice.” 

“He is known as a hard- 
hitter; did you find him so?” 1 
asked; and I told the waitress 
to bring the bruiser another 
sponge-cake. 

“ this — and this ? ” he 
said, significantly pointing to 

his right eyebrow and his Up. 

“Teddy -marks, they are. I’ve 
'ad my bit of luck, with holts 
and charnpi'nships, and what 
not ; but 1 never got the best of 
*im ; ” and I thouglit his face 
took on a sad expression os he 
gazed far away towards the 
plated urns. 

“ Was he then so good a 
lighter?” I asked. . 

“Only mod’rit as a fighter. 
Always in too much of an ’urry. 
No, not what I call a first-class 
hour per day. charity. Surely black bread is better fighter.” 

Average inco^nc of ladnurers.^ — than nothing, “Then how did he manage ” 

£100,000 (2,000,000 mafks) per annum, Clothing of populace. — I can declare “ Well, you see, 'e ’s a great *un at 
or £2,000 (40,000 marks) per week. from ocular observation that no new conversation, is Teddy. - That ’s what 
Food of labourers. — The constable clothing is sold in London. Every- done me in every time — ’is conversa- 
ossurod me from his personal know- thing is second-hand. As an instance tion. ’E would talk ; I never stood 
ledge of Park Laners’ cooking tliat the of the poverty of the community, I up to ’im once but what e ’d either 
consumption of dog, hoi'se, and goat saw a pair of trousers first offered by a be lecturin' me on physical genera- 
flesh is absolutely unknown. tradesman at 145. 6d. and finally dis- tion or racing suicide, or else tellin’ 

Ciothing of residents. — I was par- posed of for 10|d. j me what 'igh old times he and 'is 

tjioularly impressed by the number of General Observations . — ^The rapacity mates used to 'ave out West. Very 
white shirts worn. What is a luxury, of the starving populace is enormous, interestin’, very ; but I ’m only used to 
in Berlin ts a commonplace in London. During the hours that I spent in Petti- fightin’ with the 'ands-^I ain’t up to 
•Eniphynicnt. — Nqjli a single resident coat Lane it was seldom that a hand the jaw work 'e used to put in. It 
of this vast area has been registered as was out of my pockets. Happily was w'en 'e was tellin* me of 'ow 'is 
unemployed at the local bureau. bad adopted the protective measure of old friend Sfaootin’ Ginger wrestled 

General observations. — I was much leaving my purse at the hoteL with a blind ox that *e give me this 

struck by the number of German resi-, I return to the Fatherland convinced one on the lip.” ‘ 
dents. All had fled from the blight pf that nothing but the instant impositionj “ That was unfortunatej” I said, in 
Protection at-home to take refuge in; of food iaxes can keep these starving* weak sympathy. “And the other 
this blessed land of Free Trade. In people from extinction. Certainly an * Teddy - mark ' ? How did you get 
the second jflaoe I was impressed by invasion is not worth while, until the that ? *’ 

the OAisrfiowmg wealth of the district, country has risen to prosperity again “ He give me that,” he said, ** iust as 
What a to plunder 1 ; under Protection. he was teUin* me that the gism:ihing 


nus — ruling m the utmost luxury, 
for ten pfennige, I was pleased 
to observe how easily the work- 
men of Park I jane could travel 
to and from their labours in 
these comfortable vehicles. Park 
Lane, where 1 expected to find 
specimens of hungry toilers, is a 
groat street of fine libuses look- 
ing on a noble park, and com- 
pares most favourably with our 
blocks of workmen's dwellings 
in Berlin, 

Being anxious to secure 
accurate information, I made! 
inquiries from the constable on 
duty in the neiglibourhood. 
Facts ascertained from a Govern- 
ment official of conspicuous ex- 
actness may certainty be relied 
upon. 

A ocrage hours of labour of Park 
Lane residents . — Quarter of an- 



ANOTHER DASH FOR THE POLE. 




to remember in life was either to git 
on or to git out.” Here he fell savagely 
upon the sponge-cake, and I learned 
no more of the homo life of America’s 
greatest citi/on. 

The Vernacular Press. 

The example set by so staid a journal 
as The Daily Exjprcss in the following 
headline : — 

'•VOTES FOR "WOMEN 
(we don't think)” 

is likely to have a strong following 
among our more emancipated sub- 1 
editors. We offer a few suggestions : — 1 

MARCH OF UNEMPLOYED | 

TO TRAFALGAR SQUARE 
(let ’h all go 1>0WN the fiTHANU) 

RICDMOND'S LATEST MOVE 
(bucks rOR OLP ABtiUlTU) 

LnTLE NAVYITES 

(GOVERNMENT UP A POLE) 

SUIOIDE OF OITY MAN 
(BAUIY on TUX crumpet) 

ACCIDENT TO LADY MOTORIST 
(yrw O sipB bumps) 


THE BECRUDESOENCE OF 
COURTLINESS. 

Enooubaging symptoms of the re- 
turn of chivahy were noted on Thurs- 
day, July 14 — let the date be duly 
recorded — by The Daily Mirror, which 
was taking a look round the streets of 
London that afternoon. We read that 
in Bond Street a well-turned-out, up- 
to-date young Englishman was actually 
seen talking to a lady with his hat in 
his hand ; that in the City a man who 
was obviously rushing for a train 
stopped to pick up an umbrella which 
a lady had dropped, handed it back to 
her gracefully, and not till he had 
raised his hat in a distinctly stately 
manner did he proceed on his way 
(probably missing bis train) ; also that 
a man in a silk hat and morning coat 
carried a heavy basket (also dropped) 
for a poor woman across the street to 
the lift of a Tube station. These little 
^nemometrio straws are ascribed to the j 
re-appearance of the "Modest Violet; 
Maiden.” | 

Other instances of a similar tendenc v 
I have been duly reported to Mr. Punch 
within the last few days. At a public 
meeting recently held at Queen’s Hall 
five Hamsels-errant of the Purple Iris 
variety, on uprising simul^Aeously and 


shouting "Liar!” at a distinguished 1 
Statesman, then in tlie course of his 
speech, wen) most courteously helped 
to sit down and generally sooiliiiMl in 
their hysterical condition by as uuvny 
Slowards of the meeting, who, wo 
noticed, were wearing white shirt (nifl’s 
and now shilling ties for the occaHiou. 

On Monday afUirnoon a fouiirH'ii- 
stone policeman, who had been tiying 
some jiujitsu exjierimcntH with a Udy 
in •rospons© to her ap|^ieal for male 
collaboration, ifnd found himself exe- 
cuting a somersault in his eagerness to 
please, mrnarked to the fair ilritomarl> 
as ho gathered up his liehnet with an 
old-world air, that ho would ahva>H l»e 
very glad (not *arf, as ho put it) to 
break his neck in ord<H‘ to oblige a lady. 

Wo look daily for further displa>^ of 
awakening gallantry due to the Bhriilli- 
ing Primrose Miss or the Basiiftil 
Ox eye Girl. * 

A communication from Bhe|^rd's 
Bush : 

."Tho twwty-foar huuiv' tty« U> rw© 0 tk*) 
gtsdium on Friday and fihtttiiday nexf will 
start at 7.30 p.in. on Friday SNhh W 7.30 
p.m. on SatnrduY, not at S aa |ao#©u«ly 
Jtnnounowl.” ^ 

It was a liicky thougiit pf spmebi^y’s 
to work it out agaiu. * 1 
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^ sister trips off to meet tlie dramatist at Charing Crdss 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, Station — ^vvhich is to the beginning of the elopement pf 

r,. jf r r 1 ru 1 \ fiction what big-game shooting is to the end of all unhappy i 

(By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerkn.) love-affaii*s. Luckily, however, for all parties, the dramatist 

It is no nor/i^ thing to se|^tiic Spirit of Ronmnco dragg^ changes his mind and his plot at the last moment, and 

beUind the chariot wheels of a Great Cause, hut it still fails to turn up at the booking-office. Otherwise be w'ould 
gives me rather a shock when a really clover novelist does have been taking two tickets for the Continent just at the 
it. There is quite enough of good plot and clear charac- moment when his Suffragist wife is done to deKth in a 
terisation — to say nothing of that kind of humour which street riot, the first martjT to the Cause. 1 expect tho 
sometimes makes one laugli aloud, and (if one happens to book will popular with those who like to know, you 
be in an omnibus) provokes the ama/ed compassion of know', all about the people who write in and are written 
fellow-travellers — in A HpUndid Heritage (Stanley Paul), aliout in the newspapers. But personally 1 don’t think 
by Mrs. Btedhen Batson, to carry througli the story with- it 's in tl»o same street wdtli The Street of Adventure. 

out any imported didactic interest; so when I came to pages 

of Socialistic propaganda, all of which I had read many I never seem to get over an old-fashioned prejudice in 
times before, introduced under the thin sci’een of an argu- favour of incident in a novel. Possibly the novelists of to- 
ment between the hero and his friend (a clorgyinan and a day who are big enough to hold me without incident are not 
Tory), I felt rather as the cricketing reporters seem to do enough to go round. At any rate I want rather more than 


when tho stone-waller comes in. — 

Mr, liichard Ferrier was the ** 

adopted heir to a soap manu- ^ 

facturer’s millions, and had large - 

schemes of social reform, but, - 

except for tho dialogue referred "* - 

to, he gets no further with these . I 

in the narrative, which is occu- 

pied with his courtship (as a t9||| 

poor man) of the widow. Mane ^ |M mm 

Shenvood, a figure not quite so 

interesting, I think, as she was f. wM 

meant to bo. But incidentally JBIj 

there is a delightful and very |.jk /v 

good-humoured satire on the Mil 
society of a country village fyou / 1 

must on no account miss To7n gl i oP Hj 

Waiter and Mri. TarherUm) and 

m 1 1 Bn 

its whole-hearted devotion to jli i/ ^ 

the chase of bird, lieast and hull. l| \ \ H| 

Tho author makes an cxcep- 

tion, however, in favour of the . /vBHMBIP / yy H 

pastime of gardening, which is ' ' B| 

contrasted w'ith otlier games, 
and notably golf, to the great ^ 
disadvantage of the latter. Pro- 
bably the true Socialist feels, irell-meanttuj Gotfa. ud you thu 

as I’have myself sometimes felt child a( itas.s the links v - 

after an off-(la von the links, that Matihht Jam'. “On, all iuoht, H 
there is less waste of prcaluctivo « ” 

energy w'hen you use the 

orthodox hoe. * I sufficient 1 


one brush with a frontier tribe 

** b'ot me comfortably through 

^ Sahib-Log, by Mr. 

-J&tf ' ll / John Tbavehs (Duckwotith). 

' hasn’t a fair number 

' ’ll points. The story 

ing of thelink between a soldier 
"" / come to a 

^ mutual understanding, she re- 

jUlHy iJi' ' alising that the man, a fighter 

in him to express in wor^s his 

\)\ learning tho pecu- 

'^f’osilive and very 

• characters, though none is much 
^ dwelt upon, and I don’t know 

that any are very new. Also 
irdt-vieaiiintf GvJ/a. “ Ei:. ih) you think it yuiiK .safe there is a flavouring of tho 
HKINO THAT riiiLD A( KO.S.S THE LINKS V ” Phhi-Tales-frovi-lke-Uills kind 


after an off -(la von the links, that MtaJJa Jam. Oii, ii all i.u.in, Sn.. I miouldn i — rather diluted. But, as I said, 
there IS less waste of prcaluctivo roou little cuai* ! ” ^ want movement. There 

energy when you use tho — 1-! i -doesn’t seem to me to be 

orthodox hoe. * sufficient blood for a book in which every man who counts 

“ is a soldier. 

In point of art, Intellectual Mansions, S. W. (Chatman and ' 

Hall) is just lound the comer from The Street of Adven- Tho first part of Mr. Douolab Sladen’s Queer Things 
ture. On the map it is a block of Hats on tho other side about Egypt (Hubst and Bi.acikktt) is devoted — too 
of the river, tenanted by a grouj) of smart young writers de\oted, in my opinion — to “Anecdotes illustrating tho 
and artists of both sexes and various kinds, wliorn Mr. Egyptian character.” Many of those yarns are supplied 
Philip Gibbs, the export architect of both street and man- by Mrs. Cromw'ell Rhodes, w'ho is called Agenoria in the 
sions, christens the Would-be-Greats hut the .1 ust-fall-Sliorts book, and as tiiis fancy name appears no fewer tlian tw^enty- 
of Jbhe artist life. To the flats and flat-dwellers in Cliapter T. four times in one short chapter, T may perhaps be forgiven 
enter two new-coraets, an earnest country doctor and his for getting a little tired of it. The kindest thing I can find 
pretty, purposeless sister. Intoxicated by tho atniosphoi'e to say of the storfes is that there are plenty to choose 
of home-brewed coffee and shopp> slang, in wdiich the from. Whatever defects Mr. Sladen may have as a writer 
Intellectuals really shine, they are whirled into a sort of parsimony is not one of them. The second part — “ On the 
square dance with a real live Court Theatre playwTight Nile, From Alexandria to Assuan ” — is more to my taste, 
and his misunderstood wife, and quickly set to partners, or though Mr. Bladen does not make me palpitatingly eager 
rather to coriiers, earnest doctor to misunderstood wife, to visit tho places which he describes. There is, however. 
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• CH ARIVARIA. office has become King of England. was sold by auction the Otfior day thoi'o 

Mil. Asquith’s admission that Ger- was scaro^y an^ cum|)etitiot) for the 

many has the same right us Groat “Canada," says Earl Obey, “is the yaks, one of ji^'hich w'as aWay btr 

Britain to increase her navy has given belle of the ball, but it is possible that sixty shilUngs. Evidently the 
great satisfaction in Berlin, and Ger- impostors may put on the robes of the I'eactioii against the titty tr>y dogs 
many wlU now go ahead seriously Lady of Snow. I advise investoi's to which are at present affWtgd by 
with her Dreadnot^hts. make sure that they are dancing with Society ladies has not yet sat in. it 

, the right partner."* For all that, wo is, however, bound to oorne, attd our 

“The Committee of Imperial De- fancy that Canada is not keen on advice to investors in yaks Is, Hold 
fence," Mr. Asquith has told the retaining tlie i-eputation of being the them. t * 

House, “ is constituted by the Prime Belle of the Snow Ball. 


with interest. His predecessor ini 


When tlie Crystal |f*alat*e luonugerie 


Minister of such persons as for the 
time l>eing he invites to sit upon it." 


A needle which enUa'ed the left knee 
In a lecture at the Royal United of a dressmaker nt Boliroda, f^osen, a 


Can it be that Lord Kitchener has Sendee Institute, Mr. N. W. Thomas con tennK>rary tolls us, emergml some 



sat upon it without being invited ? 

We consider that the Law* 

Society ought to bo satisfied 
with Mr. Lloyd Geohok’s ex- 2 

planation, the burden of wliich If -s. „ 

was, “ No offence meant." We jW ||t||’ We hear that, owing to his 

really do believe ho soinotiiiies |||| |i{ guoof^ss with his aeniplaiie at 

cannot help it. 11 vVffff Bournemouth, Mr. liOUAtNE, the 

IHiiilNr'r nctor, is contemnlatiiig gistug a 

The Admiralty is being twitted ^ , series of Flying MutimW, 

with the fact that, after being l/ij ,«n-n®{P|l|(|/ / 

condemned to the scrap-heap, llldlW £ * questinu from 

II.M.S. Cmturion and ^ .Jtk n| i ^1/ M hwLL, Mr. Lloyd Gmiimub 

Jiarfleur figured in an official ^ f ‘ t M undertook that every iiuMlity 

returfi as effective battleships. should bo given to married 

What the Admiralty intended hiy '! i women to pay the supertax, 

to convey was, wo imagine, tliat 'ij j • ' , The CjfiANCEiiLOR is evid»Md.ly 

those vessels would be useful in L ' . determhied to show the HuHra- 

a scrap. jl ‘ gists that they do him uu in 

On the occasion of his visit ^1 | favour equal rights 

to Brussels tlie King of But.- ^ { J utT ill ! 1 

M. DE Lam iNE, and His Majesty . gJl i 'flie recent incidoni that 

decorated the aeronaut with the . caiimMi a certain Btraud ren 

Order of Bt. Alexander while | i li' nMl I tuurant to figure in the pidtec 

in tlie air. “This," says T/ie ^ ' ‘I court reminds us that it vvu'^ 

Daily Chronicle, “ is probably yfjPP . ^1'’^ thing lhai., 

the fij’st time that any man has v \ “ , W: ; “M * under another great Kmpite, 

been decorated by a King while uaiE5i.r»ac2s> tended to weaken the loire of 

flying at a height of 200 feet." Lmlu f,vhi th' Ihoyala ^iatea, “What i« the mat tRmn Uk* proyd Iniast, 

“Probably" seems to err on the leu Brixio> ?” ' CivtH Jiontano’s Sum, 

side of caution. Ituolimf Vlcrlc. “Two-ten.” 

JMtfy, “Make IT Two-TiiuEE A.vo I’Ll. TAKE IT.” AftDUL H-imid, aocoi'diug to 

Air. John Burns has intro- ~ The Daily Mail, is now enmy 

duced into the Hou 83 of Commons a Bill Nigeria produced exactly the same ing the uniiiue oxpei ience of it*ading 
to enable local authorities to appoint effect as the Scottish bagpipes. Tliis an extremely frank account of his own 
officials whoso duties will comprise ad- renders the loc|il prevalence of sleeiiing reign by the historian Osman Nqwiu 


On the occasion of his visit ' | 
to Brussels tlie King of But.- \l(! 

ciAitiA made a siiort flight with . 

M. DE Lamine, and His Majesty . 
decorated the aeronaut with tlie . 1 
Order of St. Alexander while I 1 \ 
in tlie air. “ This," says The ^ 

Daily Chronicle, “ is probably 

the fij’st time that any man has 

been decorated by a King while 

flying at a height of 200 feet." Ladn fivm th 

“Probably" seems to err on the leu Brixio> ?’ 

side of caution. liuokinn Vkrk\ 


< stated that a reed instrument played in I day s later from the sole of Ium‘ right 
^ 1 foot. This must liave h»en par- 
ticularly annovitJg if meantime 
lii '"'IL, 43 ' fti- * " purcliasod amdln^r in 

p'^oe- 




m 


-fi 




jMdt/f/vui Hu' Hiv'yain Hcdes, “What is the mat 


vice to mothers, and the promotion of sickness all the more mysterious, 
cleanliness. One can just imagine the * , >:* 

indignation which will lie aroused by * , • • r t' l . .. / . 1 

the receipt of some such notice as the specialist has come foiwai’d 

following: “Dear Madam, — Unless 'Ml?®, 

your sou William Henry's hands are' f™^® oratmues, wo^vnU l^e their 
washed and the fingm' marks on W® ®*" '^®“ “*'®' ^‘1 


his face removed within seven days, must be eirtremely diffloHlt to find] 
tl» OovmoU’B scraper wiU be instruct anything m those huge structures, 
to attend and do the necessary." 


His Majesty is said to have coma to 
the oonclusioii that ho roally' was h bit | 
of a flier. ^ 

From the caialeguo of “The Aiyan 
Nursery " : — 

Vere hmrf! : -Is (lio i'\tiut'li*tl juw ^ L'T-t | 
vthicli IM by tnoryhfrtly citbei beatflw i 


use De exiretneiy oimcuic to nna iw by e\orybf«ly citb«i beatflw <w' 
lything m those huge structures. weak, It« Iteiieflt,. m we know, b ibtm 
^5 # lUtioription. If it i« t»k 0 H by tbo h«alt% ^itb i 

^ . biwftd AS brmk-fitHt, it niwk^ Mm fitiiloally 

Hatless women visitors, it is an- stmngaudbnngs asitouki colbtu to 


Mr. OofiMO Bohsob has been ap- Yarmoutl 
pohttod President of Guy’s Hospital, same lha 
a»d tils friends will watch his future enlarged. 


more I>en^t tlmn ibe go^ tllbigA/^y 


vot. cxxxix. 
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A HOLLOWAY DE LUXE. 

To A Militant Suppraoettb. 

Ml 

[Mitw CitRiMTAUiEL PAKKHUAST li«u» publicly assigned to the Suf- 
fnwettes the credit for those excellent reforms in our prison adminis^ 
trnion of which the Home Sroiiktary gave so admirable a sketch on 
Wednns^y last. But there is no doubt another element which takes a 
niorti sinister view of these proiwmls,] 

Madam, I never knew you fail to say 

Just what you thought of Mr. "Winston Churchill, 
But, oh, the words you used the other day. 

Then when he loft your backers in the lurch, ’ll 

But feebly indicate the awful shook 

Of this his latest knock. 

For if he wrought you great and grievous ill 
(See Earl of Lytton) when, in lieu of blessing. 

He blasted your Oonciliation Bill 

And gave the thing a most infernal dressing^ 

What of his new proposals which disarm 

The gaol of half its charm ? 

Henceforth you are to servo your time on toast ; 

Your cultured tastes will bo no longer thwarted ; 

No more on platforms will lie let you boast 

How rude the prison-raiment which you sported, 

Or (brutal torture) how you had to scrub 

Inside the penal tub. 

The rule of Silence — ^worst of Woman’s banes — 

Is to be moditied ; with kindred cronies 

You may engage, without incuning pains, 

In brief but joyous conversassiones : — 

“ How go our Champion Knights ? What news to toll ? 
Is Haldane pretty well ?” 

Or should this intellectual pastime pall, 

And dearth of topics make you more and more dumb, 
The Suffragette at large may pay a call 

And bring you hooks to mitigate your boredom ; 

Or you may speed the dilatory suns 

With cake and currant buns. 

Ah 1 what a subtle stroke is here, my friend !* 

How can they hope to face their death by famine, 
Your hunger-strikers, when they ’re free to send 
Outside and get a hrst-clasQ tongue or ham in ? 

Or purchase nutty provender in ^iles 

From Mr. JiiUSTACE Miles? 

Madam, I mourn your occupation gone I 

This Churchill, with his most humane of charters, 
Snuffs out the haloes you wera fitting on, 

And spoils with too much jam your roll of martyrs. 
All done by kindness t This must be, I know, 

, The most nnkindesl blow. 0. 8. 

" I/rat ... a black cat . . .If anyone hue taken Itlm in and would 
like for it ton^moiii with them tlie friends of the late owner would be 
vei^r thankAil if tliey would oomniunioate with the Kditor of this paper, 
not for any desire to havf him away, but to know where he ia.” 

Surrey 

Many a grass widow has friends that feel just like that 
about her erring husband. 

A Bespite. 

** Itettera were read at the Highway Oommittee from Mrs. and 

Mrs. , asking that the in front of their houses may be 

out down ... 

BeooiAmendod that the wishes of tlie applicants be acceded to for 
the time being." — Setmoaka Chronide. 

THE SPIRIT OF GOMPROfWtSE. 

[Our telepathic contributor, to whom we are indebted k>r the fodow-. 
ing aoconnt of the proceedings at a recent meetiiig of the Oonstitational 
Oraferenoe^ states that, though he cannot pledge himself to the literal 
accuracy of eveiy single worn of the repoix, he is oonscientiously con- 
vinced of its general truth. We ipiarref with no man’s conscience, and 
therefore print it as we have received it. — En. Puttch.'] . 

A Boom in Bovniing Street. Present, the eight Conf errors . 

Mr. Asquith. The tea will be here directly. 3jet me see, 
Balfour, you like buns, don’t you ? and Chamberlain ’s a 
buttered toast man ? Crumpets for Cawdor, and muffins 
for Lanbdownb. Jam ? I ’ve ordered it, and those who 
want it can take it. Well, I suppose we ’d better get on 
a little. We were discussing the powers of the House of 
Lords, I think — {refers to a paper) — yes, that was it. Of 
course, it may be argued that the House of Commons 
ought to have a certain amount of legislative power left 
to it 

Mr. Lloyd George {interrupting). I couldn’t assent to 
that without qualiheation. 

Mr. Birrcll and Lord Crewe {together). Nor could I. 

Mr. Asquith. Perhaps I put it rather too strongly. 
What I meant was that in financial matters it might 
conceivably be advisable — mind, I do not base it on any 
constitutional right — but it might, as I say, conceivably be 
advisable to give the House of Commons the power to 
initiate some legislation. 

Lord Crewe (dubiously). Peiliaps that might bo advis- 
able, but I ’in not very sure that it would work well in 
practice. 

Mr. Lloyd George, l^n’sonally I see no great hanm in 
admitting that ; but, of course, the power must be rigidly 
defined and limited, and in no case ought it to extend to 
the Budget of the year. That ’s a point I feel bound to 
insist on. 

Mr. Birrcll. Hear, hear 1 

Mr. Balfour {%oexirily). Really I don’t know that there is 
much use in prolonging these negotiations. We seem to 
be drifting further and further away from one another. I 
am almost tired of pointing out that it is perfectly useless 
to expect a democratic body like the House of Commons 
to submit to the inferiority involve^! in the Prime Minister’s 
suggestions. I am a House of Coiximons man, and I object 
to the exaltation of a Chamber which is based not merely 
on a non-eleotive, but — and this is much worse — on a 
hereditary principle. I hope I make myself plain. 

Mr. Asquith. What do you say to that, Lansdowne ? 

Lord Lansdowne. I agree entirely. Indeed, 1 would go 
oven further. The House of Lords did what it could in 
regard to last year’s Finance Bill. We took a considerable 
amount of time over it and had a most intei'esting debate, 
but it was all useless. We can never hope to get such 
favourable ground again, and for my part 1 am in favour 
of bringing the whole thing to an end. 

Mr. Ll^d George. Come, come, you can’t expect us to 
agree to the total abolition of the double-Chamber system 
under which this country has become great and prosperous. 
Independently of the tenlble danger of rash, hasty and 
impetuous legislation 

Mr. Austen Chantherlain {breaking in). There you go 
again, my dear Georoe. I really thought we had knock^ 
that silly bogey on the head long ago. Whab we want is 
the free play of a representative system. This constant 
clamour for checks and balances shows, if I may say so, 
that you aie unwilling to trust the people. Why should 
the pe<mle be baulked in their wishes by a parcel of irre- 
Bponsible gentlemen who vote mdr^y for the protection of 
their own pockets without a tiiought for the gener^ welfare 
of the nation ? 
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THE PRICE OF EFFICIENCY. 

Mb. HAza>ANE (io Terbitoxoai* OoXiOBBIi, afUar inspection). “WELL, YOU 'VPj HAD A VEHY k^- 
HAUSTING ElBLD-UAY.” 

OatOim.. "DON’T MENTION IT, BIB. THANK HEAVEN, WE BULL HAVE HTBElfeH 
ENOUGH LBfT TO DBAW OUB pHBQUBB— BOB -^AT THE COUNTBY OWiaj US." 

[la maay of the Tenltotiol hottoUen* effloiRic; to oa); attotoud vt, tho coot of • heavy charge upoo ^le pdnte puiam of the <dBeiim.jl 
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Lord Crewe, Isn’t that just a little extreme ? Formyl 
own part I cannot imagine a sj^stem of government resting 
on the basis of a single Chamlwr. Nay, I will go further 
and declare that, taking one tiling with another, I am of 
o[)inion that no conceivable Second Chamber could perform 
its salutary and necessary duties one half so well as the 
House of Lords now performs them. I trust I shall never 
be found wanting in a proper respect for the House of 
Commons, but 

Lord Caiodor {interjecting). There ’s always a “ but,” of 
course. Why not say at once that you want to abolish 
the House of Commons? You know that’s what you’re 
aiming at. 

Mr. Asquith. Well, what if we are ? There 's a great 
deal to he said for the suggestion. 

Mr. Lloyd George. Yes, a great deal. 

Mr. Birrell. Thank heaven we’ve got to actualities at 
last. Let ’s have done with all the nonsense about pojpular 
sovereignty and the people’s rights. Nobody l^elieves in it. 

Mr. Balfour juicily). That may be your opinion, but it is 
not mine, nor is it that of my friends. We shall oppose 
an unwavering resistance to every attempt to impair the 
supremacy or to detract from the dignity of the House of 
Commons. 

Mr. Austen Chamberlain | 

Lord Lansdowne and > {together). Hear, hear I 

Lord Cawdor ) 

Mr. Asquith. Vlfe seem to have reached a deadlock, I 


don’t know that it ’s worili while doing anythiug more 
to-day. * 

(At this moment the lea comes in^ and all futther dis- 
cn8sio?i of the Constttutumal t<,sue ts suspended.) 

' - i 

iO A MACAW. I 

Fowl of the nightmare visage, Imldly white, 

Your evil orb fulfilled of all the si} 

Inherent devilries of days gonei by, 

Ere from the Main upswept the Hpiuuards’ might, 
When your familiar sires wmdd shriek delight, 
Perched where some cruel temple rose on high 
I w'ill not scratch that heathen luuul, not !,♦ 
Moreover, 1 am certain that you hito ! 

I wonder haply, long, long years ago ^ 

If once you lived, a painted A/tec. priest. 
lU-famed for many a fierto and Imrtful flood, 
Who in your guise must w'atch the H^aHons flow, 

A captive, far from sacriHcial feast, 

Cloyed with the unconvincing nut and (Msedl 


“It was BUggcsted t*y Mr. Nioladls that ho |ak<‘n tn 

pratect the forte at Signal Htll, and entianne to HudeMU’. They aie 
diaainwaring, Wiug taken away pi'pHvtmatdy hy Im>} e.” ^ 

Iktiiy Mtm i ) ' 

The Newfoundland Boy Scouts must be real terroni* 
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« 

THE ORDEAL BY FIRE. 

OuH Flame-flower, the Family Flame- 
flower, is now plainly established in 
the North-dast comer offthe pergola, 
and flourishes exceedingly, ‘ There, or 
thereabouts, it will remain through 
the generations to come — a cascade 
of glory to the eye, a fountain of prido 
to' the soul. “Our fathers' fathers,” 
the unborn will say of us, “ performed 
this thing; they toiled and suffered 
that we might front the world with 
confidence — a family secure in the 
knowledge that it has been tried by 
fire and not found wanting.” . . . 

The Atherleys’ flame-flower, I am 
glad to inform you, is dead. 

rf * * 

We started the work five years ago, 
I was young and ignorant then — I did 
not understand. One day they led mo 
to an old apple-tree and showed me, 
fenced in at its foot, two twigs and a 
hint of leaf. “The flame- flower 1 ” 
they said, with awe in their voices. I 
was very young ; I said that 1 didn’t think 
much of it. It was from that moment 
that my education began ... j 

Everybody who came to see us had 
to bo shown the flame-flower. Visitors 
wero conducted to the applo-troe in 
solemn procession, and presented. 
They peered over the fence and said, 
“ A-ah I ” just as if they knew all 
about it. Verhaps some of them did. 
Perhaps some of them had tried to 
grow it in tlieir own gardens. 

As November came on and the air 
grew cold, the question whotlier the 
rcamo-flower should winter abroad be- 
came insistent. After much thought it 
was moved to the shrubbery on the 
southern side of the house, whore it 
leant against a laburniitn until April. 
With the Spring it returned home, 
seemingly stronger for the chahge ; bpt 
the thought of Winter was too much 
for it, and in October it was ordered 
south again. 

For the next three years it was con- 
stantly trying difiereut climates and 
testing various diets. Though it was 
touch and go with it all this time our 
faith was strong, our courage unshaken. 
June, 1908, found it in the gravel-pit. 
It seemed our only hope. . . . 

And in the August of that year I 
went and stayed with^the Atherleys. 

One morning at breakfast 1 chal- 
lenged Miss Atherley to an immediate 
game of tennis. 

“ Not directly after,” said Mrs. 
Atherley, “ it 's sp bad for you. Besides, 
we must just plant our flame-flower 
, first.” 

I dropped my knife and fork alid 
gased at her open-mouthed. ^ 


“ Plant your — what ? ” I managed 
to s^ at last. 

“iiame-flower. Bo you know it? 
John brought one down last night — it 
looks so pretty growing up anything.” 

“ It won 't take a moment,” said Miss 
Atherley, “ and then I ’ll beat you.” 

“But— but you mustn’t — you — you 
mustn’t talk like that about it,” I 
stammered. “ Th-that 's not the way 
to talk about a flame-flower.” 

“ Why, what ’s wrong? ” 

“You’re just going to plant it! 
Before you play tennis ! It isn ’t a — a 
buttercup ! You can’t do it like that.” 

“ Oh, but do give us any hints — we 
shall 1)6 only too grateful.” 

“ Hints ! Just going to plant it I ” I 
repeated, getting more and more indig- 
nant. “ I — I suppose Sir CnkiSTOPHER 
When s-said to bis wife at breakfast 
one morning, ‘ 1 've just got to d-design 
St. Paul’s Cathedral, dear, and tlion I ’ll 
come and play tennis with you. If you 
j can give me any hints ’ ” 

“Is it really so difficult?” asked 
Mrs. Atherley. “ We *ve seen lots of 
it in Scotland.” 

“ In Scotland, yes. Not in the South 
of England.” I paused, and then 
added, “ WE have one.” 

“ What soil is yours ? Bo you plant 
it very deep? Bo they like a lot of 
water?” These and other technical 
points wore put to me at once. 

“Those are mere details of horti- 
culture,” I said. “What I am pro- 
testing against is the whole spirit in 
which you approach the business — the 
light-hearted v/ayin which you assume 
that you can support a flame-flower. 
You liave to be a very superior family 
indeed to* liave a flame-flower growing 
in your garden.” 

They lauglicd. Tliey thought I was 
joking. 

“Well, we 're going to plant it now, 
anyhow,” said Miss Atherley. “Come 
along and help us.” 

Wo went out, six of us, Mrs. Atherley 
carrying the precious thing; and we 
gathered round an old tree trunk in 
front of the house. 

“It would look rather pretty here,” 
said Mrs. Atherley. “ Bon’t you think ? ” 

I gave a great groan. 

I “ You — you — you 're all wrong 
again,” I said in despair. “You don’t 
put a flame-flower in a place where 
you think it will look pretty ; you try 
m all humility to find a favoured spot 
where it will be pleased to grow. 
There may be such a spot in your 
arden or there may not. Until I 
now you better I cannot say. But it 
is extremely unlikely to be here, right 
in front of the window.” 

They laughed again, and began to 
dig up the ground. I turned my book 


in horror; I couH not watch. An^ 
at the last moment some qualms of 
doubt seized even them. They 8t>oke 
to me almost humbly. 

“How would you plant it ?” they 
asked. 

It was my last chance of making 
them realise their responsibility. 

“I cannot say at this moment,” I 
began, “ exactly how the ceremony 
should be performed, but I should 
endeavour to think of something in 
keeping with the solemnity of the 
occasion. It may be that Mrs. Atherley 
and I would take the flower and march 
in procession round the fountain, 
singing a suitable chant, while Bob 
and Archie with shaven heads pros- 
trated themselves before the sundial. 
Miss Atherley might possibly dance the 
Fire-dance upon the East lawn, while ! 
Mr. Atherley stood upon one foot in 
the middle of the herbaceous border 
and played upon her with the g irden 
hose. These or other symbolic rites 
wo should perform, before we planted 
it in a place chosen by Chance. 
Then having a saucer of new milk 
for it lest it should thirst in the night 
we would go away, and spend the rest 
of the week in meditation.” • 

I paused for breath. 

“That might do it,” I added, “or it 
might not. But at least that is the 
sort of spirit that you want to show.” | 

Once more they laughed .... and 
then they planted it. 

These have been two difficult years 
for me. There have been times when 
I have almost lost faith, and not even 
the glories of our own flame-flower 
could cheer me. But at last the 
news came. I was at home for the 
week end and, after rather a tiring day 
showing visitors the north-cast end of 
the pergola, I went indoors for a rest. 
On the table there was a letter for me. 
It was from Mrs. Atherley. 

“By the v)ay," she wrote, “ tJie flame- 
jUywar is dead.’* 

“ By the way ” ! 

But even if they had taken the 
business seriously, even if they had 
understood fully what a great thing it 
was they were attempting — even then 
I think fiiey would have failed. 

For, though I like the Atherleys very 
much, though 1 think them ail 
extremely jolly . . . yet — I doubt, you 
know, if they are qwite the faznily 
to have a flame-flower growing in 
their garden. A. A. M. 

Notice outside a Correspondence 
College : 

“ Language exhibitions given free in a private 
I room.’' 

: It cannot be too pritate. 
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SmffJl Boy. “Wjjat’s that i*hack, Mi'mmib 



Mumitiie. “Tintkrn Ahiie/, DKAit.” Small Biny. “Wiio huokb irv” 


PRESENTS. 

I [“Tho gciierul way in w liiuli wedding inoserita aro given nowada^rs ia 
nnwisoly scntimoiitai," Hays Professoi Wili.iah U. Smith, Pnncipal 


nnwmoly scnumoiital, Hays rrolessoi Wili.iah U. smith, rnncipal 
oi tl»e Royal Institute of J’ublic Health. “ The economic result on the 
lecipients is that they stnvc to ‘ live up ' to the magniflccucc of these 
gifts, but generally fail badly.’’] 

When Clarence and Maud were engaged to be wedded, 
No symptoms of arrogance either displayed ; 

The former was frugal and quite levelheaded, 

The latter was modest and staid. 

Bub, after each generous friend and relation 

Had furnisliod a present for bridegroom and bride, 
They both had a bout of extreme ostentation, 

All canons of thrift they defied ; 
l^lach coffee-pot, inkstand, and silver-gilt cup, too, 

Was something they felt tlioy were bound to “live up to.” 

Their Chippendale sideboard (tlie gift of a cousin) 

'Neath loads of the costliest viands was bent ; 

’ They filled with rare wines the decanters (two dozen) 
Which distant connexions^ had sent. 

They ordered fresh salmon and whitebait ad kbit.. 

And pounds of the choicest sea-trout they could got. 
Just merely to find an excuse to exhibit 

Their fish-slice (from Mr. Gillett). 

Bogardless of cost all their neighbours they fdted 
To show that their dishes were silver, not plated. 

They wasted their substance, and found they must rue it 
When shortly their humble finances gave out, 


And forced them to pawn Aunt Herrniorio’s cruet. 

Put Undo Tom’s spoons up tlu^ spout, 

> Dispose of the tea-set Mamina liad jircsent^, 

And sell (at a loss) all their Bhcraton diairs, 

And leave the magnificent flat tlioy had rented 
To house all these treasures of theirs ; 

And now in an attic- since fortune is fickle - 
They have to “live down to” toiist-rack of nicki^l ! 

( Vu.l>HTnK\MWM, 

“The sutt’cuHg in New Yoik in inti'USf IVoiilr aic ii\ jug in ils'ii* 
baths, and sleep is almost iniposMiblv owing (o the Iniiiiidity." 

The Sla,uiar4. 

It certainly sounds dampish. 

“The old lighthouse at I’ukefield has reoeiitiv bet ii moved l«u>k 
100 yards ow'ing to tlie erosion of the ocmwI at this iHiint. Tho iMiinplet-w 
hnilding, w'hich weighs 00 to 70 tims, was moved iKtdily ujhih a i iatWo 
eousinietod for moving liOW'ostoft how laght, the haulage being 
by a crab.”- The Timm ” Jinyaven ing SupyUmrM, 

Is this true? There was nothing abotit it in The 

“The nostrils of his nose were white and pimbed.'’--“i3«i?i|f 
Veailleton. „ 

Wh^ this silence about the lips of his mouth, and theknee* 
of his legs ? 

**Thi6 natuo is to-day only second to that of O'Murphy, haviuit boon 
borne by no less than 55,000 iMirsons in 1B90. , * . It is Vi^wiuily 
Afiglioised O’Kelly, Kelly, Kcoly, Kiely, Gilhr, Kfllog, Kllteeh, 

Edmundson, fidwaidea, and Oox .”^ — Tvmn HertMk ^ , 

Has anybody here seen Kdtnundson ? 
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THE CRICKET CHAMMOHCHIP. 

My remarks upon the anomalies of 
the new nipthod of scoring in the 
‘County Cricket Chainpidbship have 
called forth — as I rather expected they 
would — several millions of letters from 
all parts of the British Ein})ire. It 
will be understood tliat it is not pos- ! 
sible for me to reproduce all these in 
full, interesting though they are. They 
evince a very wide-spread discontent 
on the part of tlie public, and many of 
tlicin contain pithy suggestions for the 
iniprovoment of the present system. 
It will be remembered that the position 
of the leading four counties at tlio time 
of the opening discussion was as 
follows: — 

1' P«r. 

PM. \Voii. Lost. Dm. IMs. 

i Kmt lf» 11 1 11 

i MirMIvwx.... 12 tJ 2 4 tf r»0‘00 

Hussex 14 7 4 3 7 50*00 

1 15 7 6 2 7 40 •06 

' “ Village Green ” writes “ Wliat 

are the little dots for? And liow is it 
that Sussex has only scoiod 5,000 
runs in fourteen matches, while Kent 
has scored 7,333 runs in fifteen ? 
Seems to lie sora .thing wrong.” 1 have 
replied personally to Mr. Green, point- 
ing out his error in mistaking the per- 
centage table for the tally of X’uns, but 
after all there is much in what he says. 

“Peace at any Price” expresses 
groat satisfaction tliat defeats are no 
longer penalized. “ This is tlie first 
step,” he writes, “towards eliminating 
the hateful spirit of rivalry from our 
playing grounds. It is the oaniost 
wish of many humble citizens that the 
M.C.C. may see tlieir way to complete 
the revolution by ignoring victories 
also and allowing two points for a 
draw and three for a game abandoned 
through rain.” 

On the other hand a somewhat con- 
trary view is expressed "liy “ Paviijon 
Steps, ” who writes : “ What wo want 
is sporting finishes; I should suggest 
returning the gate-money in the event 
of tlie match lieing unfinished, and 
allowing ten points to both sides for a 
tie.” 

“Kaib Play” seems to have mis- 
understood the point at issue. “ If the 
present hot weather continues,” he 
writes, “ I «should be inclined to allow 
two pints to every man on the winning 
side, and three each to the Umpires.” 

“ Mathematicus ” thinks that the 
time has gone by when a satisfactory 
result can be attained in mere figures. 
He encloses a system of computation 
by a^ebra, which I regret to say I am 
not in a position to appreciate. But 
as Derbyshire, in his table, ‘ties with 
Essex ffor the leading position, and 
Lancashire is disqualified because ^e 


number of matches they have drawn 
cannot be deducted from those lost, I 
can hardly believe it to be equitable. 

1 now put forward my own schomo 
for the kindly criticism of the British 
l^ublic. I shall be happy to deal with 
comments next week, and I may point 
out that, by the courtesy of the Post 
Office ofiicials, a new pillar-box has 
been erected in the Strand to prevent 
dislocation of the ordinary mail service. 
I hope my i*eadei‘8 will avail tliemselvcs 
of it. 

In the first place I should take tlie 
percentage of matches in which the 
game is abandoned through rain after 
the winning side has lost the toss. 1 
should divide these by the proportion 
of those wlTich have resulted pi a di aw 
without tho intervention of rain, hut 
only in the case of both sides having 
declared their innings closed after the 
fall of tlie tenth wicket. We must 
have sporting finishes. I would then 
add the number of points thus olitained 
to the average of the batting averages 
of the losing side. We must liave all- 
round men. At this point T borrow a 
hint from “ Mathematioub ” and call 
our result so far jc. 

We now come to the consideration 
of finished matches, and I may say at 
once tliat I would ignore all finislwd 
matches that do not result in a victoi*y 
or a tie. Wo must consider the 
spectators. For matches won after 
losing tlie toss against a county stand- 
ing higher in the table of the previous 
week than the winning county — ^you 
take me ? — I would allow four points, 
less the number of inches of rain that 
fall during the match. All other vic- 
tories would count as defeats, except 
ties. In the event of a tie I would 
simply take the percentage of the pro- 
portion of wickets, and double the 
talent money. We must encourage 
our professionals. Defeats after win- 
ning the toss would be penalised in the 
sail 1 0 proportion . W e have now merely 
to multiply the last result by a?, and 
wo sliall have the final position. 

Let us see how it would work out, as 
applied to tho position given above. 
As I anticipated, Kent would still be 
top with the following record : — 

Allot Pro- Per- l>ivi- 
ment. ]>ortiou. evutago. dead. Total. 
Kent .23*17 —94 183*3 1*32345 14a*. 


The Yorkshire Evening Post quotes 
an old joke from The Wifidsor Magazine 
thus : — 

“ Officer (to men who have been grninbling) : 
There is nothing whatever tho matter with this 
soap ; I 've tasted it. 

Private: That’s just it, sir; but the cook 
w'ants to call it colfee.” 

Which makes it really quite funny again. 


TRAINING THE MIND. . ' 

It is stated in The Times that*Sir 
Arthur Quiller Couch, Mr. Max 
Pemberton, and Mr. Arthur Croxton 
have been appointed adjudicators of 
a novel competition devised* by the 
General Manager of tlie Great Western 
Eailway. Tho competition takes the 
form of three sets of twelve questions 
dealing with the country served by this 
line. 

By the exorcise of that intelligent 
anticipation for wliich he has long been 
famous, Mr. Punch is in the happy 
position of being able to lay before his , 
readers a representative selection from 
the lists of questions on which Sir 
Arthur Quiller Couch, Mr. Max 
Pemberton and Mr. Arthur Croxton 
have been called in to adjudicate. 

1. Of whom was it said that “He’s 
past ’caling and on the road to ‘un- 
well ? ” 

2. Is it true that Wagner composed 
liis famous opera, Bar FUrgemle Hol~ 
landei, on the G. W. R. ? If not, why 
not ? 

3. What high law officer sits for 

Reading, and wliat Cabinet Minister 
nearly lost him his seat? • 

4. Difterontiato between (a) bogie- 
engine, (6) bogy -man, (e) Colonel Bogey. 

5. Estimate the comparative soporific 
effect of the novels of Sir Arthur 
Quiller Couch and Mr. Max Pem- 
berton as a means of inducing sleep 
in the train, and compare tlie styles of 
“Q” and Le Qukux. 

0. Give a complete list of ilio ingre- 
dients employed in the baking of (a) a 
Bath bun, (b) a Banbury cake, (c) a 
Bath Oliver biscuit. Indicate tlie pro- 
bable results of feeding three normally 
constituted individuals for seven weeks 
on nothing but one or other of these 
comestibles. 

7. State why in your opinion corridor 
soap is by far tho best detergent to 
employ for the scouring of the White 
Horse. 

8. Write a brief history of the rise 
and decline of the foot-warmer. Say 
who invented the tea-basket, and what 
is his present income ? 

9. Translate into ordinary English 
the following : 

Eeecnee Poimo-e-c-r . 

Account for the extraordinary pro- 
#iunciation of bookstall boys and rail- 
way porters. 

10. Distinguish between the musical 
rhythm of the G. W, R. and the L. & 
N. W. R., and explain why the Midland 
always runs in triplets. 

11. State by what route Mr. Beam 
Stoker travels to Birmingham when | 
he interviews Sir Oliver Lodge, and 
explain the oonneetion between the 


if 
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^ven Sleepers of Ephesus and the 
Ba^idad Railway. 

1^ Briefly elucidate the following ; — 
{a) “ Playing billy with the labels,’* 
{h) In the presence of the passen- 
jare,” 

(r) “ Bad for the coo,” 

(f/) “Pretty Little Polly Perkins of 
Padd ington G reen . ’ ’ 

] d What is the best way of dealing 
with (n) a passenger who whistles in 
the train, (/j) a passenger vvlio uses im- 
parl ianieiitary language in a Parlia- 
mentary train, (r) a passcngoi* who has 
never heard of Mr. Max Pkmbkiiton? 

14. “ Oh, ('\er since the world began, 

Theie never was and never can 
Be such a very useful man 
As the railway porter.” 
Who wrote the above touching lyric? 
Explain why Sir Arthur Quiller 
Couch declined to include it in his 
famous anthology of English verse. 

15. Which is the more euphonious 
title, Sir .Max PjafiiERTON or Sir 
Arthur Choxton ? 

IG. What deductions are to be drawn 
as to the quality of hotels from the fol- 
lowing notices : (a) Hotel 'bus meets i 
trains, (h) boots meets trains, (c) Imtell 
porter Ineets trains, (d) hotel cabs moot 
trains on j’equest (free) ? 

17. When an Oxfoi*d undergraduate 
says that he is going to Didder, Padder, 
or Redder, what does lie moan ? 

1ft. Give the population, the leading 
hotels, and the chief olnocts of local 
interest of Little Kinihlo, Coalpit Heath, 
Ijuxidyan and Prcesgweene, and state 
what is the par score of the Par golf 
links. 

H). Distinguish between (a) a luxu- 
rious and (h) a luxinlant hotel. Is it 
wis(" to patronise a hotel which adver- 
tises a “ smoke room ” instead of a 
" smoking room ” ? 





THE INSUEEEHABLE. 

By all the floods that won’t abate. 

By all the frosts that freeze my bones. 
Hi lice summer dawned at summer’s date 
in times recalled by aged crones, 
There never fumed, I think, a flercer hate 
Than mine, just now, for Jones ! 

1 met him when the ways were mire. 
And steely ramrods struck the ground. 
And said — but no, it shan’t transpire — 
We ’ll say I simply said “ Confound ! 
This weather would provoke an angel’s 
ire.” 

And Jones — ^he smiled, the hound I 

His boots were muddied at the base, 
Andj though he held a largish gamp, 
It would not overstate the case 
To call hia trousers beastly damp : i 


A PAINFUL MISUNDERSTANDING. 

JjtphandJUi' ,SilUiUioH “I’VK CCAIK AHAIIl' iJlAT JOB WDI' WtH Al*M KM'I.K.'' 

Umployer . “Wkli., i an you no i hb woiiK''" 

Applieant {hi (jn'M alarm). “ WOKK ♦ I Tiioudiir ii was \ hmu'.mw Mm wamki 


And still heborc that smile upon his face, But NemcsiK, ye gods I May Ji^nts 
The “ footlight beauty ” stamp. be si, ruck 

With tliundcrbolls and diol 

I strove to speak him soft and bland, , , vr < i r n 
As one whose mental state ’s amiss ; ^ J ‘ ’ . * 

fiut naught could make him understand. . , ^ ° 

Immemed in ecstasies of bliss, Attend a poet » pvs v< s, 1 mve ; 

I hope it keeps like this.” HylKaid and stout. 

It seemed by some infernal luck nm iiimrinr- 

The brute had fixed on late July “ li» Holiwji n-eiwnw isiu, of udn k U ks tea 

To give his task in town the chuck inin«t«8.” • OaUp Mud, ^ ^ 

And flog a mountam^pool with fly; Yes, that 's just the sort of wenther It is. 
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BEMNANT SALE. 

GitAND Cleahanck OF Bemaindbbs 
OF THE London Season. 

Wk have on offer a large variety of 
marriageable young girls, attractive 
widows, wall -flowers (slightly soiled 
from exposure), younger sons (military 
and others), bachelor - stockbrokers, 
etc, etc, This line has failed to go off 
this season and must be cleared at a 
sacrifice. Lot 25, dark, good figure, 
splendid collection of cart\^’^ 1 eol h^ts, 
would go for anything*ovor the super- 
tax standard. Lot 49, eighteen, clover, 
tragic recitations, is going cheap 
(mother wants to get married lierself). 
Lots 81 and 82, sons of well-known 
Poor, liard up, perfect maimers and 
quarters, driven tlirough town all tliis 
season, aro open to offers from tlio 
Wild West, Lot 104, charming widow, 
in the neighbourhood of 35 ; would 
make oxosllent wife for retired business 
man ; we give with this lot a written 
guarantee of housofceeping ability and 
knowledge of Society matters. Lot 
201, “ Elsie,” female, age 21, sporting, 
reckless rider, brilliant scarlet com- 
plexion, winner of several lawn tennis 
cups, full of life and fun ; birth more 
of an object than money ; Englishmen 
only ; no agents. 

2,()QP bales sheath dresses, bow shoes 
(large sixes), canoe hats, toupees, 


transformations ; frock suits and morn- 
ing suits, fancy tics, coloured waist- 
coats, etc. Worn two or throe times 
this season, and therefore out of date, 
but will bo fashionable for the next 
throe or four years in the Midlands or 
Colonies. Also twenty-two crates of 
pageant f,ostumos. Suitable for fancy- 
dress parties in the provinces. 

Umbrellas, goloshes, etc. We liavo 
a fine selection of these articles in 
i fancy designs, as used by the leaders 
of Society during the recent glorious i 
summer w^eather. Also overcoats, 
mufflers, respirators. 

Lot 273 contains a largo variety 
of second-hand political programmes, 
ameiuhiients, private members’ bills, of 
no further use to their owners, but 
invaluable to provincial orators, aldor- 
nuni, chairmen and others. Can easily 
be brusliod up as good as now. 

Academy landscapes. A large lot of 
those have failed to go off, and must be 
sacrificed. Suit retired manufacturer. 
Also job lot of portraits (misfits),* 
recommended to families commencing. 
Pedigrees and coats -of -arms can be 
made to match. 

Portrait of a Lady who has got the 
Vote. 

“ Ohandu’s inotlicr looked upwarba with 
niingled joy and regiairaliou iu her eyes.” — 
MmJbay (jr(mUe, 


TO MLLE. KAE8AV1NA. 

{Suggested bjf the artieh in “ Tf^e Tunes " of 
hUy 18, ^‘Jf Favlova had luver dmicuL") 

My grandsire chatting witli a cron> , 
Grows lyrical on Taglioni, 

On Fanny Ei/Hsler, Ceiuto, 

And other stars of long ago. 

Of late our journalistic Jove a 
Laudation printed on Pavlova, 

And many johnnies have been mashed 
On the resilient Lydia KvAstn’. 

Others, again, extol con buo 
Thedamo whose name begins with Preo, 
Or in effusive accents laud 
Their Isadora or their Maud, 

While many of us, very many, 

Are loyal to the only Gen6e. 
Comparisons, we know, are odious 
And tend to make life unmelodious , ] 

But Punch declares he ’s never seen a t 
More fascinating ballerina | 

Than the enclianting Karsavina. j 


“She wore a wreath of white heatiicr and 
orange blossom, and carriod a full shower 
bouquet, composed of white orchids, liUos-of- 
the- valley, orange blossom, and white heather, 
caught iq* Vk ith bridegroom’s pareuls.” 

Surrey Mirror, 

Eather showy. 

The Oxford Manner. 

“ He took Liteinl Humaniores at Gmats.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EvrnA<'rEn ikom hie Diary of Tory, M.P. 

Jionsti of Lot (is, Monday, July IH. 
In OiUlery aasigncil to use of Voroign • 
Dipioinattt sit five youn^ .)apau(*se, 
cinissanoB of an ancient J0n)i)iro vvhicli, 
aft(M' sleeping through centuries, has 
wakinetl to enjoy the cold hath of 
Western civilisation. Tliey (lesiro to 
learn everything that is to be known. 
Just now are bent on mastering secrets | 
of the Mother of Pailianienhs wlio 
ovci looks and guides tlie destinies 
of considerable portion of the 
glol)(‘. Accordingly here they are, ' 
ohsoi vant, alert, and (to begin with) ' 
interested. ' 

III anticipation of debate on i 
Tcnitoiial Forces, opened by tliat 
warrior hohl, Lord Poktsmouth, 
House 1 ‘atlicr fulloi tliau usual. 

Hut army must stand aside while 
Diseases ol .\nimals (No. 2) Bill ' 
goes tiu’ough Committ(*e 'JJiis tlio 
measure noted a foitniglit ago in 
hands oi S^Yn and Skijo. Nomi- 
nally still in his charge But 
(UuHiNirroN and Deuby on Front 
Hen(d«^s on either sale ol the 
'fable havi', afU'r the manner of 
Melanchoh', marked it for their 
ov\n. Whilst reputed jiaient sits 
sih'ut on hack Ix'tich, the I'lails in 
swilt succMission swoop down and * 
peck at his haph'ss juogeny. 

fioid (/luiiiman of (kjmnnttei’s, 
H\ni-’<mi< or BiuOiKKai, takes the 
(;Jh lir, /’/re Onsj.ow, gone a-hathmg 
m ('ontmental lesoits. Supremo 
judiievement foj Loan Chaikman, 
higlicst maikol heaveii-horn capa- 
city foi tlie post, is to rattle tliroui^h 
r.m ‘udments in briefest sjiact? of 
IniK’ Ju tins Ckumnons amend- 
meuts are sometimes debated. i 
Necessurv, thevetore, tliat they i 
should 1)'* suhmitti'd m articulate , 
touu, lu tin; Jjords such jnejudice ' 
is in most cases unknown. As an 
suuopliine attempts to circle mea- 
suied course in minimum ol time, so 
an ordinary Bill in cliarge of private 
Mt'inher is mshed througli Committee 
in fewest moments possible. Onslow 
hail Jong innings. Balfour of Buu- 
LEiiiH admits he did pretty well. Now 
they bliould hear and see something. 

What the Japs in the ( lallery, audihlv 
indrawing their breatli in excit(=iment oi 
moment, saw and heaid vs as after this 
manner : 

Derby rises from hunt Opposition 
bench and makes inaudible remark. 
Lord Chairman, as if touched by secret 
spring, rises and utters the following 
incantation. “ Olause-l-Page-l-line-S- 
al ter - accept - insert- as-in-this-Act-pro- 


vided - the - question - 1 - have - to-put - is - 
that-the-woi'ds-hc-hcre- inserted -those- 
of - that - opinion - say - content - tho-con - 
trary-not-content-l-think-the-coiitonts- 
have-it.” 

From other side of table up gets 
Carrinoton, emulative of the inaudi- 
bility of the Earl of Derby. Effect on 
Loud Chairman equally prompt. Drawn 
up to full height he remarks, "Page- 
1 - line - 8 - leave - ont - place - and - insert - 
port - the - question - 1 - liave - to - put - is - 
that- the- words-proposed -to-lx*-lef t-out- 
stand-part- of - the-question-those - that- 




f m 


“TIuii w.uiiMi ln»ld Puitt'iiiontli.” 

are - of - thal - opinion - say- content - the- 
contrary-not-contont- 1 - 1 liink - the - not - 
contents-have-it." 

At this formula there is, by excep- 
tion, some slight stir among noble 
Lords. Fancy they catch in shibboleth 
of Lord Chairman soniething that 
sounds like “ insert port.” That way 
of putting it is certainly unusual. It 
may be hospitably meant, but is a little 
abrupt. Besides, it’s rather early in 
the afternoon for that sort of thing. 
Moreover than which there ai« neither 
decanters nor glasses on the table. 
Evidently a misapprehension. 

None about new clause inserted at 
instance of Carrington providing tliat 


”Jn this Act the tatproHsum horse in- 
cludes ass and mule/' M'hat finished 
Lord Derby, Hitherto, wit h the authiu 
of the Bill in the liaekgroliiid KAYB-ing 
nothing, rea^ to Bele ailythiug, ho 
had run neA and neck witJi 
earl opposite. But, you know, wlun 
it comes to aflirming m Act of Parlia 
ment that a horse is an ass. and eke a 
mule, the limit is passOd, 

So Derby gives in; Bill (hmugh 
(<omln^t,t(H^ and tho five Japanese feel 
Ihisir way out into the open air in 
liopclcssly da/;ed condition, 

doitf*. DisiMiHSH of 
\nimalH (No. 2) Bill through Com- 
mitlec. 

llousv (f ('oinmouH, I'ttpuhiy, - 
House up at thwo <i‘doek this 
morning. Even then entbusiasts 
in pnldic service tlmughi It unduly 
curly. Might as wt'll sit another 
hour or so. Pushed patriot ie ob- 
jection to point of division. 

This sadly mismanaged Uaie 
opjiortunity of illustrating fitness 
ol things ignoml. In division list 
circulated to-day nainos given of 
49 voting in fauiur of ElIbvnk’s 
motion for adjournment. BiMieat h 
IK set forth in tabular foim the 
solilary “No” - J. A. Jaokuivn. It 
is adiled '• U'ellers for the No Mr. 
Remnant and Viscount Dal- 

HYMBLM.” 

Of com so Jackson should liave 
been one of tho Tollem, and Hem- 
NANT sole representative of Oppo* 
hition. However, came to same 
tiling in end. Thoro being only one 
^ remnant found in “No” Isvhhy 
r) Speaker declares “tpho Ayes” hml 
it and so home to Invd. 

JluMUPHs (ion(>. ~ Supply closured, 
w Thutsday, - Hevolt of Scottish 
^ Memh(*rs. They demand head of 
r SEciiKTAin OF Sta'I’E, w'lu'tlver on 
charger i^r not imniateriul so 
that thoy get it.. Dewar opened 
‘ attack all(‘giug that condition of 
ati'aiis consequent on admims 
1 rat ion ol Hc«»tch Ollice has 
brought about what might have heiMi 
regarded as anthmetically imp(»H-iihli\ 
III South List parish rates amoivU to 
23.^. 4d. in ilic 2(h’. Od.l What hurt 
Scotch Memheis c-ven more than this 
parochial puz;/le was the hid, that they 
could not get at the HcmiErAtn „of 
State in flesh ITikI blood. Being a 
Peer he is Heatinl in vvliat wo call 
“ another place.” 

Effect upon Vlimuhs (Ilbophah 
heartbreaking. Something of tlio wail 
of tho pibroch in his voice istB he 
cried aloud, “What I want to know 
is where is tho Hfiretvwy for 
Scotland?” 

“Order I Order I” inteiTupfeil the 




PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHAEIVARI. 


[July 27 ,. 1910 . 


inexorable Ohaibmtan. “ That has no- 
thing to do with this vote.” 

“ Cannot we,” pleaded Alphkus in 
voice that would ^have moved the 
sympathies of any hut Chaibman op 
Ways and Means — “cannot we ask 
somebody why the Secbetaey fob 
Scotland is not in the House of Com- 
mons ? ” 

A practical-minded Scot suggested 
tliat it was because he was in the 
House of Lords; Alphkus Cleophas 
sat down to ponder over the matter 
put in that way. 

This made opening for Tullibardine, 
late of the Black Watch, one of the 
forlorn hope of Scotch Unionists in 
present House. Nuts for him to find 
Radical pack of britlier Scots in full 
cry after a Secretary of State. I'ound- 
ing a\vay on the same track Tullibar- 
dine paused a moment to remark, “The 
mental pliotograph the people of Scot- 
land will retain of the Secrrtauy of 
Scotland will bo in close juxtaposition 
to the nine of diamonds.” 

This observation tlirow a gloom over 
the company. Evidently 
meant sometiiing. Pos- 
sibly, even probably, it was 
a joke. Anyhow, had effect 
of paralysing the proceed- 
ings, Committee gratefully 
making for Division Lobby. 

Walking through, the 
Member for Sark, from 
whom no secrets are hid, 
explained that the nine of 
diamonds was the card 
upon which, according to 
tradition, the Master of 
Stair wrote the order for 
the massacre of Glencoe. 
Thenceforth, to this day, 
the card is known as the 
curse of Scotland. If Tul- 
libardine had, plump and 
plain, alluded to Pentl^nd 
by that name, lie would liave 
been called to order. As it 
was ho shot his dart, and 
while Chairman was won- 
dering what it might portend 
he had safely resumed his 
seatj assured that by-and- 
by, upon duo inquiry and 
reflection, the arrows would 
rankle in Uie wound. 

As Sark says, that ’s the 
worst of these Sootbhmen. 

Even when they make a 
joke they go about it in such 
business-like fashion that 
no one suspects their pur- 
pose until it is irretrievably 
eflected. 

litmness done. Appro- 
priation Bill read Second 
tipae. ^ 



‘•Jfuls for Tullibardine.” 
(The Mai-iptis of Tullibardine.) 





^*The Bocrotary for Scotland in close juxtaposition to the ninael’ 
diamonds.” 


ijLord Pentknd strolling in Glencoe with the latefuf card.) 


LINKS WITH A PAST. - 
The instances appearing in *The 
Times and The Westminster Gazette of 
living people who form interesting 
“ links with the past ” (writes a corres- 
pondent whose word we never have 
any reason not to doubt) can be added 
to from my own experience. For I am 
myself a link, and do not care to be 
missing from this symposium. 

I am a Welshman (with profound 
apologies). A few days ago I stood on 
the famous golf links at Aberllanstyd- 
fairfechan. X was in the land of my 
fathers, and on tliis very spot stood 
one of the most illustrious of the Ap 
Jenkinses in a.d. 842. 

I held a club in my liand. So did 
my dear old ancestor, the great Ap 
Jenkins, in a.d. 842. 

I swung the club above my shoulder; 
and tliough this, be it remembered, 
happened in the year a.d. 1910, a very 
similar action on the part of old 
Ap might have boon observed by you 
had you chanced to bo passing the 
place in a.d. 84‘X 

With the club I felled a 
T man --a fair-haired, bluo- 
, . eyed Saxon, who was going 

round in front of me. My 
famous ancestor did much 
the same thing with ins 
club, in A.D. 842. The 

Q uestion of accident and 
osign does not affect tlio 
remarkable coincidence. 

The Saxon seized a 
small lump of flint and 
liurled it at me ; just us 
in the brave old days to 
which I have already re- 
ferred the Saxon tluow' a 
small lump of flint at my 
respected forefather. 

And it would ho a v<!iy 
difficult thing to prove that 
it teas not the saiiut piece of 
Jhnt that was used on both 
occasions. 

But bore the parallel is 
broken, for the Saxon of 
old missed my forbear in 
A.D. 842. 

Athletics. 

Kelt' Lonff Juw}* Jiocord. 

“ Of a Hitddon the cap- 

tain, who at the time Avas on tlio 
luidge, juniiKsd with » warn ng 
about to tlic engine room.” 

Iriisfi liuiqM'mlent, 


“The want of sufficient mois- 
ture is in a largo lueosuro duo to 
the shortage of straw.” 

^ Aberdeen Daity Joumml. 
There must be a lot of straw 
going about in London. 
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THE PETROL HABIT. 


JWir <*havjf(‘ur {lo Cmchmah v'ho has md hiia at fJir statimt). “Cak’t JsTyi* iiKUt 
7 U’KMV FlVlfi AV IIOlMJ, NO FAK 


Why Kiioi'i.K YOU? Hiiu'h HAftc.iv imhnq 


THE BALANCE OF FATE. 

Whrn Uie Arcadian pondered a journey, 

When ho made plans for a primitive jaunt, 

First — tlie Olympic opinion to learn — ho 
Sougiit some oracular haunt ; 

Straight he 'd propound 'mid tlie vapour and smoke his 
Queries on Thrace, or the batiiing where Phocis 
Fronted the sea ; 

Tlier would the Oracle answer, and pocket his fee I 

I, when my head whirls with holiday notions 
(Ever it does when July 's on the run). 

When I must choose between ozones and oceans* 
Alpenstock, golf club and gun, 

When I 've to settle, for worse or for better, 

Where 1 'm to go when I shake off the fetter — 
Westmoreland’s lakes 

Or Interlaken, to llkley or sulphurous Aix — 


Shall it be salmon and grouse or the Channel 
(Windy, the dock at a douce of a slo|)e), 

Hanging in heavy and sea-sodden flannel, 

Hard on some oddly-named rope V 
Shall it be trampin); on Alp, orjn Arden, 

Rooms up the river (with boat and with garden). 
Healthfully^ brown, 

Or must I, pallid and penniless, stay on in Tou ii ? 

So, ere I order tbo style of rny going. 

So, ere my final arrangomentH art> planned, 

I must bow down in tlio houHo of the knowing 
God of the Cash that ’» in liaiul. * 

Deep in his temple of calf-skin he ’» lurking, 

Weaving the web of ray Dfjstiny’s wtuking, 

Grave and sedate, * 

Holding the balance — tbo crude, caiMlit llalanco oC l%tot 


A Conference Chorus, 


1, T repeat, when these fancies approach me, 

Fain for a Pythian utteranoe too, 

Keen on oracular guidance to coach me, 

Turn, oh my Pass Book, to you ; 

^holl I, rocailmg extravagotiiwanos, ^ 

Rollick around Gontiniiintal chinos, 

Orshalllst^y ' - . ^ ^ 

Cheaply to Boumemoutfa or Buxton or Birchington Bay? monotonous jjj-qq of his yew boots oh tha pavomu#. 


For (ulvanced Hadicnls, 

We w^ant the repoii; of the Eight, 

And WK won't wait I 

“The long, smooth m-jip of the tyre gliding cu r the 
,ruo Duislo to the tmined ear of the Mot(N*iHt." >» “ 3 ^ 

The wretched pedestrian has to contK^# lumself mtb the 

^ ill i.:,. 
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She. Yes, we have one. 
He, What is it? 

She. A Deinhard. 

He. Yes, 1 know them. 


I have a 


OUR INTiaiGENT TAiLE-TAUC 

gcBNia — Dinner. 

He. Taxis are wondsjfful things,' 
ai^n’t they? Only twenty minutes ! friend who has one. Pretty useful, 
ago I was dressing in the Temple, and | aren’t they ? 
here I am in time. | She. Ours is all right, I think. 

She. Yes, indeed : wonderful. i He. Do you ever feve ? 

He. They have completely revolu- 1 She. Oh, no. 
tionised London life. Three or four He. I think you ought. I think 
yeoi’s ago, before they came in, I should driving is half the fun. Lots of women 
have had to leave at a quarter-past drive now. You ’d soon learn, 
six at least. She. My father would never let me, 

She. By the way, when did they I ’m sure, 
come in ? He. That 's right. I ’m glad you ’re 

He. What a funny thing ! I . was taking some of that. Now you '11 fed 
asking that question only to-day. better. There 's nothing like eating to 

She. How remarkable! ’ But how pull one l^gether. Much better than 
often that happens — that the same drinking. About taxis, tho® difficulty 
subject crops up on the same day. is to learn them. 1 mean just what 
Almost uncanny, 
isn’t it? But what 
was the answer you 
got? 

He. It was at 
lunch. A lot of 
men were there. 

No one seemed to 
know exactly, but 
wo decided it was 
either in 1907 or 8. 

She. Not earlier? 

I should have 
thought it was 
earlier. I remem- 
ber going home 
from the theatre 
in a motor cab 
over BO long ago. 

He. Ah, yes, that 
was one of those 
first ones — electric 
cabs. They had to 
take them off be- 
cause they couldn’t 
climb PitisJohn’s 
Avenue. 

She. It is steep, isn't it ? But how they can do. 



"Hallo, Aunty 1 this is no place foe you, you know, but since you’eb hebb 

WHAT 's YOUE POISON I ” 


One so often arrives 
delightful at tbe top. We all went up too^ early where one never used to, 
to see the comet. 

He. Bather a fraud, wasn’t it? I 
wonder where it is now. No one seems 
to be able to give one any exact informa- 
tion! Did you have a good view ? 

She. No, not very. But it was 
tiirilUng to get even that. 


just because one doesn’t know their 
speed. 

She. Yes, that is so, isn’t it ? 

He. And then, of course, there ’s the 
risk of a block. 

She. Yes, of course. 

He. I suppose you’ve seen the 


He. xou should have had some of Bussian dancers ? 
this fish, it's jolly good. I like fish She. Oh, yes. We’ve been to them 
done with mushrooms. all, I think. 

She. Yes. But I 'm not hungry He. Which do you like best ? 
this evening. She. Well, it *s very irregular, 1 

He. Aren’t you ? I’m sorry. I ’m know, but I like the Coliseum ones the 
always hungry in other people’s best. 

houses. He. Do you really? That’s very 

She. How delightful I I wish I was. strange. Every one seems to rave 
Tell me, have you a motor? only about the Palace lot. I haven’t 

Hs^AHave 1 ! Great heavdns, no. seen the others. I pr^er a 
Ho^aneh luck. I get a ride now^nd She. Of course; so dol. But I love 
Have you one? , good dancing too. 


He. Have you seen PriedUa JBimi 
Away^ ’ 

She. Yes. It’s very amusing, isn’t 
it? 

He. PearfuUy good. 

She. Did you read the novel ? 

He. No, I didn't. But I read The 
Caramners by the same author. 

She. Oh, yes, I read that. 

He. Bipping, wasn’t it ? 

She. Pearfully amusing, I thought. 

[And so on through the gamut, 

THE NEXT XI, 

By Odo Bagoett. 

Twenty-nine members of the Aca- 
demic Gonmiittee have now been 
elected (including the famous author 
Mr. HAiiDANE), and how to bring up 
the total to tlie 
required forty is 
tho problem of 
those gentlemen. 
How, indeed? — for 
in electing the 
necessary eleven 
they will be re- 
jecting the eleven 
thousand ani elev- 
en, and perhaps 
more, England be- 
ing at this moment 
a feverishly literary 
island, overrun 
with Immortals, or 
the next thing to 
them. 

But why fix on 
forty ? It is mere- 
ly a derivative 
notion, drawn from 
our lively neigh- 
bours. Why not 
fifty- two, or one 
Immortal for every 
week in the year? 
Or sixty, or seventy, or eighty ? There 
is an Eighty Club, However, if forty 
is the prescribed limit, let us think about 
the missing eleven alphabetically. 

A, Mr. ibuPBED Austin is in, or we 
should have suggested him. AiiGBRNONj 
Ashton ? This man of letters has, like 
his illustrious confrere^ the Laureate; 
the merit of doubling the A. 

B. There are five B.’g, but not the' 
^atest of them all — Hr. Babbie. 
Haven’t they heard of him ? He wrote' 
The Little Minister and Peter Pan^ 
He’s really quite good. Not such a 
good writer as Mr, Haluane, of course, 
but quite good. And Mr. BibbeXiL is 
almost as witty and allaring a writer 
as the Jfreat War Minister too. 

C. Qv K. 0. can nefver have been 
overlooked before. 

D, Sir OoKAK ? ‘ Surely Sir Ooban 

is worthy. ; 
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Whikt about Estabiiook» the pen- 
mak«r ? These johnnies would be 
nowlbre without pens. 

jp. ^‘Mr. Ebohmahn represents" — 
Xiterattire. 

O. John Gai*bwobthy ? He, too, is 
as much of an autimr as Mr. Haldahb, 
anyway. We vote for GAnswonTHV. 

if. Mas not a shy, restrained hand 
been enquiring lately into the genius of 
SHAKBPBABia ? Our own vote would 
be for Mr. W. H. Hudson ; but they ’ve 
probably never heard of him. 

/. Since Chesterton goes in under 
C’, IIadl Caine may be allotted this 
modest initial. 

J. Henry Arthur, we sympathise 
with you, 

K. Just think of forgetting the mar- 
vellous youth who lived to middle age. 
Not a hint of Kipling in the list. 

L. No doubt here. The friend of 
princes and ally of kings! William 
Le Queux. Oh, ho ’s groat I 

M. Viscount Midleton was not 
wliolly despicable as a War Minister. 

N. There is no doubt about N. Ask 
tliG Man of Kent. The Rev. Sir 
William Bobebtbon Njcoll was 
Biinply born for the place. 

O. We have rather a weakness — not 
wholly dry-eyed - for the name of 
Oliver Onions. 

J^ Impossible to improve on the pre- 
sent P. 

Q. Wo must stretcli a point bore and 
go for tlie initial. Rise, Sir Arthur 
Thomas Quiller-Couuh ! 

Ji. Sonietliing must be done to 
balance the Trans Atlantic vagueness 
and shrinking delicacy ,of Mr. Henry 
James. So let *& have Teddy. 



S, G. B. 8. ? To think of his wdful 
woeful exclusion! H not in tho first 
twenty-nine, how can lie consent to be 
added? And C. K. S. of The Hpiiere^ 
the modem Cato and guardian of all the 
Muses, You can’t overlook C. K. S., 
even if you try. ^ut if you’re wise 
you won’^t try. 

T, Tuppmr ’s dead. That ’s awkward. 

U, What about Upward? He ought 
to have got to the top by now. 

K. Tills is a walk over for H. A. 
Vaohbll. 

W, Inquire at The Pines, Putney, 
when} wonder at otnission must have 
been renascing hourly. Watts-Dun- 
TON ? ran the old question. Let ** One 
of the Forty " be the ^lad reply. , 

X, This ia very delicate ground. 

Y, You-rrOrme? 

if. (See X) 

in a i^op window : 

OoSTtnilW ClOtANlKU 
SxVRBAL TtMUW WEEKLY^ 

Vmee ei mm t&eim^ez, as a wcll- 
khown restaurant says. 




THE DAY OF THE SHORT MAN. 


THB RESORT. 

The action alleged to concern 
itself with the supply of cool to various 
public institutions, but consisted for 
the most part of arguments between 
counsel as to what was material and 
what was not. When counsel really 
get to work, it is surprising what a lot 
of things there am which must and 
must not be gone into, and what a lot 
of masons there are wliy.,one must not 
or must go into them, The jury and 
other court loafers could, of course, go 
to sleep, but the judge had to keep 
awake and rule on eai^ matter as it 
arose'. Keeping awake after lunch is 
a venr unhesdthy and irritating process. 

There the order ol fhe Bushbury 
Corpprtktion,** si^ ^c^sel lor the 
plaihtitf. 


“That," said tiio judge, "we can 
leave," 

" There is tlic onlcr of the Bilhwoke 
Schools," said counsel for tho defendant. 

“With that, too," said tho judge, 
“ wo are not <jtmoornod," 

“ There is the CodHaJJ Urban BistH'lct 
Electricity Denarii umit," said mulnsel 
for the plaintitl. 

“Into that alM0«" sai*! fclio judge, 
“we need not enqiiim.” * 

“There is the ttliifnal Liinaijc Aky- 
lum," said counscJ fnr tlie defen^nt, 

The judge moved in his sfiat. ^ Yes," 
he said, “ I suppose we shall to 
go into that." | 

“ Left AuKlftift mntn liHi 

Any sex for ut« as l#kg as therifs not 
too much mustardi 
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Messrs. Constablk put The Duke's Price at six shilling. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. Sir W. S, Gilbert once assessed the commodity at a 

/Tj TIT n !• Qt T ^ \ penny, but because prices are higher in 

(Hij Mr. Ptiiwh . htaff of LnoncA Clerks.) and millionaires’ daughter, cannot reckon Si half- 

Mu. Fr^nk T. latest book, Told in the Doj pence, was prepaied to pay a few million dollars. By 

Watches (Smith, FLJ>hia7, is a miscollaneous collection of this outlay and a ceremony or two she expected to buy 
essays and yarns, of which some idea can be gathered from outright the body and sOul of M. le due de Longtour. If 
a few' of the titles : The Bengal Pilot Service,” “ On this was bad finance, the duke was equally wrong in sup- 
Bobinson Crusoe,” “ The Making of a Merchant Service posing that in exchange for his title he W'as going to get 
Officer,” “ My Oats,” “ The Bast Haunt of Shanghaiing,” the heart as w^eU as the hand of the beautiful lady in the 
“ The Tightest Place I ever was in,” “ On Unknow'n Seas.” big hat, wliose picture appears on the cover. Fortunately 
The subjects which these suggest will, I am sure, bo tliere are always the authors, who will see that their 
sufficiently alluring to readers who know' Mr, Bullen's puppets don’t get married unless it is good for them, 
touch. To those who do not one may say that he has in Dkmktiu and Kenneth Brow n do not leave their com- 
an exceptional degree that gift of spinning yarns which is morcial couple at the church door to adjust accounts for 
supposed to be the possession of all sailormen, but so tliemselves. They arrange an engaging programme of 
seldom stands, as his can, the test of pen and ink. The | problematic events and introduce them to a lot of very 
essays in this volume are all, of course, the fruit of actual bright and unscrupulous w'orldlings, who do their best to 
experience, and I take it that the yarns ure too. Certainly procure a separation, but only achieve a closer and less 
they arc almost too strange, some of tiiojn —and notably “The sordid dnion. There is also in this book a good, deal of 
Pentathlon Affair ” — to . - ^ n ki a - irlf Avmjif.i An 


make plausible tictfon 
Others of them appear 
to be pure invention- — 
and that of the best — 
until one is pulled up 
by some little paren- 
thetic suggestion that 
the author is writing 
of people he has met. 
A good many readers 
prefer made-up stories 
to true ones, because 
true stories frequently 
tail off into a stodgy 
sort of conclusion. 
There is nothing of 
that kind about Mr. 
Bullrn’s. 

Ethel Coliu kn 
Maynk luis called her 
book by a quaint and 
enigmatical title, 
Thintjs Thai No One 
Telk (Chai'Man and 
Hall). If I imder- 



Tutni Fn ' rnff . “Ani» what is aitis»’' 

Fttnilir. ‘\Ni»0 rH-sTY, W'l’ ItALIlUOUM an’ YVASII-UASIN UHl l’ Mivr MO\r. 
t’ NANtiAHV ArrmnaTiKs." 


valuable' information 
about hearts/’ which 
may be rekd w'ith ad- 
vantage by others than 
dukes and duchesses. 
One matter of com- 
plaint only I found, 
and that was the slip- 
shod American spelling. 
Every moment I ex- 
pected to be totd that 
what is alw’ays over- 
looked in tiiese matri- 
monial negotiations is 
the simple element of 
Inv. 

I suppose The lioyal 
Anun'icam (Constabi.e) 
is a novel, but in read- 
ing it I seemed less to 
be getting along with 
a moving story tlian to 
be stopping, overseas, 
in the society of a 
New England family, 
very much alive, if 


stand them rightly, tbs eleven Tiunys that make up the 1 to no particular purpose, in the troublous years round 
volumeare just thosesliglitand inbiiiuitooxporienceh, absuixl 1 175(). It will be some time before I forgot Colonel 
or tender, w'bicb it needs some momout of unusual confi- 1 Yelverton, quixotic widower and stout Tory; his pretty 
dence to draw from their subject. I almost feel, indeed, j daughter Catherine, bom to be loved by a better than 
after heaving them, as though Miss Maynr had unkindly Francia the Quaker, xvho bound her by a secret engage- 
betrayed for my benefit eleven most interesting secrets, meat but bad not the pluck to go through with the 
Not but that “ unkindly ” is the last adjective to be applied risks and responsibilities of marriage; Charlotte, adopted 
with propriety to her style of doing so. On the contrary, daughter of the Colonel and suspect of the local scaudal- 
the delicate sympathy of the book is its greatest charm ; mongers ; and Bassy Dunbar, sound, if mistaken, hero, 
it is all told in an undertone, a gentle whisper, between It will not be long, however, before I forget what became 
smiles a»4 pauses. I shall not tell you what the Things of them all, and I shall never be quite clear whether 
ar§, bedause that you will enjoy ever so much more from they occurred in my own life, or in histo^, or in the 
Miss Mayne herself? Most of them are concerned, natu- novel that Mary Qallock Foote wrote. that you 

rally, with the emotions — a romance that came to nothing, must judge the book. It is po crisp narrative ‘'directed 
a peraonal problem that was never w'hoUy solved, and the to ahy Carnatic climax. It is just a slice out of life, 
like — the little secret memories of eveiy * life ; and one is wherein you are often at a loss to understand the motives, 
a short gho^t-tale that for quiet horror is worthy of any and never from first to laut know which of the events 
of the acknowledged masters in this kind. Taken to- that are happening are going to be the decisive ones. For 
gethei-, these Things That No One Tells form a ooLlec- myself I found the leisurely reading of it a cool, refreshing 
tion of such unusual quality a.s to make me very glad draught, If it was a little long, iliis is not the season to 
that Miss Mayne has given the lie to her own label, and be complaining of the length of draughts, provided they be 
told them. ^ good draughts. 
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* OHARIVARiA. 

Coronation Proclamation refers 
to th^ members of the House of Lords 


Upon the ojcoasion of his visit to 
Belfast the Chairman of the Junior 
Institute of Engineers said, we are told, 

„„ “that at the present time the eyes of 

as “Our right trusty Counsellors.*^ An the world were upon Messrs. Hai^nd 
advaiiOed Liberal informs us that the and Wolff because they were doing 
oorreefc pronunciation of these words is something which had never been done 
“ Our right rusty Counsellors.” before. They were constructing the 

two largest vessels that bad ever been 
“ The proposal to admit women to built.’* Our memory may be at fault, 
the Wesleyan representative session,” but we thought that this kad been done 
says the Bev. Dinsdale Youno. “is un- before. 
scriptural, unecclesiastical, imniothodi- ‘ ^ 

cal, unseemly, and untimely.” Are we “ Carry on f ” says The Observer^ “is 
right, then, m understanding that the the sailor’s watchword.” Jack's capa-^ 
Rev. Mr. Young does not favour the city for carrying on is no doubt respon- 
projoct ? — I 

Tho opinion in 
schoolboy circles is 
that the proposal 
of The Lancet to 
the effect that the 
summer holidays 
should be extended 
to three months is 
good as far as it ^ 
goes, and should be i 
accepted as a 
temporary instah 
rnent of justice. 

We are glad to 
hear that u Con- 
temporary Art 
Society has been 
formed to purcliase 
tlio works of living 
artists for our pub- 
lic galleries. As a 
young lady points 
out. it is almost in- 
credible that there 
should not be a 

Louis Wain at the ^ ^ ^ 

National Gallerj'. . 

, j TceMnf Tracff/ir {unmm'iinai «/ the I'uilmiif tutfier m Jfm\t of him), 

ivioreover, tne thkae pools laucjhino at, I wokpeb ? ” 

recent sale at 

Christie’s proves that it is not only sible for the widespread lielief that he 
the very Old Masters who prove a has a wife in every port, 
good investment. The Alexander 

Young Masters also fetched sensa- At the British Medical Congress it 
tional prices. was pointed out that, in view of tlie 

dwindling birth-rate, the conservation 
Meanwhile it is good to reflect that of existing lives was more important 
Tuuneb now is also among the angels, than ever, and that more attention 
Anyhow, he has got a wdiole wing to ought to be paid to such babies as are 
himself at the Tate. born. It is thought that, as a result 

of this hint, arrangements may be 
The bogus baron, Edwabd von Wes- ►made for every new arrival to be greeted 
TEENHAGEN, who was found guilty of formally by me Mayor of the district 
bigamy and fraud, has written to the in state, who will express the wish that 
Home Secbetaev asking to be allowed it flnds the arrangements for its 
to appeal on the ground that his trial leception quite satisfactory, 
w*^ treated humorously in court. Our 

joking judges are awaiting the Home Hearing that our 97th Begiment is 
^Iboretabv's decision with some known as “The Sky BlUes” (to dis- 
axixiety. tinguish them' the oi^nary Blues) 



V iin 




M 


a foreign visitor rema^id Wiat Ije M 
no idea that our Afmybad 
so far in aeronauties;, 

' By the way, tlw statement at 

tho Boumemoutli Aviation Meeting, 

British aem|l!anes and motGinneent^i ’ 
only IlflO out ft a tcdal of ovev 
prize money, is not eon^it^ fli^also 
succeeded in oarrjdng off oaMly 1^100 
in competitions Dp®i only to 
aeroplanes and motors. Ilam the 
foreigners w'ere nowhere. 

Still this talk of Cadence 1 Tim 

Beoorder at the Old Bailey esinvaaeii 

grave aouhU last 

week as to the 

truth nowadays of 
the old saying, 

, “ Honour among 

* thieves.” We did 

think that our 

oriminals, at any 

rate, were not de-* 
teriorating. 








Among other 
news of hnimrtance ' 
last week* c|me the 
startling ibhunna- 
tion that the 
men who cleim the 
flues of the l^iplar 
dust destHiciur are 
to be paid -hall’ a- 
crown a d«^ each 
as “dirty nuSitey.” 
For ourseU'eS we 
prefer the f»Ul4ash- 
loned ex|Uvssion, 
“filthy lucre.” 


“Kvwy Kh> j 

utU lie guRrRnl4»c*() 1 
u mu coiiUtiUoUHly fi»r | 
• 100 houra witluait u | 

* — stn|»jiage, and each rue* ! 

tonior will ho iu\ jtf<l to «►•(* his enjrftte awi i 

ouUiehonoK.”~..‘tf/rt. 

You should take a packet of eattil- i 
wiches witli you. , 

“W^Uy, iliay wo iwk, wai» * 

Hiu'oly not ouo still, a oollogo student /’ * 

The ^ 

We cannot pretend to underataad this | 
question, but we do know that ’t*oly- 
jphomus never took a degitse # any 

“The AJayor askod the FooHe tO 
the Ootinoli would lie glad timl 
saw any daiua^d being nattiviitted tnifw-eeatii 
on the reruvatton ground, they uduld Msd the 
sauu'.”— *C?fliw6nV/^ Chmli^, * 

This is the chaiioe Idi n hfHlme ^ the 
boy with the new 17 


I 
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I’lK IMAYbl* l'<«iUrBBN. tIuW fclANY HANK YoUf” 


“TNVKI.\B. 


Mnk‘1. “Hnr is that tofSTiMi au. the aik ktuourm? *' 


PALFREY’S TORTOISE. 

Palfrey', the only man in the firftice 
wlio does not play golf, and is not ad- 
dicted to any form of exercise, except 
with a paper-cutter, has acquired a 
tortoise. He has been interviewed as 
to his reasons for this rash act, and 
has denied (1) that he wanted it to go 
country walks with ; (2) that he w'anted 
bomething to love him unselfishly and 
without any fuss ; (H) that he coiifused 
it with a mongoose, and tliought it 
would kill rats , (4) that ho believed 
toi toises moult every year, and had a 
scheme to use its discarded shells, 
silver • mounted, us wetlding- presents. 
Palfrey explained that he took the 
tortoise home with him from motiv'es 
of humanity. It had escaped from a 
shop, and had been arrested for loiter- 
ing by a policeman who proposed to 
send it to the Cat and Dog Home, 

“ Hardly a suitable place, constable,” 
said Palfrey, mildly. “ Don’t > ou thinic 
it would feel lonely there ? ” 

“ It could share a cell wdth a tortoise- 
shell cat,” said thq constable. 

“ If I take charge of it and advertise 
it, ^^dl that be all right ? ” 

So Palh’ey became possessor of the 
tortoise at the cost of a shilling to thej 
policeman and an eighteen-penny adver- ' 


tiseinent, whicli nobody ansNvei'ed, that 
if not claimed within six days the 
animal would be sold to defi-ay expenses. 

This is Palfrey’s account of the 
transaction. But I have reason to 
Ijelieve that ho bought the tortoise, 
spot cash, for a shilling, because he 
had just taken up gardening and hud 
read somewhere that a tortoise is 
almost indis{)ensahle to kill slugs. But 
he has been no more fortunate than 
the man who bought a quantity of a 
much-advertlsetl insect powder and jmt 
it down for Ixietles. They finished 
what ho put down, and came hack, 
with more beetles, for a .second helping. 
The grocer who siipplied the powder 
seemed puzzled for a moment. Then 
the true explanation occurred to him. 
** You must have the wTOng kind of 
lieetle in .your house, Sir. Tliat ’s how 
i it is.” Well, Palfrey has got the wu-ong 
kind of tortoise, the kind that live.s on 
lettuces, sharing them amicably with 
the .slugs it should destro}'. ilaving 
omitted to obtain any warranty with 
the tortoise, be has no remedy against 
the previous proprietor. But, as 1 
pointed out to Palfrey, he has notr had 
I the tortoise long enottgh to be certain 
that it is a vegetarian. 

' “ I have what amounts to proof.” 

“ As how ? ” 


“It doesn't smoke, or drmkt is a 
moinber of the Peace at Any Price 
Party, and goes about lauYidieaiiod. 
Ho it is almost ccHainly a vegetarian. 
However, it 's reality veiy 
able. It comes down the road to meet 
me on my way from the stalion," 

“ Does it come far to nuHit )ou ? ” 

“ Not very far in distance, But 
it 's the spirit of the thing that counts. 
You see it only starts to meet urn in 
Hie evening just after I lea\7‘ in the 
morniiig. And thi'ii it's sliglifclv uphill. 
Makes itsell veiy useful alsait the 
house, too. I put it down on a news- 
paper in the gai den, on Hunday. to 
prevent the thing from blow'ing uway, 
and it kept it down for five hours, 
j In fact, it NVas so ahsorliod in its ; 
w'orK that I didn’t like to tal^c ihc j 

a ier away for hvii* ot imrting dts 
ings ” I 

I “ VVhat was the papei ? ^ j 

The SpecinU^ ' 

“Have YOU wjitten to Due editor 
about it yeii ? " 

“ No. Sliould I ? ” 

“ Well, perhaps bo c(*nl<l b^ydly use 
it as a proof ot mkeUi|tvnee in 
that your one luul gone to sfeep ovei* 
The SpefUftor, What tlo yot^ give it* 
to eat?” j 

“ Slugs,” said PaHi'tiy fthortl|. 
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is Done of the ierHhiUtd of 
UI|lb^eogeio in the libretto* ss4 I 
beye shirked the saucy ftippanoy 
of the story, though never ovetstepmng 
the bounds of perfect propriety. The 
second Act ends with a Masswha 
imtiabr$f and the duet between the 
pantry boy and' the third footman in 
the servants’ hall takes the form of a 
oompact rismj4 of 69 motives from my 
previous works. The part of the de- 
mented Duke is specially written for 
an artist named Bartolozzi, who |^s- 
sosses an entirely original type of voice, 
to which I have given the name of 
mozzo-tinto. Besides thirteen other 
large solo parts my little operetta con- 
tains twenty-seven smaller solo parts, 
including four diimh waiters, a tweeny- 
maid, and. the village idiot. I may add 
that I have already finished the first 
seven Acts, and the remaining five have 
only to be orchestrated.” 

SEASIDE FASHIONS. 

It is reported that hats will again be 
conspicuous by their absence at the 
most fashionable seaside resorts this 
year, though a few of the most exclu- 
sive fiien will be wearing the colours of 
the Household Brigade on straw hats. 
It is thought by those with the least 
knowledge that only members of the 
Guards’ regiments should sport the 
well-known colours, but this is an 
entirely erroneous idea. Personally, we 
think the most fashionable and gentle- 



manly attire is a cycling suit of grey 
cloth, witii grey woollen sweater and 
cloth cap — the latter decorated with a 
nickel or plated silver badge of one of 
the more select cycling clubs, such 
as the Upper Camberwell Polytechnic 
Rovers — and with this costume a 
watch-okain with cycling medals is 
indispensable. A “ button ” portrait of 
a lady friend adds a pleasing touch 
to the left lapel of the coat, or may be 
worn in front of the cap. Grey stock- 
ings and low cycling shoes complete a 
very smart appearance. 

A yachting costume, consisting of 
white drill or flannel trousers, blue 
reefer coat and yachting cap, with the 
badge of any well-known yacht club, 
will be in favour with many of those 
desirous of prestige on “the prom.” 
The wearer may not be connect^ with 
any of the craft in the offing or at 
anchor in the bay, but a good Impress 
eion can be creaM by suitable sartorial 
attMestion. 

Inr ladies also the cap of the B.T.S. 
is the most effective headgear and goes 
well with a white Glory Quayle jersey. 

Men% socks will be in the hrfghtdst 
ooburs, rainbows” being the most 
liksiy to predomiflatet and tiid sboss— 


MORE LETTERS OF A PARLOUR-MAID. 

Frmn> Annie'a anreapowicMte with a friend about her new rUwtti<m. “I dohV mHii'Poi*! I 
Ml ALL 8TAY— THK OLI> MAN '» TIIK LIMIT. Ul> 'n TIIK rilUn’ MASTKIt 1 XVKR HAD WHO OatKrTKH 
VO MB YAWNING WHBN 1 HAND UI8UXH.'' 


boots are quite out of fashion nowa- 
days — should be of the lightest yellow 
leather, with large bows on the laces. 
In colour, the tie worn need not cor- 
respond with the socks, and there will 
be great latitude in the shapes allowed. 
The most dressy is the ‘^butterfly” 
bow, with a sailor’s-knot end hanging 
down below, and these are now made 
in silk, cotton or satin, either plain, 
flowered or spotted. A pale blue satin 
ground ornamented with crimson silk 
flowers is likely to find great favour. 

For evening band patoes, tweeds or 
self-coloured cloths are quite the thing, 
in colours ranging from green to 
magenta. The one reqijLiBite is that 
the coat must be opt with very tight- 
fitting waist. Ample skirts, in which 
the podeets must he placed diagonally, 
are the •* dernier cfi. The handker- 
chief is always worfi in. the left sleeve, 
and not less than inches should 
protrude. The must be tun^ 

un to show hUd the hat 

dSooH beset a fitlb terihe back of the 


head. Woodbines or Toofers should 
be worn with this costume, as they 
lend a dashing air to the 
^bough a heavily Hilver-mouniod briar 
may be used en occasion if preferred. 

A Reuter telegram from New York, 
as printed in the Manehe«fet' Daily 
Digpatch : 

iwnwilH* in tkt> SliiPti«'*i, 

with nmcli liumility." 

Thus Nature endorses the national 
oharaoterisiio. 

“If ttnytliing liapiiotii on Ixwel tk» hFmirew 
after to-day, the neiis l» nut likely tkhi 

couutty Iteforo to-iooriutt tn' 

JMilv 2’efegraith. 

Of course, it is only quite ft simple 
thought, but how true and hqW beauti- 
fully expressed ! 

“Hr. Howwk sWi not shle to Csiag 
to ftWiioo. f 

He must try to thmk of 0 bet|pteaeoin 
neittime. I 



f 
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WORDS IN SEASON. 

(Tlie KtUfor of Fu.nch CAUwot hold himself 
rospovURible for tbo seasonahlluess of this artiolo 
ou tho actual daw of issue.] 

• A Forecast. * 

Although yesterday was another wet 
and sunless day, Koliday>makers have 
.every reason to look forward to more 
seasonable weather in the near future. 
The anti-cyclonic depression to which 
we called attention last week is now 
veering towards the North-west, accom- 
panied by a barometric disturbance of 
considerable intensity. This pressure 
in the ordinary way would spell rain, 
but when taken into consideration 
with the local area of the atmo- 
spheric bar, and the calorific influence 
of the Gulf Stream, its signiflcauce 
cannot be neglected. A further point 
in its favour is the absence of any 
decided circular impression and the 
increased volume of the trade winds. 
Nor must the surcharged density of 
the Newfoundland fog banks be mini- 
mised, though this is largely counter- 
acted by the added voltage. Fortu- 
nately the dew-point remains steady. 

Summing it up, then, we may say 
that, as long as the thermoinetric 
conditions are unaltered, there is every 
indication of an improvement in the 
proscribed aiea ; the only tiling to fear 
now being a pronounced typhonic 
activity from the Nortli-east. This, 
however, is unlikely. 

Beforts from Holiday Resorts. 

Ili'H. Tna. 

Sunshine. Kniii. Rfluinvlth. 
Beunienioulh 0'7 •2*a4 (JloriouH. 

Margate . . — I’d Ut'li#(lilf»l. 

Ifastinf^s . . O'OOl JJ’O Lovely. 
Brighton . . — 8’7<] Spitting. 

ISftHtlKnirno , O’JJ tt’lO Top-ho)p. 

Iceland , , H’C — So-so. 

A Song for the Summer. 

J$ it mining Never mind — 

Think how much the Birdies love it ! 
See tliem in their dozens drawn, 
Dancing, to the croquet lawn — 

Could our little friends have dined 

If thpre 'd Ijeen no worms above it ? 

-j*' 

Jk, ii murky $ What of that, 

If the Owls are fairly perky ? 

Just imagine*you were one — 

Wouldn’t you detest thfl sun ? 

I ’m pretending 1 'm a Bat, 

And I know I like it murky. 

Is it chilly f After all, 

We roust not forget the Poodle. 

If the days were really hot, 

Could be wear one woolly spot 

Gould he even keep his shawl ? * 

No, he^ shave the whole caboodle. 

Great Hvents which have occurred 
ON Bull Bays*. 

Aristophanes wrote “ The Clouds ” 
on just such a day as tliis. . 

James Watt discovered the Steam 
Engine on a wet day. If it had been 
a fine day he vrould have been liaving 
tea in the garden, and wouldn’t have 
been allowed near the kettle. 

Eliza Cook composed some of her 
best poems on damp afternoons when 
she couldn't get out. 

Charles ilAciNTOsH invented the 
macintosh during a spell of rain. An- 
other period of humidity led in olden 
times to a similar invention by Caio 
JBalbo Aquascuto. 

The shades of night were falling fast 
as tlirough «in Alpine village passed 
a youth who boro 'mid snow and ice a 
banner with the strange device, ‘ Ex- 
celsior.’ Probably you couldn’t do that 
on a hot summer afternoon. 

And lastly, the English Academy of 
Letters was founded on a wet day. 
Think of thatl 

Things that comb out with the Sun. 

1 mi tation Pa ua mi v. 

Freckles, 

Christuuis Numbers. 

C 'hannel Stri m mei 'i. 

( hats. 

Sumhades in the front iota of t/a* 
Grand IStaud. 

Bo you like any of these ? No. 
Then don’t be silly. 

What, however, we really think. 
.■Ml together; 

“ Blank the weather ! ” 

A.A.M. 

THE PERSONAL POSTER. 

We understand that considerable stir 
has been caused among electioneering 
exports by an incident that occurred 
in a recent by-election. As reported 
in the Press an aged citizen of one 
liunclred and four was diiven to the 
polling station in a wagonette decorated 
with a placard bearing the words : “ The 
oldest voter in England converted to 
Tariff Reform.” There seems to be 
little doubt that this suggestive device 
will be much in evidence at the next 
general election. TJio idea lias been 
adopted with enthusiasm by the agents 
of both sides. 

Our representative called yesterday 
evening upon the senior partner of a 
fli-m of printers which makes a speciality 
of this soli; of work, and had a chat with 
him upon the situation. We regret 
that we are not at liberty to publish 
his name, and we feel that it would be 
best not to give any clue whatever as 
to his^identity. 

Yes,” he remarked, in answer to a* 
singularly pertinent query on the ' 

of our representative, “the last sec- 
tion was remarkable for the develop- 
ment of the poster. You may take my 
word for it that in the nelt the most 
powerful political weapon in the field 
will be the vehicular placard — ^if I may i 
so call it. 

“ Yes ” — our representative had inter- 
jected another telling observation — 
“we are already overwhelmed with 
orders. Voters are being asked to 
report any little peculiarity they may 
possess to liead-quarters, and these are 
being embodied in terse and striking 
phrases. It begins to look as if almost 
every conveyance that comes up to the 
poll will carry a placard, and tlie effect j 
of this personal touch — if I may call [ 
it so — is bound to be enormous.” He 
lifted a large square of cardboard that ; 
had lieen propped up against tiie desk. | 
“Here is an example,” he wont on, 
“from Worcestersliire. What do you 
tliink of it ? ” 

Tlie placard bore the words, in mas- ! 
give pLiiple characters, “A Naturalised 
German wants Eight and won’t ! 
WAIT.” Tlie printer began to turn over 
a pile of boards at his elbow. • 

“ Here is one from Scotland, very 
striking in its way — * The only Negro 

IN Kirk(;aldy votes for Home Rule.’ 
And here are several others — ‘ The 
T.4LLKST Man in Kent means to 
HAVE A Sm.ill Holding;* ‘A Re- 
tired Smuggler converted to Free 
Trade’; ‘A Professional Swmo 
Swallower disapproves of Food 
Taxes ’ ; ‘A Heap Stone - Breaker 
WELCOMES THE MoTOB TaX ’ ; ‘ BlS- ' 
TINQUISHED AiRMAN SUPPORTS THE 

NEW Land Taxes.’ ” 

“.\ndthi8‘?” 

“All, that comes from Lancasliire. ; 
I think it would be hardly fair to tell [ 
you w'hicli party it was ordered by, • 
but you will agree writh me that it is i 
bound to have its effect — ‘ The Village 
Idiot supports the Veto.' ” 

As our representative turned to go 
he stumbled over a placard in the form 
of sandwich boai'ds. 

“ Is this one of them ? ” he asked, 
turning it over. 

“Well, no, not exactly. That is a , 
private order. It does not come from ' 
either political party.” Our repre- 
sqptative read : — 

“The only Self-Respecting Man 
LEFT in the Division prefers to 
Walk.” 

Another Result of the Weather. 

In its list of New Books The Even- 
ing Standard prints Profitable Friiit^ 
Growing under the heading “Fiction,” 


f 



THE BOY AND HIS POISE. 

f “ Lei boys be as still as tliev like until their luiud has got its iwiso 
and purpose, and then let them becouio Roosevelts. ” — Gilbert 
Parker.] 

I WATCHED him at the stair-head on a tray ; 

He had not stiired while thirty seconds rolled ; 

Not this the mere barbarian at play, 


Upset the blacking on the housemaid's gown, 

And left the butter where his sister sat. 

And, when once lAore I heard «)iim mount the stair 
And cease upon the landing witli no noise, 

I knew his pu^se, and 1 did not dare 
Wait for his poise. 


Aimlessly bad or ignorantly bold ; 

He knew the pleasure of the picturesque, 

And how to salt the savour of his joys ; * 

Silent he sat, motionless, statuesque. 

Getting his poise. 

But lo I a touch, a stai-t, a quickening glide, 

A clanging, clattering, nerve-destrojing din, 
An Indian shriek, a swift toboggan slide — 

And all the hall a haggis, boy and tin t 
Then from the wreck unwounded, grimly bland, 
His passion for adventure still uncured, 

He rose one boil of resolution and 
I*urpose matured. 

And so he trampled all the dahlias down, 
Bmptied his^irgun in the stabls cat, 


IN A GOOD CAUSE. , 

Now that the holidays are here, Mr. fMnoh begs ieaV,e 
to direct the goodness of his readers to the needs ol the 
children for whom there are no holidays unless 1;hey dome 
as a gift from kind hearts. Last sti flnner the Xir 

Fund gave a day in the country to over two hundred 
thousand children and a fortnight to four thousand. HitiO'* 
pence is the very modest cost of a day’s holiday, an^ ten' 
shillings means a whole fortnight. Mr, Punch begs that 
those to whom holidays come as a matter of ooursn will 
not forget the poor children pf our citioSii^but send i^me 
offering to the Hon. Sec. of the jVesh Air Furyl, Mr. 
Bjmsr Kibssslz*, $23, St. Bride Street, K.O. 
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4. Write a short philological treatlso, 
on the distinction (if afty) botyoen 
Sciliy and Sicily. 

5. Contrast (o) The Logan Stone with 
the Leaning Tower of Ptsa, (h) Bishop 
Tbklawndy with Pope Pins I X., (e) A 
Cornish pasty with a Bologna sansage. 

7, Translate into Italian **Do 'ee 
belong to be sizzling ? ” and give some 
comparative aboount of the literary 
labours of Sir A. T. QuiLiiBB-OouoH 
(Powey) and Vibgil (Mantua). 


ICONOCLASTS. 

{rndifced hij cflmy studfi of the snapshots in the 
iveekly Ulmtraltd papers . ) 

Yjs marksmen with the sliding shutter ! 

Ye shooters on the paddock’s pitch I 
Wiiose task it is to help to butter 
The great, the noble and the rich ; 
How hard you make it for the motley 
rhymer 

To feel, as he desires, the fulsome throb 
Of adulation for a world sublimer, 

To be, in fact, a snob I 

Oft have T oped with hand unsteady 
The papers, where the earth’s dhte 
Are sniped at social functions— ready 
To fail and worship at their fef^ ; 

To treasure in my heart the actual 
snigger 

Wherein some Countess happened to 
indulge ; 

To find the portrait of a ducal figure 
And dote upon its bulge. 

Alas for hopes I were these the faces 
Of fairs that took the town by 
storm ? 

The counterfeits of courtly graces 
And peerless beauty — potted warm ? 
Less like they seemed to Aphrodite’s 
laughter — 

The grins you gave me — than the 
tortured mug 

Of Mrs. Tompkinson before (not after) 
She took that tabloid drug. 


Jam. ** I 'VK SOMDSTHINO ON MB MIND, 'AKUY, THAT I HAUDLY KNOWS HOW TO TBLL YEB. 

'Arry. **Aht wiv it." 

Jam. “ I ’m afkaid ybk won’t marry me ip I tells yeu." 

Arry. “Aht wiv it." 

Jam. “I'm a sonamcuust, ’Arry." 

*Arry {of ter prolonged pause). “Never mind, Jane, it’ll be all bight. If tuerr 
ain’t no chapel for it, we ’ll be married at a reuintry.” 

support of the theory that thi Phoeni- 
cians did not visit Cornwall in search^ 
of tin (as generally supposed), but came 
with messages of reproach from Dido 
to iEneas, mistaking the shores of the 
Duchy for Italy on account of the 
similarity of shape? 

of king Sabk of Cornwall with thoM 
of Habgus Avbbuus. 

3. What claims have {a) Palmouth 
to be considered the Venice, {p) Bod- 
min the Florence, Bnd (e) Tnup the 
Bpfne of the West Countiy ? 


HESPEBIA ! 

Last week we intelligently antici- 
pated some of the puestions in the 
examination which tne Great Western 
Ballway is conducting with the idea of 
testing the competitor’s knowledge of 
the country served by that line. We 
are fortunate to secure a few more 
questions from a paper dealing ex- 
clusively with the resemblance between 
Cornwall and Italy, as sugMted by 
the weU-known poster of the G. W. B. 

1. What proofs can you give in 


Were these, ye gods ! a V isoount’s poses, 
Tlie boots, the attitude, the beam, 

Of Capulets with Norman noses, 

Of England’s upper crust and cream ? 
Had I been meant to think that fashion’s 
splendour 

Was tinsel after all (when fairly shot) 
I might have banded in my faith’s 
surrender, 

But was I ? Surely not. 

No, I was asked to gaze and tremble, 
To laud, to envy, to admire 
These seraphs whom you made resemble 
Mere inmeciles wim clothes on hbe ; 
Can you not touch ’em up next i^ime, 
or tone ’em ? 

Or must I lacerate my trusting heart; 
With doubts if, after sol, the fumnuti^, 
htpmm \ 

Consists in being hmart ? Evoa. 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBAUtrXD VBOM THX DlAUY OF ToitY, M.P, 

Iloim of CwtmonSt Moitdny, July 25, 
— As a rule attendance slack on Mon> 
days, nmre especially during earlier 
hours oC sitting. Members dutifully 
follow enticing example of PntNCii: 
ABTHun, who stretches his week-end 
holiday as far as it will safely go. 
Marked difference in appearance of 
House to-day. Men flock to it from 
far and near. Puemieb has pro- 
mised to make statement on engi'ossing 
question of the Conference. At his 
request three questions put down by 
as njany Members wore postponed till 
to-day. Here tliey stand on the paper 
in everybody’s hand. There, below 
Gangway on Ministerial side, sit the 
inquisitorial Trio, blushing at their 
personal prominence. 

House sufl:erB with impatience stream 
of preliminary queries, including a 
Shorter Catechism by permission of 
Speaker administered to President 
OP Board op Trade with intent to 
egg him on to action in matter of Law 
Guarantee business. All eyes fixed on 
Premier as he sits on Treasury Bench 
toying with sheaf of notes. Fancy 
lie is feeling a little neiTous, mood 
foreign to his habit. Certainly his 
hand seems to shake as ho turns over 
the folios which doubtless contain text 
of momentous statement. 

Those seated near note that the 
questions have been cut out and for 
greater convenience of reply pasted on 
top of separate slieets of foolscap. 
No. stands in name of Joseph 
King ; 46 is Wedgwood’s ; 47 liears 
the honoured name of Byles op Brad- 
POHD, still tarrying with us in Commons, 
while old chums like Causton and 
Walter Foster have gone to “ an- 
other place.” 

Varying slightly in phrase, all 
demand information as to present 
state of affairs in the Conference and 
as to immediate prospect. Premier 
notoriously a hard man to “ draw ” at 
Question time. Too heavy a load for 
one liorse ; so three are harnessed to do 
the job. 

I “ That ’ll fetch him,” murmurs Win- 
I TEUTON under his breatii, regarding 
i scene from over the way with intense 
I interest. ^ 

Question 44 put and answered. Mr. 
Kino,” cried the Speaker. 

Kma Joseph rose with solemnity 
fitting to occasion. In voice in which 
surging emotion was hardly suppressed 
he Said, beg to ask the Prime 
Minister Question 46.” 

With slow action, the reluctance of 
a man brought to face a grave crisis, 



matting on the floor ^ oon#ctor 

of sound) you might have houni a pin 
drop if one had changed ^ fait 
« I will,” said the PgainMu, answer 
the throe questions togatnmr. * 

Another j^qse, hm peroeptible in 
length, blood-ourdlin| Jfi Intensity of 
emotion. 

hope to be able to make a state* 
ment on the subject referred to ‘ 


Hero another pause of greater duia* 
I tion. Boniething like a supprosHed ory of 
Ah I ” ran along the crowded henulies 


“WftY MfUUf.l) A RAOK'AI. wear A wjnii; 

HAT } ” 

Why not a coronet, for iiietuiice, like (Joiu^ 
rades Causton and Foster f i 

(Lord Byles of Bradford.) 

up gat the Premier; stood by the 
brass-bound box, bringing his sheaves 
with him in shape of folios with 
the portentous questions pasted at 
top. There followed a pause While he 
readjusted his papers. But for the 



The Amasrhsnt as ** tim Josxm.** 
(Mr. JoMph King of North 


as Memliers drew thomselveH togetlier, 
straining their eai's to catch the ittomon- 
tous words. 

“ —during the course of tills week.” 

Gathering up his precious folios he 
turned and resumed his seat, 

There followed a moment of amazed 
silence. King Joseph dimmlly put his 
hand Ins head with action suggusitvo 
of intent to cast down his golden o\’Own 
around the glassy sea. Wedgwood 
stared about as if looking for MOme 
priceless vase, hoary with age of the 
renowneil founder of his family, suilaldo 
for smashing. As for Byles op Hrau- 
FORD he made up his mind that the 
House of Commons is no longer a 
place for him. Happily thero is 
anothei*. 

Then thorn liroke forth a rom of 

* laugiiter rising peal on peal. 

Tho House saw the Premier’s little 
joke and enjoyed it immensely. 

JhmhmH doui', - Budget Bill brought 
ill and road a first time. 

' Timday. — Speaker in mellowest 
i mood. Whethtu’ in sui'coase of pain 
or pleased anticipation of near holi- 
‘ day who sliall say. Urbanity lakes 
» form of tender consideration for w elfare 

* and personal comfort of Mciiilievs. 
Bonaldshay first to evoke tho senti- 
ment. Nohlo liarl, brought up in I he 
Vico-regal court at Calcutta what t ime 
George Curzcn represented his sove- 
reign, has acquired something of the 
grace of manner and charm m speech 
native to his chief, Beconding an 
amendment designed to bestow pro- 
ferential duties iqioii Knipire-grown 
tea, memories of sojourn on banks of 
Ganges flooded his ingenuous mind. 
Proposed to treat Boubo to disquiailion 
on state of political affairs in India. 

♦* Order 1 order 1 ” said tho.SPNAHWE. 
“That line of arg^imeut will be uu^re 
suitable to-morrow when tlie ll^iau 
Budget will be oonsiderod.” 

Then, fearing he mkht have wopi^ded 
tho sensibilities of a stul young Metier, ’ 
he added in sweetest tones, *’ The tlol^lo 
lord must not exhaust himself.” 

Taking the hint, EqnaldhhAV sat 
down. * ^ 

Later, Mr. HiNni<k, who diitin- j 
guished himself at the General Kleiilion | 
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The “ Kmi'iiie-gkown Tea ’ Gowv. 

Colonel Ser/y mid Mr. Uobhoim. “Oh, yc»! Brouglit im to date and very fashionohlc, no 
doubt, Imt the same iniiiosNihio features ! No, thank you I 

Mr. Bonar Law {wtide Mr. Alfred LyUeUon.) “These disguises don’t seem to work, some- 
how, Alfred ; it ’s really very disheartening ! ” 


by recapturing Darweii long held by 
Unionists, drew upon himself a fresh 
flash of kindly liglit. Was proposing 
to deliver lecture illustrating injury that 
would be inflicted on the cotton 
industry by institution of Colonial pre- 
ference. Got through his exordium 
when Speaker again interposed. 

“The question before the House,” 
ho remarked, “ has no reference to tlio 
cotton industry, and I must ask the 
hon. gentleman to come back to tea.” 

Hindlb'b honest face glowed with 
pleasure. Honaldshay, heir to a mar- 
quisate, was merely besought not to 
vfear himself out by untimely labour. 
He, a mere country solicitor, publicly 
asked out to tea by the First Commoner 
of •the land. , 

Business Indian Budget ex- 

pounded by Montagu in excellent 
speech, a model of perspicuity. 

Wednesday, Atigust 3. — Adjournment 
of both Houses for Kocess. Meet again 
with the fogs in November. Pbbuieb 
and Pbince Abtkur, shaking hands, 
heartily echo each other’s “ Au revoir/' 
“Taking it all in all," says Pbince 
ABTnuB, “ with special reference to the 


I latter half, this one of the pleasantest 
I sessions J remember. You did a clever 
thing (1 won’t forget it when I take your 
place) by combining Easter and Whit- 
sun holidays, giving us a decent time 
for recreation instead of two inconveni- 
ent scraps. Then came the Truce, 
when you and I of our helmets made 
hives for bees. No longer need for 
close attendance at Question time or 
later. Come when you like, go when 
you please. Why can’t we always 
carry on business in this fashion ? ” ! 

“Wait and see what November' 
brings fSrth,” said the ever -wary 
Premieb. j 

Business done. — Exeunt omnes. \ 


“Api^renily the muther-in-law joke is not 
dead yet. From * the otlier side ’ comes the 
statemeut that two vtcD-known nianagei's have 
received a ^tetition, signed hy many members of 
the gentle sex in hk^ton, urging them to sup- 
press in AtUire all allusions to iuothot«-in-law, 

' on the ground tliat they are for the most part 
vtdgar and immoral. — Mewheater JBvening 
Chmtieh. 

At the risk of prolongiug the joke for 
one more week we protect egainst 
ih|$ attack on mothers-in-law. 


TO “TIDOLBB/’ 

A TOT POJMt. 

C“Tho liodies Gwendolen and Violet were 
also nreseut, looking ehanning as ever, each 
with her toy Pomeranian under her arm. These 
fluhionable little eroatares, from whom they 
are inseiwrahle, wore bows to harmonise with 
their mistresses’ exquisite toilettes.” 

Fix^iomahle Iwklligenee.“\ 

Time was, ere love assailed my lot, 
Dogs almost filled a heart to let, 

“ They were the friends that failed one 
not,” 

And so on, Tiddles — till we met. 

Long have I woo’d your mistress coy. 
Taught her, at last, to call mo 
“ Tom ; ” 

But yon, you are her “ Booful Boy,” 
Her “ Tweesome Pot,” her “ Tiddley 
I Pom.” 

' My lips may scarce salute her brow, 
While you her lovely cheeks may 
lick, 

And she can kiss you — Heaven knows 
how ! 

The waste ! It makes me simply sick I 

Did ever dog so fuss about ? 

, Each side the door, or round her lap! 
Out, must come in, or in, go out— ■ 
Lor’, how I loathe you and your yap ! 

In that long-planncd-for Ute-d-Ute — 

So tender it might well have been — 
There came your whine, and, cursing 
fate 

And you, I had to let you in ; 

And hear, with speechless wrath, onoo 
more , 

“ You 'd love my dog if you loved 
me.” 

How could the darling so adore 
Your cupboard-loving tyranny ? 

For you don’t love her for herself, 

You compound of conceit and greed, 
[losing beneath the biscuit shelf, 

Living to show-off and to feed. 

But I have learnt one master-word 
To free me from your fell annoy ; — 
Bath 1 — then you daren’t be seen or 
heard 

For blissful hours, my Tiddley boy ! 

You “ wait and see ! ” — some day I hope 
To work that watery sj^ll anew, 

And while you ’re skulUng from the 
» soap, 

I ’ll wm her, and be banged to you ! 


XUttstratioa by Vusie. 

From a Church notice - 
“The subject the Vicar’s next address to 
men wlU be 

Mabbiacs. \ 

Organ selection from (Me.** 
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WEATHER CORRESPONDENCE. 

|Tho Editor of J*u,iu'h uaiiiiot hold hiniMelf 
rcHitoiisiblc for the ueasonableiiPHH of tluH rorre- 
.M]K»iidonce on th'* actual date of issue ] 

Sir, — May I draw your attention 
to a holiday-maker’s griovanco ? The 
Mayor, Corporation and Burgescses of 
Southpool deliberately and with malice 
aforethought attracted me to their town 
by the following devices — (a) Poster 
inacril)ed “Come unto these yellow 
sands," and depicting mixed batliing in 
the airiest costumes on a yellow bead), 
in a blue sea, and under a cloudless 
sky ; (b) poster showing aviation meet- 
ing — same sky, sands, and sea, only 
deliciously shaded by the passing of 
flying machines; (c) a pamplilet stating 
that the average temperature of South- 
pool in July and August is SI'* in the 
shade, and that the town is universally 
known as the British Naples. | 

When I arrived at this health resort 
I found that the sands, sea and sky 
were all grey, instead of yellow and 
hluei as per sample ; that north-eastern 
winds caused the abandonment of the 


flying meet ; and that the only amuse- 
ment in its place was a Free Trade 
orator suffering from a cold in liis head. 
Nor did I hear a single resident or 
visitor allude to Southpool as Naples. 

1 am claiming damages from tliel 
Corporation for misrepresentation, and 
I intend in court to pi’ove special 
damage as follows: — Three bottles of 
cough mixture at 2.s'. 9d. ; carriage of | 
fur coat from London, 3s. Cd. ' 

Yours truly, Nuda Veiutas. ^ 
Sir, — May I indicate to parents and 
guardians a cheap amusement for 
children kept at home this summer? 
Construct a rain-gauge in the garden. 
Most gardens contain a useless 
sun-dial, and a mason will chip out a 
rain-gauge on it in a few horn's. I was 
cheered and delighted this morning; 
wdien my six-year-old boy ran into the 
house and said, “ 1*25 inch of rain 
last night, Daddy, and The Daily Mail 
says there 's another depression coming 
—we ’ll beat the record yet." 

Yours truly, 

A THOUOHTFUIi PAttANT. 


P.S. — By a slight alteration of the 
motto on ray sun-dial I have made it ap- 
plicable to a rain-gauge. It how runs: - 

“ Hoi-av 1)011 muiioi'o iiUl Tnatletit4>iH " 

(The* only bouiH 1 twuid aiv Ibi- drtpring om*s< ) 

SiH, — Since « it is admitted that 
electricity has niucli to do with tlin 
weather, may I draw your attention t(» 
the following facts? I have cnirolully 
noted the iilaces whom depressions 
originate, and 1 thid that they all 
come from Protectionist countries. 
Not a single deprossion is tneniionwl as 
originating in Turkey — the only other 
Fiee Trade country in IDurope. .U it 
not likely that onr present weather is 
caused by the electrical cUvioea *6( 
foreign manufaotufors ? If a 
cent, duty wem instantly plaejll oti 
imported macintoshes and 
it would no longer pay our riv|p to’ 
create depressions avtinoiaUy. 

Sir. we should get bai^ to the gom old 
days when the fchei^ometer at^aye 
stood at in the shade, and ooi^ at 
B0«. per quarter. 

Yours truly, AKti-OonoijW* 
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vOFf THE BEATEN TRACK. 

.'Wk, the explorers, Rot on to the 
nk>buB at Oxford Qircus, not nieaniiig 
to get off again until wo caino tfj 
Shepherd's Bush. Wliycihouhl we, if 
we didn't want to ? At that rustic spot 
there is an exhibition and it is called 
the Japan-British Exhibition. With the 
regrettable modern tendency to keep a 
good thing to oneself, the promoters 
have tried to hush it up, but the fact 
has leaked out. There is no deceiving 
(toorge and myself wlieu we are out 
for discovery. Thus, wlien the bus 
conductor told us that there was no 
Exhibition and that the whole tiling 
was a piece of idle gossip, we siin})Iy 
didn't lielieve him. We were not to be 
put off, not, at any rate, until wo got to ^ 
the Shopbeixl’s Bush entrance. I 

“ Programmes, throe- 

ponce each,” said one 
native, “ No change 
given hero,” said an- 
other. “ IVogrammes, 
threepence each,” said i 
a third, and “ This way 
out,” said another. ! 
“Programmes,” inut- i 
tered the chorus,” three- j 
pence each.” The I 
Japanese arc indeed a 
fluent race. 

We paid our shil- 
lings and were allowed 
across the frontier. 

Hero we were accosted | 
by a special messenger, 
with information of the 
utmost secrecy and . 

importance. ” These 
programmes,” he said, 

“ are to be sold at llireo- 
pence each.” We said 
that was as miglit ho, and he came 
along with us, babbling gaily all the time 
If fluent, the Japanese are a pedpk* 
of one id§a, and that conceined in the 
main with programmes. “ Perliaps, ’ we 
said, ” we shall find them a little broader- 
minded and better informed inland,” 
and pressed forw’ord on our pilgrimage, 

1 When George and I are en route we 
like to soo things tliat no one else has 
seen. So we passed over bridges and 
*under arches, through gardens and 
groves, determined not to be distracted 
by tho beauty of it all from our search 
for the out-of-tlie-^ay. Our curiosity 
was duly rewarded. The wall of Japan 
is made of corrugated iron, which con- 
tains a little door about half-way down, 
entirely unnoticed by the casual tourist. 
A little persistent pushing on the part 
of Geor^ opened it and revealed to us 
a ma^ifleent panorama, some thirty 
feet l£low us. The discovery, in fact, 
ooDimed of an infinite number of 


sheds and railways and more sheds and 
one more railway. We gazed in 
admiraiion, 

” There must he there,” I said, ” some 
twenty trains. How beautiful and how 
Oriental I ” 

“Howl” ro-echoed George. “Real 
lines, real trains, real sheds, and look ! 
real signals.” lie seized my arm in his 
excitement. ” And,” he shouted, ” I do 
believe that that is a real man ! ” 

We hod only an hour to explore tho 
whole country, but we could not tear 
ourselves away from our discovery. 
Some of the trains sat still ; others 
moved about. The man produced a^ 
real pipe from liis pocket and started 
smoking it, just to show how really 
real he was. It was indeed an en- 
grossing ^ight, and we were a little 
annoyed to \io interrupted by our 




ANOTHER LONG-FELT WANT. 

A SliUCEKTlON TO THK lUlI.WAY CoMTANIEK. 

special messenger with the same old 
message. 

” Young man,*’ we said, ” this is a 
wonderful prospect, and only you are 
vile. O-ya sa-mo na-sai,” which in 
Japanese, if properly spelt, nioans 
” Good night.” 

“ IVogrammes, threepence each,” he 
answered defiantly. 

” It remindo me,” said George, with 
a far-away look that did not include 
the messenger, — “it reminds me of 
nothing so niucli as the Central London 
Railway DiipOt, away in old England.” 

“Which is what it is,” said the 
special messenger curtly. “ Never 
mind,” he added, as we turned away, 
a little depressed, “ these programmes 
are really threepence each, but to cheer 
you up I will let you have a packet of 
half a gross for twelve-and-sixpence.” 

“You couldn’t,” I said, dieezing up j 
a little — “ you couldn’t lend us a couple, 
^could you ? ” 


NOTES ON OOR SEMhOERULEAl^. 

(JVith achi(yti(}kd(jrmnt$ to ** SThe Obaerur.") 

In response to several coirespondents 
who have expressed a desire for infor- j 
niation on the subject of University i 
life, we make no excuse for publishing 
the following brief appreciations of 
several of the most prominent under- 
graduates at present iti residence at 
Oxford and Cambridge. 

Mr. Alexander Blagdon, of Brase- 
nose, is undoubtedly one of the most 
remarkable specimens of the mens sana 
tn corpore sano now pursuing his 
studies on the banks of tho Isis. Be- 
fore leaving Winvem, he was the best 
player of spillikins in the school, and 
in his third term won' a quarter blue 
for that invigorating pastime. In his 
college regatta he has twice won the 

crab-catching conmeti- 

tion and earned off the 

^ 'Varsity water squash 
singles last term with- 
out losing a single set. 

Mr. John George 
England, is, like Mr. 
Blagdon, a distin- 
guished alumnus of 
Winvern School. 
When ho loft for Christ 
Church, which he en- 
tered in October, 1909, 
it was prophesied of j 
him by his headmaster, 

“ England will do some- 
thing thrilling. Ho will 
P— — —TTO — reap fresh lustre for 

Winvern.” And he did. 
In his first term he 
jerked a water biscuit 
from his rooms in 
Peck water clean over 
- Canterbury Gate, 
striking a mossenger on the nose, a 
thing that never happened before. He 
was proctorised four times in his first 
fortnight, and was unanimously elected 
to the Christ Church Pundits — ^perhaps 
tho most select wine club at any uni- 
versity — besides gaining his half blue 
for auction-bridge. Indeed he would 
have got his full blue this term had not 
his doctor forbidden him to indulge in 
so exacting a pastime. 

Mr. Boker, an old Wigglesbergliian, 
has also crowded much into his first 
year of residence. In his freshman’s 
term he read the whole of The Scarlet 
Pimpernel and became a vegetarian for 
ten days. He also won prizes in a 
college competition for the loudest 
socks and the most powerful solo on 
the banjo. Mr. Boker is of the natur^ 
type of player on all instrumentk, 
having immense articulation of wrist, 
great courage, and a capital tempm- 
ment. But it is « only by iAnmnaled, 
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‘THE TOINT OF VIEW” 

(hHrimh&l iMmlvn Clerk {Uikiiuj slwrt holiday Qii Sussex Downs). “So you’ve lived hehe all youk like?” 

Ctmuiryman, " Yaas, Sir, and prahiiiou.s tired of it I iiB. An, Lunxon 'h the place ; a wan can feel alive there. Wmv» 

1 FKELN LIKE AH IF I WAS SUVT UP IX A BOX LIVING IIEllE.” 


work that lio has become the performer 
he is. Indeed the Bursar, who has 
rooms on the same staircase, was 
obliged to intervene on one occasion 
when Mr. Boker had practised for five 
hours on end. He has, however, quite 
deserted the banjo for the balalaika, for 
which he lias gained his college colours. 

Mr. A. J. Tootell is one of the most 
versatile undergraduates at present in 
residence. In his first year he proved 
himself the most accomplished jodeller 
in Cambridge, and at the May Week 
balls was by general consent admitted to 
be the strongest and heftiest two-stepper 
who took the floor. As a scholar, too, 
he is a man of mark, having twice in a 
Divinity paper translated of ^Ptofuuoi 
“The Pomaeans,” while his hair is • 
redder than that of any of his con- 
temporaries. To crown all, ho is the 
proud possessor of a motoring licence 
more frequently endorsed than that 
of my undergraduate automobilist. 
Indeed he is the only man living who ] 
has run down a bath-chair, a hedgehog 
Sipd K tnrkey-oock in the same day. y 


THE OLD T^MlilBAlkB. 

[He jeslH at cam that never felt a wound.] 
We drove among the untrodden 
ways 

Beside the springs of Dove 
A car which there were few to praise 
And none at all to shove. 

She bumped upon a mossy stone, 
Half hidden from the eye ; 

Fair as a car can spin she spun 
And leapt towards the sky. 

We were alone, and few could know 
When we two ceased to cuss ; 

Ten miles wehauled her home, and, oh, 
The difference to us I 


“Tlte had only been in progrees ten 
minutes wlien there was a oloud burst, and the 
players were literally washed ofl the field.”-*- 
Mandiet^r Oomitig Ifem, 

Played. Wbii. Lost. Drawn. Per 
cent. 

Laneashira ... 19 ... 19 ... 9 ... 9 * 

* Inehiding one mateh in which team was 
washed awajr* 


“B. B. 'Wilson eannot oxaotlybu oalled ono 
of YorlcHhiro's young playein, ftn* ho has passed 
liis 13th yc&v, —iJtmlec Adw.iii$ci\ 

You see it is already a year since they 
lot him into the Pavilion at half-price. 
He ’s getting quite a big boy now. 

2 — — — I 

“At the polion oourt to «lay C. B. W’oitlaaia 
cott, iitauoger of tlu’, Osuai’ Awdic OuiiqKinv, uas 
charged at the inronnatiou of InsjMectoi' flhahe- 
speare with Itaviug neglooted to keep ev^ry 
INMsoge of the Theatni Koyal ch«r of peieons 
standing duniig tfie porforuianoe of the ' Her* 
chant of Venice.’ ” - Sytlmy Morning Umihh 

What a chance, and simply wllbted 
on them in Australia. Over here we 
have dozens of magistrates who could 
do justice to it. * 

- ‘ 1 

“An application by an usNintowt of 

tlie Bromley Roatl Schools for leave of a%M»tux> 
in order to attend a rtiwcial vaceinatlon eaurw . 
in geography was subiuitiod.” 

./oartiial 

He might start with the Calf of Mfcn. 

“ Uousem^d wanted, stwtdy and itw{HKii|able ^ 
(after Bank Holiday).”— Pa# mily Ttlrgp^ 

A very severe test. * 
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OUR BOOKING'OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned^ Olerhs.) 

A auBi8T«invit;ecl to* one of Mi*. R. F. BEKsoN’ft ntimei'oiiR 
and delightfully situated <^untry houses may he pardoned 
for feeling a little like Alice oil the furtliev side of the 
hooking Glass. He has just been introduced to some one, 
let us say, as the simplest of good folloivs, or even as tlie 
most heartrending of hores, but in a page or two his 
neighbour’s characteristics licgin to fade, his outlines growj 
dimmer and mistier, and lie finds lie w’as talking all the| 
time to the White — I lieg your* jiardon, to Mr. K. F. Benhon I 
himself. In Daisy's Aunt (Nelson) tliere is no falling ofif 
in the output of charmingly inconsequent small-talk nor 
in the idyllic surroundings (if i may use a guide-book 
phrase), but I liavo a faint suspicion that tiic author wuis 
feeling a little hard up for a jilot. The idea of the stoiy* 
is the same as tliat of Biiow nino’s poem, “ A Light 
Woman,” only you must 
reverse the sexes' We are 
invited to believe that a 
thoroughly good woman (and 
just engaged, too) would 
cany on a violent flirtalion 
with a man about whose 
past she had learned a secret , 
in order to save her niece 
from maiTying him. No- 
thing was eventually gaine<l 
by the deception, for the 
trutli, of course, w'as bound 
to come out it Daisy w'as 
ever to forgive her aunt, 
whom she liad previous!) 
adored. However, if slie had 
been told at once, wo sliould 
have missed the riparian 
beauties of Lady Nottnig- 
havi's house at J3ray and the 
badinage at her breakfast 
table, and tliat would have 
been a pity. 


There W'ero several litth 
tilings whicli I was going to 
say to Mrs. Lo<*khart Lano in the way of gentle criticism 
of her story, liubhles ayd Troubles on Kivers), but 
I have resolved now* not to say tliem. The chief reason 
for this decision is that I liavo quite forgotten what the 
little things were, and can only recall that my linal impres- 
sion was of a book full of charm and ga> spirits. If I had 
any' points of difference with the autlior, they must have 
been very small points ; well, let them go. A. wTiter of 
Mrs. Lang’s sex who is gifted with a touch as light as tins 
and^a humour as irresponsible is best taken as you find 
her. Wit and irony women have often exploited ’success- 
fully in books ; but this happy irrelevancy seems to mo to 
be^somethmg new’. So I take ofi' my hat to Mrs. Lang and 
to*the delightful PetUr, and I beg her to give him another 
show ill her next book. I must have some more of 
Pct(r, and that very quickly. 

The theme which Paul Owynne set himself, 

In Nightshade (Constable), T fancy, 

He lifted from a handy shelf 
Of mediaeval necromancy ; 

For if we probe and peer below 
• The trappings wherewithal it ’s shackled i 


We find the thing which, years ago, • 

Goethe and old Kit Marlowe tackled. 

It ’s quite ingeniously concealed ’ ^ 

With science, very learned looking. 

But none the less it stands revealed 
As unmistakable recooking. 

The points 1 recognised w'ere these : 

A modern Fanst with variations, 

Ifrged by a Mephistopheles 

With certain mundane limitations. 

But, if the skeleton is old, 

It ’s clothed with very living tissues ; 

The scheme has all that it can Jiold 
Of novel side (and other) issues ; 

The autlior gives, to cite a case. 

Horrors of up-to-date invention 
Wliich, even if I had the space, 

I 'd almost feel afraid to mention. 


Tlierc can no doubt ho too 
many chats on the cricket 
field ; foi* the shorter one’s 
innings the longer one’s talk. 
But the Cfmts on the Cricket 
Field of Mr. W. A. Bkttrs- 
woRTH (Merritt and 
Hatcher) are not like tliat. 
These are interviews between 
a cricketer wdio no longer 
plays (but w'as very useful 
to Sussex in the oightidk, and, 
having laid aside the hat, has 
taken to the pen) and many 
of the principal amateur and 
professional cricketers of the 
past twenty years. There is 
not an uninteresting or un- 
informing chat in the hook, 
hut one may be pardoned for 
profomng some of the old 
talks to the new*. To liear 
Tom Emmett’s voice again 
is to recfdve something of 
a thrill. When we come to 
Mr. James Pycropt, and 
Fred Gale (^“Tho Old Buffer”), and Lord Bebbhokough, 
and Mr. A. F. J. Ford, we get more than mere opinions on 
the game: w'e got history too. This book enables one 
(a little likf3 Goldsmith’s w arrior) to slmulder a tliousand 
hats and show* how fights w’ere W’on. 

Fear (Stanley Paul) brings off a double event, for it 
strikes “ a new' note in fiction,” and me wdth the horrors. 
In these short stories I am told, by the publishers, that 
“ Miss Nesbit exhibits remarkable powers of imagination 
and insight into tlie psychology of the emotions,” and I 
am not inclined to dispute the accuracy of that statement. 
Nevertheless, w’hen I remember the delightful books which 
she has written, I admit that this exhibition of her 
versatility leaves me exceedingly depi-essed. It is a relief 
to add that there is one story which strikes an old note 
and a happy one. In “ The Followers ” no one, to borrow 
a picturesque phrase from America, is “ scared stiff,” and, 
although two people do jump into a river, thej’ could swim 
quite nicely, and before even changing their clothes they 
decided to marry each other. But if you prefer something 
really grisly and gruesome, I recommend John Charring- 
ton’s Wedding.” ^ 
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• nuADivADiA ^ propos of Mr. Winston Ghubchill's W© sitould have thoual i<i tl i at th© birils 

^ CHARIVARI A. suggestion that concerts should be given might easily he Uugiit tlu» duties of 

* President of the Ancient Order in our prisons, a gentleman ^rit^ to hired interruptoi'S of jJkdlitioal meetings, 
of •Hibernians of Portland, Oregon, A/or/, asking, “ Why should and so be put in the wa\ (learning 

U.B.A., has offered Germany armed not prisoners, instead of being amused their living. • 
assistance in the event of war with at the expense of the public, amuse one * 

Great Britain. Tliis maybe a pretty another? Many of them are probably Fortune edoos not always favour the 
compUineni to Mr. Bkdmond, but wc first-rate actors, and some perhaps brave. The past w«iik has bcnni notalile 
hav(' yot to learn how Goriiiaiiy wel- musicians.” This letter, wo hear, has for a series of distressing uci'ddants to 
conu)S tins new embarrassment. The causetl considerable offence in stage daring spir its. A picktioe((et lb Vienna 
prohloni before her is not too easy even circles, where it is denied that tlie had to betray himself by sbreamhig 
without Hibernian assistance paucity of first-rate actors on the when a woman into whose hair he had 


without Hibernian a.ssistance paucity of first-rate actors on the wdion a woman into whose hag he had 

hoards is due to the fact that so many put his hand suddenly closedll on hi.H 
“A woman,” we are told, “wlio at- of them are aw^ay in prison. fingers. A lady in Paris was indig- 

tempted to drown herself in the river nantly denying the imi>eaoh»umii that 

at Lyons was brouglit to the hank by “A hawker named Henessey,” we she was a shoplifter when n stolen 
her two dogs, which sIjc had tied to her read, “ W'as fined at Bow Street for alarum clock went off in her pooket. 
nock, and which she intended should attempting to tlirow a constable into At Cloonmurly in Ireland a poor burglar 
perish with her.” It is not iniprohable one of the fountains in Trafalgar got caught in a chimney, n-nd iiad to 
that, as a result of this, many nervous Square.” Quite right, too I It would shout for help. 
bathers will nowMulopt 


tlie safeguard of wear- 
ing a necklace of Poms 
and Pekinese. 

“The fair hair of tlie 
Anglo-Saxon,” w'e are 
told, “is disappearing.” 
But wo are not going 
to wo rr y T t will come 
into lashion again 
right# enough before 
long ; ; 

The statement that 
Lord Kitcjhenku has 
h e e. n a p p o i n t e d 
(V)loriel of the Isi 
Gounty of London 
Yoomaniy caused 
some alann among 
tlio Peace Pjirty last 
W'Oek. It is all right, 
tliough. He has only 
boon made Honorary 
Golonel. 



f '• A.S tli(‘ iiiiropid luiiiUtr alighted li<* mm*h to Iw ndnily smoking a oigandti'.'’ 

iSee the )\iper«, aheoiits. j 


** O u r g 1 e u t e s fc 
wealtl) is tint in work ' 
and warehouaes or j 
balances at hfvnks,” j 
saysSirW.H , Bvilev; | 
“it lies on tlu’ Hhelvea 
of oiir libraries ' VVe 
had no idea that dust 
was so valuable 

We liavi' much 
pleasure m uH ohlmg 
Mr. Justice SruifT- 
ton’s first judicml 
joke. He must perse- 
vere. A witnesM in the 
recent (lell>gaer 
Council on He slated 
that lui went to iam- 
don to get MMue 
recreation giound by- 
laws, (lid nothing, and 
rt^ceived .€5 for his ' 


tlu^nirli TT« hnt; nnlv Tills is NOT I lOHUOP. AT IMMINENT CATASTllOl'U^ TllE AVIATOII. IIAMNO HIT ....,1 l.i.* I 

tliout:li. Uo lias only kaiiimtiox kuoht, ii*s .uw LiHrovKim,. that hk miu. ■« ft , J' , ' ' « 

hocMi niaue nonoiaiy i-NAm.i,; to hmmi rr with the much-aomtiieu ani> orr-iiEi'EATEo climax, voii he iniee nays inp eii. 

(lolonel. HAS LEFT HIS CfOAUE’ITK CASK AT HOME. ilusUce ScRl' rrON ‘. 

: — - - — ; “I liopo you eujoycHl 

“Mr. Llovd Geoiige,” says Sir bean abominable thing if our police- your holiday” {Lumjhifr). 

AiiUXANOEH Aclano-Hooo, “ is valuing men, who alw^ays look so spruce, were * eatesmBsssEraasBa* 

everything.” We hope this ineiudes a to be treated like tliat by just anybody 

proper appreciation of the Navy. into wliosc head the fancy entered. Uolquitous Family, j 

^ “ R. h. With iii>ul(md«‘d for « clt vTr hit 


The TTbiquitoui Family, 


Owing to a strikiiof giavc-diggers in The contemporary which, in its ac- To\ho .ImilsHnll'ii 

Paris, soldiers have had to he employed count of a recent appeal to the Pbebi- of the speotatois." ll'ofirtifer ihihj 

to do their w'ork, and have been grum- dent op the Board of Trade, stated i 

hling at their unmilitary task. If only that British seamen object to being “MytMH, m hitting u hd* lu it-g, g^ive (Ih* ] 
the authorities had thought of calling hrandiod at Antwerp, w'as guilty of a umpire, Ihulow, a^iod whad, on the arm ai 
it “Practice in throwing up earth- peculiarly obvious misprint. laughahJe meident. » ti/r/vAc /*»//♦/ | 

works!” .. ... We should like to h< iir Baiu.OW’s ; 

‘ - A horse belonging to a Bangor pork version of this. , j 

Not content with being a gre^t butcher died last week at the age of * 

actress, Madame Sarah Bernhardt forty-one. His longevity is supposed “On hourJ ihi* stramMiii|» wir. ii tmmhev of j 
hail now become a great grandmother, to be duo to the tact that he was not a | 

‘'j!'**' P^^?• gallolu) of New Knghutd mm, hound f'oi lu' 

The Stroud Chamber of Commerce same di^stinal ion.”-- “ TA** Aub/ Tete^uh'n' 

has passed a I’esolution in favour of The problem of what to do with two ^"ev' Yoeic Vonr^tiHuuimt, 
smaller halLsoveroigns. If at the same parrots, the propertj^ of a female pauper This is headed “Bane and Antidote” 
time they could be made a bit cheaper now in an asylum, is sorely exercising We regard the order of tliese words m 
it would be a popular move. the minds of the Maidenhead guardians, unfortunate. . 


I the minds of the Maidenhead guardians. ’ unfortunate. 


rwieti 
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fUn'iih' {hi huhj li'/iu hHH Vffthf' in ilh'h). “IHIin’i' T AVtniE YOtr 'IHAT A fOW IH OM.V OANOEUUPX WHBN IT ff\H rt"< 

I vi-i' ^ She. “Thai >m«y I wah i<iu«mTK\Ei>. 1 corHON'i’ hbe a cai.f avywhkiie/’ 


RUFUS' STONE. 

[“Thai tlip Hjioi wlicic ail (*vctit ho mcitioralil** not licKM-ftei* 1 m* 

foifjcoitcn tills HloiK* waH Hct up l>y John Ij(»nl Delaware, wlio had »ecu 
Uif tiee gl owing in UiIn place. Anno 1745." 

fnsrri/tfioit on Ifn/iis' Stone, AVic 

There ’s a word left out, there 'h a word left out, 

Tliere 's a word left out, there are possibly two ; 

That something 's omitted admits no doubt ; 

It 's as plain to me as it is to you. 

Wiuitover it is it 's enougli to vex 
The turbulent soul of Rupus Rex. 

A dirty old woman stood close by, 

And a dirty old man stood close to lier ; 

They looked at me with a friendly eye. 

And the hag advanced and addressed me : “ Sir ” — 

In short, she hinted at Rufus’ ghost, 

And offered me cards for the halfpenny post, 

Tlie man had a bundle of clumsy sticks ; 

He showed me three and he showed me four : 

“ I ’m a fair old dealer,” he said. “ No tricks ; 

I made ’em myself, though 1 ’m only pore.” 

And the end of the eloquent wordsjie spoke 
Was an offer to sell a stick of oak. 

I waved them away, and thus began — 

They were far from clean and as far from neat — 

** Lord D, was not a grammatical man, 

For the sense of his words is incomplete. 

There’s a valde deflmdm Uatm hei'C ” — 

But the hag said Cards ” and the lout said “ Beer.” 


They were far from neat and as far fi-om clean, 

Bo 1 left them alone and thought about 
The growing tree which the Lord liad seen 

When he wrote the words and ho left one out ^ 

“ Tho word is * happened,' ” I cried. Why swk a 
More plausible word’i* It ’s that. Kui*eka ! ” 

But still it ’s queer that a man should write 
A faulty sentence on lasting stone, 

To l>e read as long as tlie sun gives light 
By thousands, and not by himself alone - * 

A fact of which, 1. presume, Loixl Dklawahk, 

When he wrote the inscriptiotf, was perfectly well uwnre. 

Tm. 

“ ‘The Vic»r of St. Amie’ti and his uife weiv at a garden pfOty. pro* 
sented with a jtiano by the nkembersof the oongregatbii of tkiO rariali 
Ohimdi, in eelebitition of their silver row bowl h'ont the Snuday ttk'bool 
teachers. — donrier.' In reiH'ltiiUng the above ‘iHtnch* 

says : ‘The next thing to uelebiwte is the itiano. in fact, once get Hiart<*<t, 
and yon can go on like this for ever.' Obviotndy the otnJssi^ hi a Htte 


and yon can go on like this for ever.' Obvic 
from the mramt^h, ivlating to their silver 
iifjon Mr. rnn^.^—Jlfmio/irstrr Cmrin* 

Better and better 1 


S r the otnissioh M a Htte 
ding, has not tlakvind 


Besoribing the Autumn Manoeuvres iu lltc Bast ^ Hoot« 
land, a Glasgow paper states that 
“A steam launch frotn the Thetis called at tAiitb for {Hi>vtaiMns, Smd 
this foot is taken by some to indicate tliat tMitibiirgb and tdHh have 
follen hito ti»e hands of the enemy. ” 

We understand that Bdinburgh and LeHH take the stMeguine 
view, that the launch may have calUsI fm* provisions at 
Bdtlt because the crew of the Theiin wafiM fiouiethin| to eat. 
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Bammy — as we all called Linlby Samboubne, and as wo legends were re-toM — that one describing his adventurer in 
all thought of him, and always shall think of him to the Paris, for example, when ihe staff of the paper went over 
end — SamUy has left us. He had not been to the Table together in 1889; or that of his boasted friendship with an 
for some w^ks, and not (Sinoe last autumn had he been imaginary warrior, ** General Stores,*’ — every time these 
fiis old bright twinkling self; yet, though we knew early ancient fables were re-told, always with new apocryphal 
that he was very ill, and latterly that it was unlikely he gapiish, Sammy was the most delighted listener. In the 
would ever be at work among us again, we had not with grip of laughter his eyes danced, glistened and disappeared, 
any thoroughness foreseen our loss, l^ut now we know. Beat of liis own jokes were his curious malapropisms, 
Sammy is dead, and the Table can never bo the same again, whether consciously artificial or unconsciously blurted, no 
He was both our greatest pride and our greatest pleasure, one quite knows. But that they were genuine wo shall all 
His genius as an artist —his delicacy and his strength, of us continue to hope. “It was so still you could ha\^) 
his fantasy and his realism, the solidity of his work and 'picked up a pin,” is an excellent example; and again, “Ho 
its aerial grace — that, of course, was our pride. But to | hadn’t a rag to stand upon;” and again, of a burden under 


this he added as a carhxm- 
ist and weekly advisor tlie 
pictorial vision in its most 
highly developed form, see- 
ing in pictures whore most 
of us saw only in words or 
ideas, and knowing instantly 
not only what could he 
done, but — more important 
perliups — what could not bo 
done. And to this he added 
an astounding memory of 
the public events of his own 
lifetime, with no little know- 
ledge of universal history 
and a vast store of out-of- 
the-way information, all of 
which was exact. It was 
these qualifications- that 
made him, beyond his mas- 
tery of liis medium, our 
pride. Others of us could 
remember thatTuNNiEL, say, 
liad once used a certain fable 
in a cartoon, but it was 
Sammy who would remark, 
“ If you turn to March, 
1863, you will find it.” 
Others might fancy that 
they knew what, say, a 
German forage cap was like; 
it was Sammy who, with 
a few strokes of his pepcil. 



LinI.EY SAMr.OUKNE AT THE RoUND TaBLB. 


which some public person- 
age was suffering, “It's a 
White Elephant round Uio 
man’s neck” — surely the 
finest compound image of 
embarrassment ever im- 
agined ! 

None of the photographs 
do Sammy justice, for they 
omit animation. His expres- 
sion was capable of extremo 
vivacity and his eyes were 
quick and bright. In repose 
bis face latterly was worn 
and tired ; but once you got 
him interested — and m good 
health he had always been 
as quickly interested as a 
child ; in fact, to a great 
extent he was a child, and 
it is absurd to write of his 
age as sixty-five — once jou 
got him interested, he was, 
almost to the end, instantly 
gay and spirited once more. 
Nor do the portraits bring 
out a curious likeness to Sir 
Walter Scott which had 
been increasing in late years. , 
Not only was the conforma- | 
tion of his head akin, ljut ' 
at his place next the Editor, 
at the top of the Table, with 


set it down accurately for the guidance of the junior a window at Iiis side and back, the light, on sumpier . 
cartoonist. For he was the kindest of helpers : the fruit Wednesdays, before the blinds were drawn, used to touch 
of years of the closest observation was at the disposal of his silvered hair with a radiance such as more than .dne 
any who asked him. painting of Scott exhibits. 

These, tlien, were our pride— this treasury of fact, this But Sammy is dead. Never again will any of us receive 
vivid fancy, this creative eye, this generosity of mind. And any of his cheeiy little notes addressed in two inks, red 
our pleasure f Ah, that is not so easy to describe ; impos- and black, often with a design around the stamp and 
sihlo indeed with a hand that does not tremble a little, usually containing some diverting drawing within, tiie 
The Sammy of our delight was inimitable, unique, a fruit of his lavish invenliion ; never again will he inquire 
creature of drollery and mischief, shrewd yet naive, good of Toby, M.F., with a twinkle, how the pineapples are 
talker, go6d listener, and most admirable laugher. Never doing under the Hyihe glass ; never again will he recount 
again will the leg of^ToBY, M.P., be pulled as only Sammy his triumphs on the grouse moors or in the coverts ; never 
could pull it ; never again shall we hear the story of the again will he dash on a little sketch bn the back of his 
Gnome King told in perfection. And Sammy w as our menu. All of us have one or more of these treasures, done 
delight no less because he was also something of a butt, with a freedom and openness and brio that make quite 
Next to making a joke himself, which he always signalled clear what poor Fhil May meant when he once said, 
by an upward wave of his hand, he enjoyed a joke against “ Everything I Imow I learnt from Sammy.” Never again, 
himself. Age could not wither nor custom stale the body in short, wiU the Table ,be what it was. Sammy is £^ad, 
of myth which had gath^!ed qbout him during hWhine-andr and, while Art has lost a sincere and devoted servant, 

thirty years at the Table; and every time any of these we have lost our merriest friend* , ^ 





POPULARITY OF CRICKET. 

a band will be iband at Lord's during the 3^d2esex and Esses — WittminaUr Gaz^ttr,} 

D •« INTO A rLACE tTHIEE AIX CAN SPEND A EEALLT HAWT DAE ^ 
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HOUSE -KEEPING. 

1. The Declanition. 

Bill aiK? 1 share a flat. Bill 
arr^ngeB the flowei's aiitl 1 «,[*range the 
meals. There is, of course, Mi’s. 
Cripps, hut she docs what hIjo is told. 

This all started a week ago. On the 
•Monday 1 onlerod chops; on I'uesday, 
steak; on AVednesilay, a leg of laiul); 
on Thursday, tlic same, cold ; on Friday, 
a round of beef ; on Saturday, the saine, 
cold ; on Sunday, the same, colder still. 
It now becanio necessary to older 
another Monday’s dinner. 

“ Bill, niy dear fellow,” I said, “ 1 
have done all the thinking for a week. 
Suppose you thought of something for 
a change.” 

Mrs. Oi’ipps gatiiered round, waiting 
greedily for orders. Hill pondered 
silently and long. 

“^yy^not a couple of chops,” he 
said at last, trying to look inspired, “or 
a steak V ” 

“We have had them ulreaily,” 1 said, 
severely. 

“ 1 know we eat a lot,” he answcml, 
“ but do you think we eat them quite 
all'? There may bo some more in 
London, souiowhere.” 

Food is not a matter to jest aliout. 
1 sai<l so. 

“ 1 can tliink of nothing else that we 
havo not had,” he said, sadly. “ After 
all, there /.s only mutton or heef, 
whether you call it chop oi steak or 
lamb or d la inaitie <V hotel. Ijot’s 
leave the declaration to dumms. Let 
Mrs. Cripps make trumps.” 

“Mrs. Cripps,” said I, “we leave it.' 
Tlio declaration is up to >ou. Wliat 
aro you going to make it ’? ” 

Mrs. Cripps is a brilliant woman. 
“What about a nice little chicken*?” 
she said. Then she depaiiied, and Bill 
sighed heavily, as a man \rho had beei*i 
through a sevei’o mental strain. He 
had bi^n thinking of no trumps. 

“ Suppose,” said he, “ only biip)K)'^t‘ 
she had said; ‘ Wo ’ll go without ’ ! 

II. Economy, 

Aft^r all, Bill did not stay in to wel- 
come the chicken. The orders had 
been given at breakfast (how one meal 
leads to anqtlier ! ), but some time dur- 
ing the day Bill was telephoned for to 
feed with the Watson^. 1 found him 
dressing when I returned. 

“Sorry, old man,” he said, “but I 
thought I had better go.” 

“ Keep your son’ow for yourself,” 1 
answorotl. “If you suppose that by 
getting out of the flat you are going to 
get out of paying for your half of the 
chicken^ou show that you don’t under* 
stand the elements of house-keeping.” 


There was a little silence after that. 
Bill began to wonder if it was too late 
to put the Watsons ofl’. Then he 
brightened a little. “ After all,” he said, 
“ I can liavo my half grilled for break- 
fast to-nioiTOW morning.” 

“ 1 sliouldn’t count too much on that,” j 
said I ; “ 1 cannot guarantee anytliing, | 
when 1 am left by myself.” 

Bill made some private arrangement 1 
with Mrs. Cripps, and started out. | 
“ Hope you have a good dinner,” I said. I 
“ Tell the Watsons 1 am soi’ry I j 
couldn’t come.” 

“ But they never asked you,” said 
Bill. 

“Tell them that is why I coiihln’t 
come. And don’t forget to keep tlie 
interests of (Jie larder before your mind. 
If you can como by anything solid for 
the store-room, do so. Anyliow, drop 
a liint to the Watsons in future to ask 
liotli oj’ neither of us. To ask one, does 
not helj) the poulti’y bill and will only 
load to unpleasantness at breakfast.” 

111. The Informal ion Bureau. 

When Bill returned, he was very 
pleased about something. “ Don’t say 
you have como away with half a 
chicken, to make matters square for 
breakfast*?” I said liopefully. He 
shook his head. 

“ The Watsons aro very nuMin ahoi*t, 
tliat sort of thing. Hut 1 have coll(‘cte(l 
a lot ol Knowledge off JSIrs. Watson. 
You were wrong about the heef and 
mutton , there are other things.” 

“ It was you who said there weren’t,” 

I retorted. “1 always know there wore 
chickens.” 

“ Tliero are veal, rabbits, hares, part- 
ridges, duci.s,oystcis, pork, haricot . . .” 

“ Haricots may not he shot out of 
the season,” T corrected. 

“ To say nothing of fish : turbot, cod, 
sole, filets of sole, solo a la portmiaise, 
sole d la framyii.te, solo . . .” 

“ Enough,” said I. What shall we 
have lor dinner to-niglit‘?” 

" Fish is liardly nourishing enough,” 
said Bill. 

“ Haricots,” I said, “ might he any- 
thing. They invito fraud.” 

“ Fartridges and oysters aio out of 
season,” said Bill, “ What aljout 
rahhifs? ” 

“ Can’t abide tlicin,” said I. “ What 
about veal *? ” 

Bill couldn’t abide that, so 1 called 
for ^Mrs, Cripps. “ He Dinner,” I said 
to her. “ Wo have given the matter our 
most camful consideration, and have 
decided that it would be a good idea 
to try a couple of chops for a change.” 


Bepenting in Haste. 

“ Later in the day tlm bridogroom left for 
Q»nn\d\V*-~J}roi-k'lry XeuM. 


THE OPTIMIST. 

Let others ply the scurril dart, * 
To every virtue blind. 

Mine is the nobler, gentler part 
To glorify mankind. 

Unstirred by spite, unmoved by qualms, 
1 live laborious days 
In ladling out my precious balms 
Of superfatted praise. 

In strident tones 1 love to greet 
Eacli multi-millionaire ; 

I SCO kind hearts in CurEon Street, 
Pure souls in Belgrave Square. 

Tlie simple homes of new' -made lords 
With ecstasy 1 paint. 

And every actress on the bo’ards 
I welcome as a saint. 

J cbocrtlie rare secluded soul 
With gross unwelcome lauds; 

With equal fervour I extol 
Tlic worthies and the frauds. 

.And no self-advertising ass 
Who deals in brag and blutY 
Is too preposterously crass 
To miss my weekly puft‘. 

’Tis so with letters as with life : 

(lood autliors may go free 
Ol Bhulyei’s lacerating knife; •' 
They cannot ’scajie from me. 

But whether they bo great or small, 

Or superman or sub., 

I lavish butter on tliein all 
From my cxbaustless tub. 

Nor is it solely on the quick 
Tliat 1 my praises shed, 

III liberal measure, slab and tliick, 

1 heap them on tlio dead ; 

Till lieroes of the spacious days 
Of great Eihza’s reign 
.Assume the liright and winning w ajs 
Of Winston and Hall Cmne. 

I The paladin of liigli romance, 
j 'JMie martyr and the sage, 

[Join in a never-ending dance 
j Across my chatty page ; 

I And queens and lieauties, who of yuo 
[ Made empires clash and fall, 

I bring in human guise before 
The modern servants' liall. 

What matter if some squeamish folk 
A rare resentment feel. 

If jaundiced critics growl and croak 
Of mercenary zeal ; 

No irony, however fierce, 

• Can mortify my pride ; 

No spear is sharp enough to pierce 
The thickness of my hide. 


“Miuluiol Gamble and Arthur Wager, two 
Islington young inoii, were fined at Olerkenwell 
for playing iiitcn and toss ." — Daily JVeu’a. 

Too easy for us. Headers are requested 
to make their own o6mment. 
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IhintmUl. “Wk’vk jiap hie pi.a* jc KE-!)Er(M:A’n''h i intui cimr r. n aii tuoK 

SM\ltT< I don’t think any one rori.U SUOCJK^f any IMIMIOX ttVIKAl’. (’\S YOU ' " 

Tiuirllcr, “How about loose oiiint/ oovkuh i-ou hie ki ns ^oli uik m mmkb \himum'’* 


More Commercial Candour. 


•.AT, P.-CAL REVIEW. 

A Kkformer's Reminiscknceh. " 

It lias over boon one of the regrets 
of my life tliat I never met Joshua 
Tackal lorry, and my regret is all the 
more poignant because 1 missed my 
oppoi'tunity by so little. He was to 
open an agricultural show in Brixville, 
and I, tlien a raw lad from Athlono, 
had been deputed to report his speech ; 
but, owing to some misunderstanding, 
1 missed my train and only arrived just 
after he had loft. P'ate nevm* throw us 
togetlu'i* again in later life, hut I con- 
tinued an ardent admirer of tlio man 
to tlie day of his death. It is, there- 
fore, with pleasure that 1 ))en these 
few words of appreciation of this 
pioneer agriculturalist. 

I. 

And first let mo show Iho e.ondition 
into which turnip cnlturo had fallen 
when he began his work. 

{Hove jhUoH'H (I ha If ’Column ahatmet 
from the. icoik undci i(>ru'u\\ 

Tins, then, was the morass out of 
which ho K(3t hiniH(*lf to drag rural 
Kuglaikd. 

II. 

Ills inetliod ot initiating this fai’- 
reaeJiing sclienio is indieativo of tlie 
whole man. 1 cannot <lo bettor than 
I quote Ins own words. 

{Which the critic docs to the extent 
oj three ’(jinar lei fi of a column. \ 

jij. 

It goes w’ithout saving that tin’s great 
movement was not without its enemies. 
The squireens were up in arms at oikh*, 
and by bribes, threats and potty tyran- 
nies endeavoured to thwart it. It is 
^ iuhtructivo to read Tackaberry’s de- 
scription of his first reception in 
Market Plumboro’, and one gets some 
idea of the depths to which the 
squirearchy stooped. Ho says : 

\ About three hundred words.] 

TV. 

Such, then, wrere the enemies with 
whom he liad to contend. Being essen- 
tially a fighter, Tackaherry willingly 
accepted the cliallcnge. Tn a letter to 
a life-long friend, Josiah Baggs, he 
writes : 

f Here folloics a letter of two columns.] 

V. 

But the struggle was not of long 
duration. Backed as he was by the 
vast majority of turnip-growers, be 
quickly disposed of bis loud-mouthed 

* The Stocjj (if My Life. Hy Joshua Tacka- 
borry. 


Imt empty-headed opponents, and by 
way of showing the change in public 
opinion which ensued 1 ajipend an 
extract from 2'he Market Plumboro' 
(razette of October last describing bis 
reception there a month l^eforo liis 
deatii. 

{This, being the last quotation, is 
regulated by the space at disposal,] 

» 

VI. 

I have been able to give only a 
glimpse here and there of this absorb- 
ing book. I recommend it to those of 
my readers who want to study this 
movement. With all our author's con- 
clusions you wiU not perhajiia agree, 
but that it will “ give you furiously to 
think " I do not doubt. — ^T, P, 


1 . 

In a bootmaker s w imlow at (ilasgow : 

XolliiiiK lihi* U'nlhfi.” ^ 

n. 

In a cycle manufaotin ei s 4it(ila«g»»w : 

“ Om .t’l 12 I) hii’yi’lu im a uniiCilcii' kiiui-k- 
out.” , * 

[ III. 

“Tin* HKUitigt’im iif liavt' do patiei ov 

i-vjM'D'Jf to Diak«- lliis UoU'l ID III! 
un.'q»|«orti‘!ial»t«."- -.V'^/ tu ‘"Jif/ntfHty (JlnictO 


“Th(^ long ann of BiUIhIi law Kucluid its 
goal slioHly nine tlda inorniiig. ’ 

thniy Mivf. 

This is not quite criekt^. 'fho V’totball 
Association ought to look into it. 





» 
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Mr». IlnifSCi’tl. “TiIKIIK sow , THK01*0UE, TIIONK auk IWO \E 1 iY OOOD examples Ol. JHK I-ASHIOSAIILE 1)RK.>SK.S I «AW AT THK 
UoYAL Academy in Jcly." 


THE TASKMISTRESS. 

Is there no liope in eloquence or tears, 

No use in pleading that 1 want to slack it 
Amanda, must I be condemned, 

Here in a plot with lilac l\,oiTiined, 

To chase the wild irfevocable spheres ? 

“What if I say I have not brought a racquet? 

Can you not realise that human bliss 

May sometimes course in unathlelic channels ? 

I tell you it would bore the bard 
To hurl away his motley shard ; 
i^t any rate, he could not play like this, 

And does not mean to wear your brother's flannels. 

If ever in its proud and palmy prime 
Thi^ hand had known the way to serve or volley, 

* To redirect the rubber pill 

According to my prayer and will, 

Instead of upwards to the blue sublime, 

I might have joined the corybantic folly. 

But as it is, my dear, you know I can’t. 

Oft have you heard some maiden’s muttered “ Mercies ! ' 
When (smiting as a Briton should) 

1 smacked the peliot o’er a wood 
Or»potted on the nose a spinster aunt. 

Besides my wrist is strained with writing verses. 


Can you not cull a four without my aid ? 

Look at the eager boys that w^ait in batches: 

They pine to exercise their thews 
And tear about until they ooze; 

Myself I feel I want some lemonade. 

And would you kindly pass that box of matches ? 

Your house is made of old and mellow bricks, 

And “ all that messuage ” which the same is built on 
Is full of comely flowers and trees ; 

If pleasauncos are meant to please. 

Why should I jump about like Seymour Hicks ? 
Remember Andrew Marvell — also Milton. 

This is a garden worthy of the gods, 

Or heroes after death, beyond the dumb pyre, 

Who roam oblivious of their strife ; 

But if the Roosevelt scheme of life 
Must prick us even here with tyrant prods, 

Give me a basket chair, and I will umpire. Evoe. 


“ King Haakon of Nt>rway cclobrates this morning the 38tli anniver- 
saiy of bis bu’th, his Majesty having lieon born on Augiist 3rd, 1872. 
The second son of the present King of Denmark, he aoceptod the Crown 
of Norway in November, 1005, and mariicd in 1800 Princess Maud, 
daughter of King Edwaid VII .” — NUtmjham Evening Pod. 

See what it is to be a King. Ordinary people couldn’t 
cover anything like so much ground. ’ 
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• . TWO IS COMPANY- 

T kPaii ttskecl my old friend Coysegame 
to stay with me at Frambridge for the 
vveok-ond, and I could see from bis 
face w)jO!i be arrived that something 
unpleasant must have liappened to him 
recently. But, as ho said nothing at 
the time, I naturally asked no questions. 

However, after dinner, as we wore 
smoking on the lawn, he told me the 
whole story : — 

“ J really can't remeinhor when I ’ve 
had a more trying journey,” said 
Coysegame. “ If I 'd only travelled 
third-edass, as I 'd intended, J should 
have been comfortable enough. But, 
thougli I’d taken a third-class ticket, 

1 fomul there was only one smoking 
coiTjpartment in my part oi the train 
and all the cornei* seats in that w'cre 
occupied. Bo 1 decided to go first- 
class and pay the difference at the 
other end. Tlicro was anotliei' man in 
the first-class carriage 1 got into, hul, 
he was absorbed in 77if} Spectatoiy and 
was a quiet, reserved-looking person 
who did not seem at all likely to he 
conversational. Which suited me 
exactly, for I hate having to talk in a 
train. •He sat in the farther ijoiner, 
and 1 took the seat by the window next 
to the platform. Wo were just about 
to start, wlujn the seat opposite mine 
was taken by a new-comer who struck 
me unfavourably from the first. He 
was big and uncouth, willi rugged, 
battered features, narrow, deep-set eyes, 
ami a shock of grizzled hair, ho wore a rather seedy Kino? Tlie l(3ast sensilivo rhinoceros would have lieen 
blue seigo suit, a tweed cap of a violent pattern, and a rebuffed by the curtness with wdiicli I answered the quel v, 
green -and -yellow ti(*, and above his boots tlicro was a but it had no effect on him. He merely pushed a six- 
liberal display of purple socks. A vacuous youth was penny niajjazine under my journal and told mo that the 
seeing him off with scarcely disguised relief, as he gave cover was a portrait of His Majesty, and 1 could road all 
mysteriously impressive instructions in a slightly Trans- about Jiim inside. I said J had seen it which was 
Atlantic accent. ‘Then you go and see that party and get only a surface truth — and lie lumberc'd acuiss to tlie ether 
the business fixed up riglit away,’ he said, ‘ mind, don’t man and offered the inagazino to him. The other mau 
you toll him anytliing. But be straight.’ He hold on to thankeil him politely Ipit distantly, and explained that he 
this vacuous youth’s reluctant hand as the train moved out, w’as already reading something elrfti. M\ hope was that 
repeating, ‘That’s all jfoa have to do — he straight !' Then this would serve as a convmsational ojioning iKd.woeii ihetn 
lie produced a cigar of unpromising exterior, ami asked and that 1 should ho left in peaciv But. the haikMivil- 
me if 1 could oblige him with a match. I did, though in a looking person appeared to decide on refhx hou that I was 
manner which I hoped would make it quite clear that this the more sympathetic and responsive of the two, so ho 
was to bo the beginning and the end of our intercourse, returned to me. ‘ Bought it at hookslall coming ’long,’ he 
But after a minute or so he asked me for another match, explained muzzily, * 1 don’ know why 1 gorrit. 1 ’in goin’ 
‘ Funny thing,’ he remarked, ‘ but 1 ’ve lit my cigar wrong Chelmchester on visit — jus’ for week-end. !Mind you, I ‘m 
end. That don’ marrer,’ he added, as he reversed it and not one for week-end visits as gen'ral rule jiridcr sta.) m. 
lighted up once more, ‘/shan’t notice it after a puff* or town and Iiave good time. But my fren’ sihlcd on my 
two. I ga\e up smoking lil’ time ago — burri 've come cornin’ down. Goin’ meet me on pla’form ami drive me 
back to it again. I like a good cigar. A bad cigar — well, over to Witsea. Tha 's wliore lie lives„Wifsea. I’horough 
a bad cigar is rorren ! ’ I agreed with him, though J had gerrilman, /tc is — s’licitor.’ I tried to fix my attention on 
reason to think that his taste in brands was less fastidious my paper, but I could not help womloriiig whether the 
than lie implied. ‘ Sent a box to a fren’ o’ mine the other thorough gentleman might not regret before long thoA he 
day,' lie continued ; ' he wrote mo ho ’d never smoked any- had been so pressing. ‘ 'Bcuse mo,’ he began again, ‘but 
thing like ’em in all his life. That’s what he tolo ine.* d’you know any place Cholinchester where I can jfet 
I could quite believe it, but 1 did not say so. The cause shave?' I told him that 1 did not. ‘Goin’ meet yoling 
of his unreserve was fairly obvious by this time, and I lady this evenin’,’ he wont on, • vor’ pretty young lady, k»o, 
shielded myself behind my evening paper from any further so I’m boun’ smarren myself up a bit, haven’ IV* My 
advances. Or rather I thouglit 1 had — till he looked sympathies were all with the young lady, but 1 ^n^med 
round the comer of 'it and inquired how 1 liked our noo silent— -which was more than he did. 'These things you 
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see me in now afn’ much,’ he informed me, ‘ burr I ’ve got Fortunately, he not only accepted my explanation and give 
good clothes if 1 like to purrem on. 1 ’m a gerrilman me a receipt for the excess faro, but persuaded my champion 
— very near millionaire. This is nii/ name.’ And he that ho would get to Oholmchester all the sooner if he took 
brought out a ding^ envelope and tried to force it on mo. a carriage nearer the engine. 

‘ If you was to read what 's in that letter,’ he remarked, But I hadn’t seen the last of him, even then. When wo 
‘it ’d upset you —no, it ’d upset me — but never min’, you reached Chelmchester he appeared at the window, ‘ I tole 
can road it if you w’^ant to ! ’ My disclaimer of all curi- you I ’d see you through, and I done it,’ he said. * I ’m 
osity on the subject soomod for the first time to give him a not sort man desert a pal in trouble. But don’ you do it 
faint irnprossion that, after all, I was not the bosom friend any more, for my sake. ’Member this, laddie, honesty’s | 
ho had supposed me, and for a moment ho sat and .scowled bes’ policy in long run. I mus’ go now — fron o’ mine, 
at me with dark suspicion. But cither he came to the s’licitor, looking for me on pla’form. Burr’ I’ll shako 
conclusion that this was mere -fancy on his part, or decided hands 'fore 1 go.’ I had to shako hands before I could get 
to make one more effort to conquer my affection. ‘ 1 ’m rid of the fellow. I was gratified but not surprised to find 
rough,’ he said, ‘ burr I ’m good sort. C’nadian I am. that, when I last saw him, he was still vainly searching for 
Wherever I go, everybody likes me. Kvorybody loves me!’ his solicitor. 

I could have told him of at least one exception to this What tlie reserved man thought of mo I can only guess, 
general rule, but 1 refrained, I was determined not to give He got into another compartment at Colford, and his 




him the least on- reply to my * Good 

pened to drop my . ... , , , , . ^ answer tiiat a Iiie* 

ticket in taking it ^enUnhous {ref/nnftnff J<t 2 Htncse). “Thf.hk go t»e future uuler.s of the t„,e v\aH meant to be 

out of mv Docket ■ seen rather than smelt ; 

Yorksh ire Porin', “ Nay, they ’ vF. hummat TO i.EAUN Fin.sT. They didn’t know they ’ j» and the musical analogy 
ana uniucKiiy ic (.qt to (tianof, at Low Moun for Uradfoko. " holds ooually well.” 

caught the univer- - - Tinm, 

sally beloved one’s eye. ‘I dunno if you’re ’ware Apparently Plymouth is not the only place where you can 
of it,’ he said, ‘ but this is firs’ class conipar’inen’ see the sound. 

and you’ve on’y go’ thir’ class ticket. I’m ’{raid 

you’ll gerrin trouhU over this— r/jr//// trouble I’ And From T/ie Du/k “Greats” List, July 30: 

he^vagged his beastly head solemnly at me. I took no ^ i t ai i h- 

.notice wliatever. • Don’ you worry,’ ho went on, ‘ I 'm man ^ ^ ^ ’ 

o’ the worl’ ; ies’ you leave it ’tirely to me—/ 'll see you Examiners had very little hope of A. Ih. Ohotant s 





you U gerrm trmble over llns—dyffii I trouble r And From The Dailv Telegraph's "Greats" List, July 30; 

he^vagged his beastly head solemnly at me. I took no a i. t ai 'j /rt . n i » u i. h- 

.notice wliatever. • Don’ you worry,’ ho went on, ‘ I 'm man ^ ^ ^ ’ 

o’ the worl’ ; jes’ you leave it ’tirely to me—/ 'll see you Examiners had very little hope of A. h. Ohotant s 
through r Just then the official* opened the door, and chances from the first. Ho has now gone for a walking j 
Ijefore 1 could say ,a word that imspoakable brute began Other. I 

pleading for mercy for me ! ‘ C’lector, I ’peal to you as i I 

man to man, don* be too hard on this gerrilman for first “ A latter was received ft'om tli© Mayor (Mr. W. Emden) rcgietting 
offence. ’Poarances against him, but no intention ’fraud that he had been called a^\ay on impoi-tent business, and expressing 
oummany. Ole fren o’ mine— d!«ar ole fren— known him h"!* that the ^plo of W j™.ld decorate their l.ouacs for the 
from boy! Don purrim prison for mere indishcresh n. ,, ,, , 

I 'm gerrilman ; there ’s 'nother fren o’ mine goin’ meet When the Mayor s away his nest is gay. 

me Chelmchester — s’licitor he is, and Zip'll tell you this — ^ 

gerrilman ’s all ri' — do anything for me he would.' “In Tarrant’s first over, A. P. Day, aided by a few smites, obtained 

If Athe official hadn’t clianced to bo a sensible man the 23 out of 40 in less than half an hour.” — Daily ChrimicU, 
advocacy of that drunken ass might.: have done for mo! Lucky he had his bat with him. 




10 . 1910 .] 


PONOH, OR THE WSim OHABIVABl 


• A ITHEORY OF TAILS. ! 

Tiia Zoo was suffocating in tKe rays of tl»e afteiDoon! 
sun. I paufiCflt for a moment to watch a monkey witli a 
pathetic face alment-min^dly. almost st^dly, clutch the tail 
of a sleeping relative alwve. The sleeping lelalive awoke 
on the ffoor very talkative and tiirilled, hut the originator of 
the plcasanti^'W'aB out of reach and witli tlie face of one 
on tn© verge of tears. 

“Wot a pity they ’ave tails,” said a voice beside me. 
Ho was a little scrubby man with a soiled collar, a 
straw hat, and a faded frock coat. 

1 paid no attention. 

, He looked about liim rapidh , llieii came closer, and in 
a hoarse whisper : 

“ X say, guv’nor, d’ you know wot 1 calls it ? Why, it *8 
; a tragedy.” 

“ Ah,” I returned vaguely. 

“ Yus, a tragedy, hecorse wli s ? We *ave no tails nor our 
parents neither — ain’t that so ? ’* 

1 endeavoured to convey that 1 was prepared to swear 
that Tny father, once a K.C., had never within my know- 
ledge mentioned the fact in m> hearing. 

Jle assumed the attitude of a modest man cauglit in the 
right. “ There y’ arc,” he said. 

There was a pause. A series of shrill screams in a 
distant part of the room suggested another stroke of 
humour on oven more ambitions lines. 

The little scrubby man smiled knowingly. 

“ Thei'e y' are again — tryin’ to sit on tlieir tails and ’ide 
their fgelin’s.” 

J was a little perplexed. 

“Talk of the rail,” ho snorted with considerable scorn. 
“When we lorst our tails w^e became deceitful. And 
wliy? Beoorse we ’ad nothin’ to give us away. They 
know it; look at ’em, Tliey’dgivo anythin’ to get rid of 
’em. It ’s like carrjing a truth-gauge on your w'aistkit.” 

He came closer and stared triumpliantly up into my face. 
He w'as in a glow’ w ith eloquence. He tapped me playfully 
on tlie chest. 

“Imagine it — your thoughts, ’opes, most sacred feelin’s 
at the mercy of a cruel gloatin’ world just beoorse you 
’a\'e a tail. For instance, you ’re proposin’ to the parents 
of 5 ’our young lady. Wliy, your tail would lie between 
your logs trying to got out o’ sight. An’ what ’s thej 
effect on their tails? Curlin’ like ’oops. They’d know 
you ’aven’t a brass farthin’ at once.” | 

“ You have no reason to suppose — ” 1 began liofcly. 

“ No ’arm meant, mister,” he interposed, soothingly. 
“Then think of ’avin' to attend funerals and sichliko. 
No matter ’ow gloomy your oounteiiance, wot if >our tail 
was waggin’ like a rip-rap through pure light- ’earlednoss ? ” 

1 admitted the prospect w’as w’orthy of thought. 

“ Or in business, *oW’ could you name a price with any 
confidence if your tail was on the floor and ’ad all the air 
of a wrong 'uH ? ” 

The sun had sunk at last. Shadows crept over tlie room. 
Tq the corner opposite a silent baboon stood statuesque 
against the evening dky. 

“ Of corse I 'm not' denyin’ there would be advantages. 
I ’m no dorg-in-the-manger. I 'm wilfin' to come out and 
share and ^are alike, be it argyment hr anythin’. You ’ll 
be Bayin’ wot satisfaction to the orator to ’ear the thump 
of approvin’ tails ; or tlie actor in the scene where the 
’eroitie oarsts her 'elpless babe into the racin’ mill-stream — 
why, it would be easy to jump in after a glance at the 
dhmin’ tails in the stalls.” 

I hodded thoughtfully. 

must be goin* ’ome now,” he remarked, alter a 





Ftraf n fh'u-ouf f/orn^, ‘•WKi.l., MATB, WHA'i h(i Yoli jittNK AimilT 
THE 1.A1KST liXTOllT UKdl’J.ATlOKK ? " 

A'mw/ “I wiioiu.a iiK iiutkii m.iuanki* ii* lurcv 

Ml* A mr MOIIK nWUU-ATtNf; NOME YKAIIN lIKroUK IVl4 t’CME UlE 
Kxwiin atacjk." 


pause. “ I knew’ by the looks of you I 'd got to iltnil with 
a shrew’d ’un, man of the worhl, clear-’eaded, far 'MtHUu' 
gentleman.” 

For a moment 1 wished that he had worn tail that 
might have betrayed something of his purpose, wdiieli 
seemed to me rather obscure. Then I dropped him out of 
my mind and began to wonder how' late it was. llht 
my w’atcli had gone. , 


A BAN ON BEGdAHS 

(lu one part of Central Africa tlie coin in euiniwon twe in a cnunfavin 
ingot of cc»pi«*r owr ten nichei* long. | 

Far over the sea 1 ’v© dotermiriod to rang© 

To a region in Africa, where 
I ’ve recently learned that the common small chaago 
Is rather a bulky affair. ' 

there an infallible cure can be fouml 
For needy acquaintances ; one * 

Can face them with ease when a “couple of jKmftil 
Weiglis ^mething approaching a ton. 

An indigent public in search of a loan ^ 

' I’U welcome with silveiy speech, 

I ’ll assume a responsive and generous iono . 'j i 
Until they are safely in reach ; ■ 

And then like a bludgeon designed for ^he fiuy 
I ’ll handle the coin that they oravA 
And what they imagined would rente them gttiy i 
EhaU husUe them into the grave. 
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THE PUNISHMENT THAT 
PITTED THE CBIMB. 

It may %9 well be^xplained at the 
beginning as at the end that it was 
only a dream ; you would h^ve guessed 
it anyhow. 

One morning, after a criminally reck* 

I less supper, the Leading Actor found him* 

[ self in a police court, and in the dock. 
How he came there he did not know, 
but what concerned him most at the 
time was the distressing fact that he 
was clothed only in his pyjamas. All 
at once* he became aware that the 
magistrate was addressing him. 

“ You are charged,” he was saj^ing, 
“with an offence under the Publicity 
Act, 1910. One of the provisions ofi 
that Act, I may remind you, makes it I 
a misdemeanour for any man, woman, j 
or child resident in the United King- 
dom to be interviewed for the Press 
more frequently than once a month; 
and in prescribing the appropriate 
penalty the Act directs that such inci- 
dents as photographs, botis-mots, and 
domestic touches shall be held to con- 
stitute an aggravation of the offence. 
Now it has been proved against you 
that you have caused or allowed inter- 
views with yourself to appear in no 
fewer than five different papers during 
the past week. Iti one of these, which 
I singlo out as providing the most 
flagrant breach of the Act, you are 
shown pictorially in various attitudes 
and occu^tions — ^in your study, in 
your garden, in your motor-car, and so 
forth. I have no doubt, in ray own 
mind that this is precisely the kind of 
abuse at which the' Act was intended 
to strike, and I am therefore resolved 
to make an example of your case and 
to inflict tbq maximum penalty the law 
liflows. Seven days’ cinematograph. 
Take him away.” 

He was led from the dock by a 
couple of vicious ^licemen, but in- 
stead of being eonducted to the ceils, 
as he bad expected, he. was pushed 
with much unnecessary violence into 
the street. Once .outside the court, ho 
did not stay to speculate upon the 
meaning of his apparent . liberty, but 
rushed towards his home, pursued all 
I the way by a jeering crowd that found 
infinite satisfaction and food for wit in 
I the composition oilp% limited attire. 

I And above the shouting .of the mob 
he could hear, as he ran, a curious 
buzzing noise, bringing back vague 
recollections which he could not track 
to their source. - ^ 

How ho Anally arrived home and 
got through the business of the day, 
he could not afterwards remember. 
But he was conscious that whatever 
he did and wherever he went thera 


was still . that elusive buzzing, and | 
occasiohally a blinding light that. Ailed | 
him with a' nameyss terror. In the 
evening the two vicious policemen 
called for him again and intii^ted 
that be must accompany them. This 
time the entire town seemed to have 
turned out to witness his humiliating 
progress through the streets ; and still 
that buzzing noise, and again ihaa 
blinding light ... 

He found himself seated in th^ 
centre of a large and crowded place of 
entertainment, evidently a music-hall. 
A couple of comic acrobats were just 
Anishing their turn, and then the lights 
suddenly went out and a cinematograph 
performance began 1 But in place of 
the customary pictures of winter sports 
in Switzenaud or racing mptor-boats 
there appeared on the screen a crowd 
gathered expectaritly outside a sombre- 
looking building. Presently the doors 
of the building opened, and two dark- 
coated Agiirea were seen gripping a mise- 
rable, flimsily-clad Great Heavens, 

it was himself 1 A sweat of ogony broke 
over him as he saw the scene of the 
morning enacted again — the panic 
Aight, the scanty garb, the jeering mob. 
But worse follpwc^. . Upon the screen 
was thrown the legend, “ Scenes from 
the Home Life of an Actor,” and there 
he saw himself playing the leading 
I part in a succession of intimately 
domestic episodes. In one he was 
I quarrelling with his wife, in another he 
was having his hair waved, in a third 
he was Iraiiig ' Atted with a pair of 
I corsets. . . . And then he remembered 
and understood the sentence that the 
magistrate had passed upon him, and 
I with a ftirther shock he realised that 
it still had six days to ruii. He stood 
i up and blasphemed. Instantly lights 
were Aashed from all parts of the 
house, and upon his wild gesticulations 
was turned the lens of a huge cinema- 
tographic camera. He sought to cover 
up* his face, but rough hands . . . ~ 

He awoke to And that a light was 
actually being flashed in his eyes. 
Presh from his terror, and believing 
his dream to have been real, he cried 
out, “ Don’t take me again ! I ’ll give 
you anything, but don’t take me 
again 1” ^ * ' 

“ I ain’t come to take yer,” replied a 
hoarse voice ; “ I ’ve come to take yer 
vallybles. Where j’er keep ’em ? ” 

“ Then you *re not the cinematograph* 
man? - Thank Heaven! Take what 
you like.” And from sheer relief he 
fainted. ■ ? • , . ’ • 

' A few days later the Leading Actor 
delivered his presidiihisal :add^s at 
the annual meeting of the Stage lm> 
provement Association. He chose as 
his theme, “The Evils of Publicity,” 


and aftentraids gave interviews on the 
subject io three newspaper rejnesentif- 
tive8.**>* / ^ • * 


' VERSE AND PURSE. 

hy a reaent <»rretpQiidewce in ‘ ‘ Tht 

.OuOHT poets coming up to town 
To start on life wilh half-a-crown, 

Or should they, for ^^eir spirits’ health, 
: Be adequately backed by wealth ? 
Goethe, we Know, the view upheld 
I That never p6et yet excelled i 
I Unless, at least in early years, 

He had to “ eat his btef^ with tears.” 
But Goethe, so 1 understand, 

Lived on the fatness of the land. 

Will Shaksfeare was a man of means 
Who ran to' bacon with his beans. 

[ Lord Byron had a competence 
I And Shelley never lacked for pence, 

I While in these later days we see 
j Bards well endowed with S, s. d, 

I Thus Tennyson, who took a peerage, 

1 Was never forced to travel steerage, 
Nor does the accomplished Mr. Couttb 
Subsist on casual cruf-ts and roots. 

The moral of the case is clear ; 

If you ’ve Ave thousand pounds a year 
You may without compunction qhooso 
To cultivate the tuneful Muse? * 

But if your annual income shows 
A lesser Agure, stick to prose, v 


BOOKS FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 
First large edition exhausted ; second 
in the press. 

Board of Edtication Report on 
• - Continuation Schools. 

A capital book for the boys. 

Department of Agriculture. Notices 
of Foot and Mouth Disease (Yorkshire ). 
An ideal volume for a summer 
in the pure country air. 

f 

Report of Evidence taken before the 
Sea Erosion Commission. 

A charming book to mad, by the Silver 
Sea. Your bookseller will "gladly get it 
, for you. . 

New Regulations (Locomotives) issued 
by the Board of Trade. 

When your little boy nexii talks 
of the “ puff-puff,” give him^.the above 
delightful work, and it will malie you 
happy to share his joy. 

“ Hoag Kong (Eeutor).~-A nfiemge received 
here Aom Cotonqia Mwtds that Henoral Iinimo, 
of the piraieB vdth whom the Portagu3«e at 
Macao have been wing trouble, has been 
oapthred there .^’— JSwMdffg Times. 

It may be recalled" that Gaieral I-smuo 
led the Eulus on the eelebtated oqdaeion 
when they took XJmlwage^ 
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. A PRIVATE NOTE, 

Mv* Dkar Mb. Punch, — I wonder if 
you hfiiVe ever guessed the real reason 
of the matinee hat, or if, like the rest 
of your silly sex, you tliink we wear 
them from vanity, or just to spifco you. 
A glance at the Society columns of a 
daily paper might give you tlie clue, 


but to save you trouble T will put you 
on the right track, though please 
leineiiiber this is just between you and 


I iho afjd The Mommy Post. 

' I Has it never occurred to you that 
there is a connection between the 
growth of matinee hat- brims and the 
matrimonial alliances of actresses 
with the aristocracy? Can you not 
sympathise with depressed debutantes 
and tiioir mammas, when tiieir eligibles 
are snapped up by footligbt ladies ? 
Do you wonder that wo formed a 
league for our protection, tlie object of 
which was efiectually to blanket the 
stage and draw man’s attention, willy 
rtilly, to ourselves? That is why 
matinee hats are always huge, even 
when passing fashion ordains tiny 
toques for out-of-doors, and why, at 
evening performances, coiffures are 
dressed with plumes, bows and aigrettes, 
not worfi at home. 

In spite of bitter and offensive oppo- 
sition our League has carried on its 
noble work with a persistence deservedly 1 
crowned with success, for, though 
there have been one or two set-backs, 
it is a well-known fact that actresses 
have taken to marrying actors again, 
while tlioro has lately been a notable 
increase in Society weddings. 

Yours sincerely, 

Bboad Bkimmek. 

SOME NEW DANCES. 

.\s a result of the recent conference 
of dancing*masters’ delegates Jield in 
London, a number of new and cha- 
racteristic dances have been composed 
by prominent musicians to meet the 
special requirements of the moment. 
Amongst these, special attention is 
claimed by the following : — 

The North Polka. — This charming 
dance, which is peculiarly adapted 
to the rigours of the British climate, 
is dedicated to Admiral Peaky. Price, 
with patent iyloo complete, 4s. 

The Russian Two - Steppe. — This 
graceful dance, redolent of the charm 
of the Don Cossacks, is sure to he ex- 
ceedingly popular in view of the f urore 
created by the Muscovite hallerine at 
the Hippodrome and other theatres. 
Price, with balalaika, samovar, and two 
bottlee of the finest vodka, £3 3s. 

T^ Bam Storm Dance . — This fan- 
taiftia and exhilarating measure, which 
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The Ownrr. ‘‘Huunv ur, old chap; wk 1U^K 'niAT dinouv au<»aiid!” 

The (hiest {who wighn wercsajeli; hack in C/tper Tootiag). “(iuK n’ A < iiANi’K , ii 
«^OMK ABOAIU) OF n'SRI.F SOON.” 


recalls the TetnpiUe, so popular in the 
days of our grandparents, is admirably 
adapted for theatrical fancy balls. 

The Angel Cake Walk. — This ex- 
quisite piece, written by the famous 
composer, Mons. Cake Walkley, and 
dedicated by him to Mile. PAviiOVA, is 
probably the most palatable supper 
dance in existence. 

The Danse Microbe. — Tliis extra- 
ordinarily hygienic dance, written by 
the Bulgarian prima donna, Madame 
Milka Bauer-Massolette, is specially 
recommended to all dyspeptic dancers. 


Rev. T. H. QiUiiigham . . . made liis 
50 in an hoitr and 35 minutan with a lino aquarc- 
k'g hit otf Woolley, and at the aame time wnt 
up the 100,” 

Those muscular Christians I 


More Injustice to Ireland. 

ConipciiHatiou f«>v inahrious iujuiit'O i>y 
county court judfjes at the hint two iiua)li'i- 
w*eMioiie in Ireland amounted to £4,217.” 

Midi Haictif 

Surely this is going too far. Bcltei 
I merely make jokes, as in England. 

I “UandHoiuc Hablcatid white i'oHio Dof;, wtih ^ 
< hcautiihl long tine hciul, goo<l i iu«, eyes, U-m I ' 
mouth, lovely fiill ovoi distcmi«‘i, " 

W© fancy this kind «f colliiv U sounds 
like a cutlet. 

From an Amei icau maga/ino : - 
“They were diwUHsing Theodore HoosdV^At — 
ihree typical FiiigliHhman, Ixief-ml »« to vMge 
and pink hm to late, ae they ate their mutton 
with gixat weilgcH of * IniUldy-aud miutak '* And 
drank their {lort wine in Die table 

room of the Cltth.” 

* A very vivid and Ufe-llkft picture. • 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Pft7ich'H Btujf of LenvncA Clerks.) 

hitinut^. Society* Let to s of the Eiyhteenth Century 
(Stanley l*ArL) are, appi-opriaiel> enough, considering 
their parentage and the <ssountry whence the majority of 
them arc dated, something in the was of a literary haggis. 
They provide some line confused feeding. The Editor, 
the Duke of Argyll, is so intimately familiar with the 
personality of his forhears that he lorgets the hapless 
Southron is not equally endowed witli knowledge. Reading 
the letters of successive Dukes, witli hero ami there a Marquis 
of liOUNE and a wliole clan of CamimieiiLH, one is not always 
certain wlio is writing or being written of. Tiiis little 
grumble uttered, there remains nothing hut praise and thank- 
fulness for tlie poop into the past ojiened up by these two 
portly volumes. Tho'^ form an invaluable adjunct to 
the history of the social life of the eighteenth centurv. In 
August, 1773,we have Miss Bi imo\NE writing froiq Kensing- 
ton Palace telling how “ Mrs. L. has hoen rob’d ” She was 
going home between p 
ono and two in the 
morning when two 
highw'aymen stopped 
her ooacii at Kensing- 
ton Gore, presented 
pistols at the head of 
footman and coachman , 
and cleared out the 
pockets of their mis- 
tress. “ She was so 
excess ivel y f ri g hten ’ tl 
that she has never 
dared to come hack 
again at night and has 
had a lied constantly 
at L* Spencer’s.” Also, ; 

“It is too true that 
Miss P. lost in one 
night £500 and tlie next 
£1,500, and paid it all 
the next day,” On a 
night in August, 1779, 

“ An Express arriveil 
at the Admiralty with 


with tender fingers, touched the buds upon tlie troec. A 
inillion tiny blades of grass were piercing the tumid eaiVtli 
awakened after the long, rejuvenating sloop of winter, In 
every living thing the sap was flowing.” And hero is 
an example of .something more actively disquieting : 
“ David’s genius, if beguiled from higher to lower things, 
would build iijion shifting .sand instcjad of .solid' rock . . . 
David, in short, w^as afloat upon a high tide, with every 
stitch of canvas set to a .spanking breeze”, or, again- 
“ We heliold liim, like the weed on Lethe’s wharf, ‘ rotting 
at ease’ on the Tom Tiddler’s ground of a facile success ” 
Nobody could possilfly mistake this for literature; and the 
treatment, how'ever admirable, of a psychic problem wliicli 
no fellow can understand hardly compensates for such 
defects in those matters of art that are W'itliiu the com- 
prehension of a I’cader of average intelligence. All the 
same, tlio sincerity pf Mr Vachell’h purpose mako.s one a 
little ashamed of criticising details of inannei* Apart 
from its speculative features, the hook has inspiiing quali- 
ties, and makes for a healthy discontent w'itli cheap or 
vicious standards of social taste. 

, If, as T slirowdly sus- 
pect, A Corn of Wheal 
(Heinemann) is a first 
novel, r beg to tender 
my congratulations to 
E H. Young upon a 
literary ol very 

considerable promise. 
I do this the more sin- 
cerely because} for tlie 
story itself, apart from 
the telling of it, 1 must 
confess to a wiiole- 
bearteil disliki*. Judith^ 
tlie heroine, was the 
unmairied sister of the 
\hcai of Mornington, 
with whom she lived. 
She vva,s a lady of 
vigorous, opon-air 
habits, which involved 
sleeping on the lawn 
I at nigiit and vvander- 
- ing over the fields at 



UNP^ORQOTTEN SPORTS. 

SriiTriNi; tiik Inkimtim-.. 


an account that the combined fleet of France and Spain 
had blocked up Plymouth ilarhour ” In February, 1803, 
Lord John Campkeli/, making tb(» grand tour, was pre- 
sented to First CoNSVii “in his palace of the Thuillieries.” 
Writing to his father, he gises a vivid picture of the great 
man. ThevSe are plums picked at random. The reader 
wdll find plenty more on the tree. 


In The Other Side (Nelson) Mr. Horm e Vachell has 
attempted the difticiilt and unremuncrative task of giving 
the adventures of a soul that returns to a dead hod) . Of 
the psychic value of his treatment of this problem I am 
not ooiiipetent to speak from personal experience. But I 
am competent to g^iess that the effort of dealing with it 
has exhausted too much of Mr. Vachkll’s virtue and that 
the ordinary human part of the story has suffered from tlie 
strain. Certainly, though a good enough stor)- in itself, it 
show's a curious lack of distinction both in lan^age and 
obseiTation. Foi* tlie most part the phmseology is fluently 
commonplace, and only arrests attention by the strange- 
ness of its occasional lapses from probability. Hero is an 
example of the obvious manner ; “ The sun had sunk be- 
neatk the horizon, but the glow still lingered. Spring, 


day-break in a dressing-gown , her vi(‘Wh on matrimony 
also were, to say tbe least of it, original -- anil alto- 
gether one feels that sbo must liave been more than a 
bit of a worry to the Vicar. I sliall not repeat for you 
Judith's suliseqiiont career in detail (I am not sure that 
T should quite like to do so) ; it is enough to say that 
those w ho can overcome their distaste for certain incidents 
in it will be rewarded by others that are told with quite 
astonishing mastery and skill. For nature, E. TI. Young 
has clearly the pen of an enthusiast; it miglit bo said of 
his story that in it every prospect pleases, and only Judith 
is peculiar. 1 have, indeed, the feeling about her that she 
is just one of those characters whom, in a book, one is 
supposed to find original, stimulating, and attractive, but 
w'ho would be, in* real life, detestable. My sympatliios in 
the case of Judith v. tlie Social Conventions have unfortu- 
nately been roused for what tlie author clearly meant me 
to consider the wTong side. But that doesn’t make the 
author's work any less clever. 

A Record Rliglit. 

“ Round and round he circlecb increasing his altitude as 
he went up.” — Yorkshire Post. 
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Mabd {wlw hm rerenthj 1ml a dtffenncf v'tlh h'r uurmc), “Am> im.IiHsi. on, -. and 

Daddy. And tIiEAkk diiKkh Nanny— but not MU{'ur' 


• CHARtVARfA* 

Z)% P 0 $t declares that the £orth< 
comiilg visit of the Glerman Cbown 
Pbinoib to Pekin and Tokio will con- 
vince China and Japan what an im- 
portant and unselfish friend Germany 
is for them. But surely they knew 
that already. Orientals are so intelli- 
gent. ' 

Tlie Durham Corporation liave de- 
cided to ask Lord Londondebky to 
accept the mayoralty next year. As it 
will he Coronation year his lordship 
will possibly be knighted. 

The statement that inoro care would 
be taken in future in tlie selection 
of persons appointed as justices lias 
already received gratifying confirma- 
tion. The Chanokllou of thk Ex- 
chequer was last week made a J.P. 
for Carnarvonshire. 

Now that (iord Kitchener has taken | 
up golf, the Government liope that! 
nothing further will be heard of thol 
silly complaint that he is willioiit an 
occupation. (Sec, however, Mr. Vuiich\s 
views the current cartoon.) 

Official figures show that lunacy 
increased less last year tlian in any 
year since 1901. According to a 'rory 
comment, it looks as if Tariff Keforin 
is hound to come. 

Fame! Dr. Johnson’s statue in tlie 
Strand has now been uiiveilnd, “ Who's 
that?” asked a passer-by. “Johnson," 
cttine the answer. “ Seems to have lost { 
colour since he beat Jeffries! ” I 

Dr. Bode has requested the directors | 
of The It mil ngton Magazive to remove 
his name from its Consultative Com-j 
mittee in consequence of tlie attitude 
of that periodical to the “ Leonardo ” 
bust. The Doctor is said to be of the 
o}>iiuon that the name of the Com- 
mittee in future ought to be Insultative 
ratlier than Consultative. 

Wo are now doing our best here to 
uplift our criminals. In France it is 
otherwise. A French soldier who: 
comrnitiod a murder has been publicly 
degraded. 

The sale of two old German battle-* 
ships to Turkey has now been com- 
pleted. This suggests that there ought 
to be a new classification of fight- 
ing sbips — first-class, second-class, and 
second-hand. ... ... 

?^e ignorance of some persons passes 
all belief. Mr. Albert Pinch, who, a 


coroner’s jury decided, had been mur- 
dered, arrived home last week, and 
declared that he knew nothing what- 
ever about his death ; others, lie added, 
might have been present at it, hut he 
was not there at the time. 

Many unflattering tilings have been 
said about the huge crowds which 
watch other people playing football. 
It is good, therefore, to think that in 
our newest sport — that of aviation — 
the spectators share its' risks. There 
is always the chance of a flying man 
falling on them. .. 

* jI' ' 

What is the truth about the Terri- 


torials? The most contradictory re- 
ports are flying about in regiml to the 
recent training. Some declare iJiat 
tlio food was uneatable, while others, 
on their return home, stated that 
tliey were fed up. 


Sya Art. 

“A tettclicr «h«uM ahk* t<» * i-oU ' o.rw 
Not only nliould lie keep hi* cm ooutlDually 
‘rolling^ over the cla«», hut twlr increment 
Hhould indicate hi* emotions. When giving a 
pathetic, sorrowful narratiw Id* eye* igi#dd he 
Huirowful ; an exciting, warlike narrative jlhould 
lie given with liriglit, Oflgev eyeN ; and tfnvryiv 
the children should he afrle fo detect the 
teachoFs eye the voice a IVieud'-aiQfv nf a 
father,”— T6aeher$' Aid, 
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A PATRIOTS VrOTEST FROIVI THE WIOORS. 

[The Ewtiing Standard calls attention to the “large imniber of fine 
Soottish moors which ha\^) In^eu sunuroi by Americans, citing the names 
of Mr. OAm^ALADisJi, Mr. 0. W. Ocsdkn, Mr. WuiTKinDaic, and Mr. 
Percy Chubr, all of New York.] 

A Young Heii^Grouae Speaks : — 

Was it for this amid the sodden heatliei* j 

That J survived tlieso months of so-called weather, 

• That in the end I rnigld remark “ Touche ! ’* 

To bloated billionaires from U.S.A. ? 

Was it for this my mother— saintly hen- - 
Beared me, the bonniest of a brood of ten, 

That I might meet his pellets unprepared — 

Mr. Cadwaladeb’s, the New York laird ? 

Was it for this that I have never erred 
From the behaviour of a well-bred bird, 

Just to be spitted on the golden fork * 

Of Mr. Whitehipge (same address — New York) ? 

Was it for this our oldest tribal cock 
Helped mo to wrinkles from his hoary stock, 

That I might perish on a peaty liag 
To swell the bulge of Mr. Ogden’s bag ? 

Was it for this that, as a full-sized grouse, 

I marked the rising of the Lower House, 

That 1 should undergo the grievous snub 
Of being grassed by Mr. Pkkcy Chubb ? 

Was it for this that ho, ray true Scots lover, 

Begged mo to take the necessary cover, 

That I might be betrayed — ye braes and banks ! — 

By Gordon setters in the pay of Yanks ? 

My country I thus you train the child you boro 
To be a credit to its native moor, 

Then put it up to alien bids and collar 

Your fancy price for blood — each drop, a dollar. 

If you proposed to cut my young life short, 

Gladly would I consent to give you sport ; 

Blit shall I face the butts to bring bawbees 
Into the yawning pouch of absentees ? 

None but a Scot should down mp on the ling. 

Or else an English nfan — the next best thing ; 

But, if by foreign hands I ’m asked to fall, 

PVankly, I ’d sooner not bo killed at all ! O. S. 


“The Bishop of St. Albaiis has uominated to the Tin»tee« of the 
Foisted Charity for api>oiutino»t to the Vicarage of Matcliiiig, vacant 
by the death of tlie Rev. T. C. Spurgiii on Ins appointment to a 
diatritft Meorotoiyship of the Additional Cmates’ Society, the Rev. J. B. 
Brinkwortb .”— /Miff Chronide. 

It looked at first as if his appointment to a district sec- 
retaryship^of the Additional Curates’ Society had produced 
a fatal shock of excitement in Mr. Spurgin’s system, but 
we are glad to learn that the reverend gentleman has 
survived and flourishes exceedingly, ' 


“In the course of cross-oxaminatiou witness said ho knew Mrs. Hcimen- 
dahh 15 years ago. . . He had seen the letter which Mra. Hoimendah 
had wTitteii to the defendant . . . Neither was he awai’o that Mrs. 
Heimondahl had taken Dorothy Jones into her service. ... I have 
received fi-om Mra. Heomendahl a very snrprising letter .” — Pram an 
wiwU The Liverpool Evening Eaepreso,** 

We don’t believe there’s no sioh person, 


THE START. 

Scene — A Baikvay Station. Two four-wheeled cabsiiave 
arrived ami disgorged Him and Her, a Nime, a French 
MadetmiselU, four children, ranging from three years 
up to ten, and a Pekinese dog. There are ten pieces of 
luggage and innumerable small parcels. 

She. We ’ro in plenty of time, after all. 

Jle. You mustn’t blame yourself for that. If I hadn’t 

She. I know, J know. When they put you into Who ’s 
Who they ’ll say, “ Recreation : Not missing trains.” Now 
just you get in behind that dear old fat lady and take the 

tickets. I ’ll see to the luggage, and (A panic.) Where 

are the children ? 

He. I told Nurse and Mademoiselle to tako them on to 
the platform and wait under the clock. 

[He joins the queue at the booking office, while she 
proceeds to tackle the luggage porters. 

She (emerging on the platform). There’s the clock, but 
thero isn't a child within a mile of it. (To a porter) Have 
you seen four children anywhere, porter ? 

Porter (in a hurry). Tlie station ’s full of ’em, Mum ; you 
can take your pick. 

She. Brute ! I wonder where they ’ve got to. 

[She rushes to and fro. 

He (mnerging with the tickets, to a porter). What platform 
does the 11.10 start from ? 

Porter. No. 4, Sir. 

He (to himselj). There’s no ono under the clock. They 
must have gone to the train. 1 shall find ’em thero. 

[He proceeds to the tram, and after a prolonged ^search 
fails to find a trace of them. 

He (to a porter). Hi, porter, is there anotlioi* clock in 
this station ? • 

Porter. Well, Sir, thero ’s two, ono at the end there 

He (frantically). That ’s it, then. They ’re sure to be there. 
[He rushes off to the clock at the end. Just before this 
She had arrived there and found the whole family 
waiting m a condition of g ho my patience —all, that 
is to say, except Mademoiselle. 

She. Oh, there you are at last. Why did you come here, 
Sarah ? 

The Nurse. Mr. Bromley told me to take and wait under 
tlie clock, and as this clock ’s the biggest one I made sure 
he must have meant us to come here. 

She. Well, never mind about that. Wlioro’s Made- 
moiselle ? 

The Eldest Girl. She’s gone to the bookstall to try and 
get a French book. 

She. She can find her own way to tJio train, then. Como 
along. 

[Tliey all proceed to Platform No. 4, hut try a different 
route from that which He is taking from that plat- 
form ; consequently he misses them and arrives 
under the clock in a state of distracted fury. 

He. Not hero ? Tlion where the deuce Hi, porter, 

have you seen a party of nurses with a child — I mean a 
party of children with a nurse waiting liere ? 

Porter. Well, there was a party about half an hour ago, 
two on ’em so to spQok cross-eyed and wearin’ green 'ats. 

He. Cross-eyed be ! No, that 's not the lot. They 'll 

j have gone to the other cluck. 

[He runs off thither, and on the way sees Mademoiselle 
at the bookstall. 

He. A h, Mademoiselle, aveg-vous vu les enfants f 

Mile. Non, Monsieur, depuis que je suds id, je n*ai vu ni 
les enfants ni Madame. 

He (running on). Allez vite an train. Numero4. Prenez 
voire place. (He arrives under the smaller chch^ Not a sign 
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ON THEIB OWN. 


■ Tbadb Ujwom Omcui,. "STEADY ON TEEBBE, WAEP EOE YODB LEADBBl WBBBN I UAl|>E 
;|‘’^U.THAT BANNEB I DIDN’T MEAN DOWN WIT|t AfY AUTHOMTYl” . > 

'(Dhiv mmm to 1 w • BwiriM IkoUon 6>r mtkmon to go out oa Mrdto to • aioiiMiit'o ootHt vltliOM cnwnIttiiK thoir ‘ik>4« 
Batoao, onA to ooBtempt of oonfaMti »Md«' oa tbdr Mutr Igr tAaoo 8<to«tiM:3 ,. 
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‘‘THE UTTCe more, AND HOW MUCH IT IS!’* 


“I'l.AV UP' PI, AY UP FOR TIIK IlU) PRIZRS ! Tkn, TP.X, NIKE— TWK\TY-MVK POINTS. ’ARI> MNKH. Hiu. Ik VOU ’h 0»Vr 'IHUl'U 
you’n HANK WOK A OOU) WATCH. M’lllA, OlVE TIIF. lOCNTURMAN A BAO o’ NUT.'*." 


of them, and the time ’8 getting on. Perhaps they ’re in the 
waiting-ioom. (livsJics off to mnpect it.) No, not there. 
We shall miss— — (Jhft H/Icst girl hivi by the shet'e.) 
Why, where on earth do you spring from ? 

The hi. a. Miiimny sent me here with a porter to find 
you. Daddy, and bring you, and if I didn’t find you I was 
to come straight back. 

Ue. Straight back to wliere ? 

The E.(r. To the train, Daddy. We ’ve got such a nice 
carriage. 

IShe leads him to platform No. 4, where he finds the 
whole family, including Mademoiselle, cmnfortahly 
installed^ in a compartment. He is squeezed tn, 
purple and speechless, just before the train moves off. 

Hhe. You nearly missed it that time, dear. Wliat have 
you been doing ? 

He. Just admiring the scenery, you know ; chatting to 
the station-master i^ut rose-growing 

Nurse (in a panic). Where 's the basket ? 

She. Now you don’t mean to say you ’ve left the basket 
with the milk and the Thermos flask ? 

Me (putting his head out of window and shouting as the 
train moves m). Porter, there 's a bask&t somewhere — milk 
in it — send it on to address on label — here’s a shilling. 
(Thrmvs a shilling out to the last porter.) He'll never 
find it. 

The Youngest OirL It’s hero, Daddy, under the seat. 
Saroh put it ther e. 

Ckuttiaercial SoUoitude. 

**Visit(M's SI* twnwded not to pick tho flowers, or wilk on the 
hcNir<iBi«.'Wirs^ oe a ffofet. 


THE MERRY MONARCH. 

Oh, wdiy does Eaton all her banners doti so ? 

To feast the roving eyes of King Alfonso. 

• 

Why was it that tlie Hun lawt Wednesday shone so ? 
Jt loved the polo feats of King Alfonso. 

What spectacle delights the footman John so? 

The riding-breeches worn by King AiiFONSO. 

• 

What is it fascinates the Eatonian bonne so ? 

It is tlie winning ways of King Alfonso. 

Wiiat puffs the plumage of the ducal swans so ? 
The notice they receive from Khig Alfonso. 

Why are the Kaisf.b’s courtiers jumpe<l upon so ? 
Ho ’s sick with jealousy of King Ai^fonso. * 

Why does the British Press keep on and on so ? 

It cannot have enough of King Alfonso. • 


An Indian Prodigal. 

*‘A Buy Mbktiko. (?A Buy MiwhiNuJ, 

To th« Bditor.— Sir,— Will aay among your iiutncroas rcasiii 
a man, Pandit Baradakanta Hiromoni of Bulkla. IMaiM 
f>y giving him information, if poaaible, about bta iloooua atm, | 
hyanath PatUak, who has been misaittg ainoe Ht« nit. 

Tlta to i» a acrubbed black one, a^ atwmt 11 flib a mi 
acairad flsi ito and a squint in hts eym, kcepitii m ki-ad (ra|b 


scairad flat ito and a squint in hts eyes, kcepitii kit ki-ad (ra^ 
with kiisute Itaii) a little bent on one wde, al»a^ % «nb(eH ads 
in hi^t. B, Haneirjee, Sulkla/’— PAa Btor i'fdrden. 
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THE TELEPIANO. 

VlBW^ OF Lbai^o Pianwtb. 

Bxpbbzvfntb with the new Lepel 
system of wireless telegraphy, by which 
the transmission of the ^melody of 
the National Anthem from Slough to 
Brussels and Paris has been success- 
fully carried out, are described in detail 
in The Daihf Mail. 

We are in a position to state that 
further developments of tlte wireless 
octave have been triumphantly carried 
out by the great lirm of Bliithsteiu. 
The opinions of some of the leading 
Kings of the Keyboard on the new 
*' telepiano ” will lie read with interest. 

Mr. Makk Bamberger, who was in- 
terviewed W our representative on his 
arrival in London from a protracted 
tour extending from Sikkim to Tierrft 
del Fuego, expressed himSelf as an 
uncompromising opponent of the new 
system. As an exemplification of the 
influence of applied science on art,” 
observed Mr. Bamberger, “ the new in- , 
veiition is not without interest. But 
if it were extensively employed by 
pianists the results would be disastrous. 
Travel enriches the intellect and de- 
velops sympathy. Home-keeping artists 
are apt to become insular, and even pa- 
rochial, and the exclusive use of the 
telepiano would undoubtedly tend to 
root the virkmo in one spot and pro- 
mote a sedentary and immobile exist- 
ence. Why should ho go to Buenos 
Ayres or the Klondyke, he will argue, 
when all that is necessaiy is for him to 
sit comfortably at home and discourse 
wireless music to expectant auditors at 
the uttermost end^ of the earth? I, 
for one, could never bear to exchange 
the life of tlie travelling mrtmso, so 
richly fraught with adventure and 
emotion, for this lethargic and hum- 
drum existence. A map is not only a 
bettor man, but an infinitely more ex- 
hilarating performer, for having ex- 
perienced a typhoon in the China 8ea.s, 
witnessed a war dance of Amazons in 
Dahomey, grappled single-handed witli 
a gang of Nihilists in Nijni-Novgorod, 
or crossed the Grand Sahara on the 
ship of the desert. Besides, it is not 
hnough for an audience to listen to the 
tones of a piano. Unless the artist is 
present l>efore them, the performance 
mses more than half its virtue. Capil- 
lary attraction, gesture, play of facial 
expression, costume — all are eliminated 
by the telepiano.” Mrs. Bambergbb, 
wno during the intemew sat at the 
feet of her illustrious husband on a 
riehly decorated Japanese footstool, 
eordially endorsed his views. 

M.^Fadbbewbxi, on the other hand, 
prolesse^himself a warm supporter o^ 
th^ teleplano. He writes from Sch^s 


Manru, Poland, to say that it has 
solved a problem which for long has 
greatly exercised his mind — how to 
give pleasure to the world without in- 
curring the risk of being mobbed and 
almost tom to pieces by his fanatical 
admirers. At my last recital at 
Chicago,” writes M. Paderewski, 
several tufts were forcibly removed 
from my chevelure, the little finger of 
my right hand was dislocated, and my 
best butterfly tie tom from my neck. 
This beneficent invention will hence- 
forth enable me to continue my 
pianistic career without danger to life, 
limb and beauty.” 

M. Pachmakn is even more bitterly 
opposed to long distance wireless piano- 
playing ifjan Mr. Bamberger. “To 
expect people to listen to a pianist 
without seeing his face is the most 
preposterous notion that ever emanated 
from a lunatic asylum. It is like an 
omelette without eggs. But what can 
you expect from a firm with the name 
of Bluthstein ? You cannot get blood 
from a stone.” 

Finally, Madame Sophie Menter 
objects to the new system because 
every auditor has to ]put on a hearing 
cap, the effect of which is most un- 
becoming. 

MULL. 

Tell me not of Grecian isles 
And a charm that’s olden, 
Brooding on the turquoise blue 
That the Argo’s oar-banks knew, 
Where a sun-steeped case beguiles, 
Far away, and golden I 

There ’s a Western isle I know. 
Where the last land merges 
In the grey and outer seas, 
Southward from the Hebrides, 

And through old sea-caverns go 
Old Atlantic dirges ! 

Grey it is, and very still 
In the August weather ; 

Grey the basking seals that flock 
On their jagged lift of rock ; 

Starkly heaves a waste of hill 
Grey, untouched of heather I 

Grey streams go by cliff and hag, 
Black their pools and quiet ; 

Therq the great grey sea-trout rise 
Somewhat shortly at your flies 
(If you want to make a bag. 

Worm ’s their favourite diet). 

That 's the place where I would be, 
Where the winds blow purely ; 

For I bear, by Fancy blest, 

All the Fairies of the West 
Sound their silver pipes for me — 

“ Homs of Elflam ” surely t 


CAIRO-LONDON AlHSHfR. 

The following extracts taken from 
The Daily Letter show the rapid pro- 
gress this magnificent airship is making. 
In each case the paragrapli emanates 
“ From our Special Correspondent”: — 

Desert {near Cairo) ^ OcL 27, 1910. 

Theairship “ Demmit-Bayloud XII.,” 
which is to make a flight from Cairo to 
London, where it will be housed in The 
Daily Letter garage on Wanstead Flats, 
is rapidly approaching completion, and 
it is hoped that the vessel will reach 
London in time for Guy Fawkes Day. 

Desert (near Cairo), Deo, 17, 1910. 

The airship “ Demmit Bay loud mi.,” 
which is to fly to London, where it will 
be housed in The Daily Letter garage 
on Wanstead Flats, made an excellent 
trial trip to-day. The expedition was 
slightly marred by the motor exploding 
and badly injuring two men. 

It is hopea that the airship will reach 
The Daily Letter garage on Wanstead 
Flats on Christmas Day. . 

Desert (near Cairo), Dec. 26, 1910.^< 

Everything is in readiness for the" 
flight of tlie airship “ Demmit-Bayloud* 
XII.” from Cairo to The Daily Letter 
garage on Wanstead Flats, and it is 
expected that the vessel will reach The 
Daily Letter garage on New Year’s 
Day. 

The Daily Letter garage, which was 
specially erected at an enormous ex- 
pense by the proprietors of The Daily 
Letter, is being decorated in anticipa- 
tion. 

Desert (near Cairo), Jan. 16, 1911. 

Theairship “ Demmit-Bayloud XII.,” - 
which is to fly to The Daily Letter 
garage on Wanstead Flats, made a 
splendid trial trip of thirty-eight yards 
yesterday. Unfortunately, however, in 
descending her propeller was smaslied. 

It is expected now that she will not 
reach The Daily Letter garage on Wan- 
stead Flats until the end of the month. 

Desert (near Cairo), Feb. 9^ 1911. 

The airship “ Demmit-Bayloud XII.,” 
which is to fly from Cairo to London, 
where it will be housed in the garage 
specially erected on Wanstead f&ts at 
enormous expense by the proprietors 
of The Daily Letter, remained in the 
air for over ten minutes to-day. It is 
confidently exp^ted that she willl 
arrive at The Daily Letter garage by 
St. Valentine’s Day. 

Desert (near Cairo), March 1, 1911.. 

The airships Demmit-Bayloud Xll..”l 


garage on Wanstead Fla^ did a eircu- 
lar trip to-day, being in the air for^ 
nearly nineteen minutes. [ 

The engineers are enthusiastie o^erj 




Adet^Hf 17; 1810.] 
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^^^idonnanoet and they hope to 
Teach the Daily Letter garage on 
Wanategd Mate before quaarter-day. 

The Daily Letter hoe spared no ex- 
pense in equipping its magnidcent 
garage» and thousands of people visit 
it every day. 

Desert (near Cairo), Mch, 31, 1911. 

The “Deramit-Bs^loud XII.,” which 
is to dy to The Daily Letter garage on 
Wanstead Flats, met with an unfortu- 
nate accident to-day, which may delay 
her flight to The Daily Letter garage. 

, From causes which are at present 
unknown, her envelope burst just as 
she was settling down after a magnih- 
cent flight of two hundred yards. 

As soon as the repairs arc effected, 
however, the airship will fly to The 
Daily Letter garage on Wanstead Flats. 

Desert (near Cairo), May 26, 1911. 

The airship “Demmit-Bayloud XIT.,” 
which is to fly from Cairo to The Daily 
Letter garage on Wanstead Flats, was 
to-day assaulted by a man named 
Smith. 

It has transpired that Smith has 
erected stands on Wanstead Flats 
every oijier week since the beginning of 
November, and has dismantled them 
in each case on the following week. 

These stands commanded a view of 
the magnificent garage erected on 
Wanstead Flats by the proprietors of 
The Daily Letter, 

Later. 

The injuries sustained by the “Dem- 
mit-Bayloud XII.,” which is to fly to 
The Daily Letter garage on Wanstead 
Flats, are not so serious as at first 
anticipated. The airship is now con- 
fidently expected to reach The Daily 
Letter garage on Wanstead Fiats by 
Derby Day, 

Desert (near Cairo), Atig. 17, 1911. 

It is possible that the flight of the 
airship “Demmit-Bayloud XII.,” to The 
Daily Letter gamge on Wanstead Flats 
may be delayed, as during a trial trip 
to-day the engine fell through the deck 
and was smashed to pieces on the 
ground below. 

However, the engineers are fully 
confident of reaching The Daily Letter 
garage on Wanstead Flats during Sep- 
tember. 

Extract fro^n advertising columns ^ 
” Cairo Telegraph,** dated Jan, 1, 1912. 

To Aviators. For sole, a large num- 
ber of airship fittings in excellent 
condition and thoroughly seasoned. A 
bargaii^y only to be seen to be appre- 
cia£s<i Would take white mice m a 
csge in exchange. 

Mytract from advertising columns of 

Dmly LeUw,** dated Jan, 10, 1912. 

^0 tw let or sold. Splendid building 



Diotogmpher {who, for the frd plate, has taken a great deal of to gd his sitter to rd'tx 

the'tinnaiurallg stem esopression which men assume under the ordeal, and nmc prepares for a 
second exposure). “I shall lxavb tub expebssion to you this timk, 8iu.*‘ 


on Wanstead Flats, suitable for motor 
garage, skating rink, electric theatre, 
etc. No reasonable offer refused. 


Commercial Candour. 

1. “TttOUSEKS FOR NoTHINO I 
Last Two Weeiw.” • 

Clothier's notice in ^* The Stockton and District 
Mottthly Advertiser.” 

2 . “Ova BOOTS SPEAK FOR THEMSELVES." 

A Middlesloro* Dootmaker. 

‘ For insUnoo, wli»t gives pleasure and physi- 
cal exorcise to the , rower 1 It is the resistanoo 
l»etw«en the souUs wd the water created in the 
bi'ain,"~-FWm a pemphkt m Pkysieod Train- 
ing. 

Skulls, dear friend, not sculls. 


More Records Broken. 

“Champel had a slight ntishap, hut got 
eveiyihiug right during the uight, and at ft, HO 
in tne morning had a trial (light, and in the 
afternoon covered over inilos in 57 scm." 

Standard, , 

*‘Hi8 best iwrtuers were Huwley and Arnold, 
the latter helping him to pul on 101 in eight 
minutes for the hfth wicket, " /Ai»7// 

“A woman who lived on thoohaHtyofigdgh- 
hours ill the Belleville (j^uatter o( Barilla 
suddenly from heart <Uaease, When t 
thorities came to Iniw her at the pnbU» e 
they found C2,600 hidden in het mUt) 
Weddy DitgsUeh. '■ 

Accept this statemenh with 
tion. There is a misUjiSp somewH^; 
but how it came about wc cannot ise. 
It is net as if was Fn^oh 

tor mattress, as it ought to be. 
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' A LORD OF LANGUAGE. 

I HAViiv had in my head for some 
days the words ** Scale and drop,” and 
Xi cannot get them out. Scale and 
drop,” What do they convey to you, 
reader? Nothing? Ah, that merely 
'shows that you are not a military 
expert. If you were, you would realise 
at once that on offensive operation was 
going forward — assault and battery in 
the making. 

But I will tell you. I live in the 
country, in a district that was recently 
the theatre of war. Mimic war, it 
is true, l)ut earnest and serious, if 
rather self-conscious, war, none the 
less. Regiments marched up and down 
our hill, not only by day, but by night. 
Tired men in' khaki, with the skin half 
off their faces and wholly off their noses, 
rested under our trees, consuming end- 
less cigarettes and much chocolate, and 
leaving the wrappers of both behind. 
Yeomanry galloped over all the sur- 
rounding fields, except where notices 
said “ Out of bounds.” Now and then 
,we were asked for water, not only for 
men hut for beasts. In short, we knew 
something of what war meant. 

And then at last, after days of silent 
imanceuvres, came a battle with blank 
joartridges, so close that our house 
became a centre of headache. It was 
in the midst of this engagement that 
1 walked out into the garden and stood 
in the doorway leading to the orchard 
to watch the fray. In fact we all did : 
old and young, the whole household. 
Now this orchard is surrounded by a 
wall which in places may bo four feet 
high, but for the most part is three 
feet high ; so insignificant that last 
week a cow in the next meadow placed 
her head against it, pushed a sufficient 
gap through it, and was found con- 
suming our fruit treest I had sifice 
then ceased to tliink of it as a wall at all : 
merely a symbol of ownership, privacy. 
Judge, then, of my amazement, and 
ind^ pride, when, all the blank cart- 
ridges having been expended, the com- 
mander issued to his men the sten- 
tomn order, “ Scale and drop ! ” 

While we were still glowing at the j 
employment of such ncmle words, the 
wliole troop, a few of them with a half 
glance oi confusion towards us, ran 
simultaneously to tlie wall and — ^got 
over it. I knew they would. I knew that 
scaling was as impossible as dropping. 
It was a case of lifting the legs one 
after the other; but the life-blood of 
the army — not less the Territorials 
thm. the Regulars — is precision, not 
only of deed but word, and ** getting 
oyer ifails ” is unknown there. Quite 
right, too ; and 1 applauded the officer, 
for his fidelity both to the spirit and 


the letter. His command remains in 
my mind an example of sublimity. 

eSS=S==SSBBSS==S==S 

now A GREAT AUTHOR WORKS. 

wild surroundings niau can but realise 
liimsclf to be a trivial part of the gimt whole, 
while in the more formal cuvirounieut of u 
garden he is free to deal with questions which 
arise from artistic ci'eatioii.” — I)ai/y Paper. 1 

I VOWED (intrepid youth 1) to go 

Where Nature’s wildest blooms 
arrayed 

A soil which had not felt the hoc 
Nor scraped acquaintance with the 
spade. 

There I determined I would dwell ; 

The Miv3e and I, with none to stop us, 
Would hold communion for a spell 
And perpetrate a ?mgnwn opus. 

But mid the wondrous wildness came 
The thought that man is very slight. 
The world would go on just the same 
Were 1 a maggot or a mite. 

My work would mingle with the dust. 
And what renown 1 gathered from it 
[ Would be distinctly less robust 

Than was the tail of Halley’s comet. 

Such candid self-communion brought 
All hope of working to an end ; 

Bo I returned forthwith, and sought 
A sympathetic lady friend, 

Within whoso trim-kept garden I 
Told how, to rnoAid thoughts a 
martyr, 

1 ’d found the source of music dry 
And Pegasus a rank non-starter. 

And, just as she seemed like to melt 
In teats at my unhappy state, 

With thrills of ecstasy 1 felt 
The artist’s longing to create. 

That garden struck a chord in me ; 

A fiood of melody came rushing, 

As when one deals the rubber tree 
The blow that sets its sap a-gushing. 

Of travelling I ’ve had enough. 

It tends to baulk the poet’s aim ; 

The sight of Nature in the rough 
Makes man’s affairs seem very tome. 
But put me where the pansy grows, 
And kindred blossoms even neater, 
And, gazing on their ordered rows. 

At once I mould my thoughts in 
metre. 


“A mile out of Shrivnal a jicked escort met 
the women, making a gallant show of blue and 
rod and gold, the sunshine llasliing on the regi- 
mental colours, on sword-scabbards and steel 
shoulder chains, on serried rows of medals lying 
on gallant breasts."- Daily Mirror** Herial. 

They always do wear full-dress uniform 
and carry coloui’S on the North-West 
.Frontier of India. But why wasn’t 
the band playing 7 


THE SEAMY SIDE OP HEROISM. 

A CRISIS is suddenly come upon me. 
I sit in my office in Llncoln^s Inn 
Fields,' looking out from my window 
upon it and v^ondering whether I am 
going out to avert public disaster, or 
am going to sit quietly within, pretend- 
ing that I have not noticed anything. 

When I set myself to dream of heroic 
opportunities, I had my eye on Fires, 
Drownings, Riots, Wrecked Expresses 
or Fainting Aristocrats. My offer to 
Providence was that it should arrange 
a mise-enrscdne including one of the 
above catastrophes and not omitting 
a large and appreciative crowd of on- 
lookers. There was to be a first-rate 
disaster imminent, cowardice and panic 
rampant, and nothing wanted but a 
man to come along and do the manly 
thing. I was to be that man. I was 
to arrive, godlike, at the psychological 
moment, save everybody and every- 
thing from the worst, and then attempt 
a modest retirement, which, I trusted, 
would be prevented by the crowd, 
frenzied with admiration. Publicity 
and due reward, possibly even cash, 
sliould be forced upon me then and 
there, and a short, depreciatory speech 
extracted from my unwilling lips. 
Though I made known my preference 
for a tire in a theatre, with myself 
clambering on to the stage and thence 
directing the safe exit of a panic- 
stricken mob, I left the actual choice 
of catastrophes to Providence, and this 
is the best it can do. 

For nearly an hour a private carriage 
has stood by the curb, opposite the 
door next to my own. There is no 
one inside ; there is no one on the box. 
No one shows any sign of ownersliip, 
interim possession or desire to control. 
You say this is impossible. Why? 
Cannot the coachman have had a 
parcel to deliver on the top floor, and 
quite unintentionally have fallen down 
four flights of stairs ? May it not be 
that . . . Anyhow, there is the phe- 
nomenon. A policeman has looked at 
it, stroked the horse’s head, wondered 
what (if anything) ho ought to do, and 
gone his ways. An errand-boy on a 
box-tricycle has enquired leisurely into 
the matter. He has looked carefully 
inside and on the box of the carriage. 
He has started to ride away and has 
returned to look underneath. Finding 
nothing there, he has scratched his 
head. He has scratched the horse’s 
head and looked up at the neighbour- 
ing windows. With a little more head- 
scratching, he too has gone his ways. 

That was nearly half-an-bour ago, 
and there the thing is, still unclaimed. 
Yet you do not believe. I, who am 
now watching it happen in the most 
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Nurin '. “What’s that Hiurv mark on your lko, Masj'Eu Frank T' 
“ Wkm-, oo ai' once and wash ir <|FF.” 


Frank. “Hauoi.d kicked mk." 

Frank. “ Wiiv t It wasn’t ms what djD IT I " 


natural way in the world, begin to lose 
patience, and so does the horse. After 
a short prelude of lostlessness, the ill- 
. used creature has decided that it will 
wait no longer. An hour was just per- 
missible ; more it is unreasonable to 
expect of an active liorse. He moves 
off at a slow walk. In a minute he will 
lie trotting into Kingsway ; in three, 
galloping drivcrless down Oxford Street. 
He IS only just starting, has in fact 
stopped for a moment of Lis own 
accord. Before he goes on again, I can 
('asily secure him and lead him back, 
awkwardly and unheroically, to his 
])roper place. 1 shall endeavour to 
leave him and he will start off again. 
So I shall have to stay there and hold 
him until some owner does appear. 
If any crowd gathers, it will only be to 
ridicule a corpulent but eminently 1 
respectable old gentleman with a bald 
head, holding an apparently amused 
horse inefficiently. When the owner 
comes, will he shower praise and reward 
upon me? Not he. At the best ho 
will give me twopence to get myself a 
drink. At the worst he will ask me 
what the something I am doing with 
his horse, and will accuse me of theft 
on an original and ambitious scale. 

The horse, I tell you, has paused in 
Its progress, showing that its move- 
“aent , was ori^nally intended as a 
IM’toticid ptotesl, expected to bring the 


I driver quickly about his business. But 
the driver not appearing, and the horse 
having tasted the pleasure of indepen- 
dent motion, the longer and fatal 
journey is now contemplated. In a 
word, the pause is ended and the horse 
is walking off to do his woi*st. Ah, 
well ! 1 suppose there is notlpng for 
it. 1 shall have to go. 

Beally, Providence, don’t you know 
the difference between a Hero and a 
Busybody ? 

TERMINOLOGICAL EXACTI- 
TUDE. 

John Rogers f Esq., to Arthur Robson, 
Esq., M.A. 

Dear Akthur, — I am on tlic f)oint 
of engaging a secretary, and amongst 
those who have applied to me for the 
post is one Mr. Alfred Thompson. Ho 
informs mo that he was recently a 
pupil at your school, and refers me to 
you for his character. I should be 
i/ery grateful for any information you 
could give me as to his conduct when 
he was under your supervision. 

My kind regards to yourself and your 
wife. Believe me, yours sincerely, 
John Rogers. 

Arthur Robson, Esq., M.A., to John 
Rogers, Esq. 

My Dear John, — Alfred Thompson 


was a pupil of mine for some tinui, imuI 
I found his conduct generally gooil. 
Yours in haste, Arthur Roubon. . 

John Rogers, Esq., to Arthur Robsvn, 
Esq,, M.A. 

Dear Arthur, ’J’luink you very 
much for your lctt<er. I am sorry to 
trouble you again, but 1 am afraiil that 
I do not c|uite appreciate what >ou 
mean by “ gonorally.” Would yiwi 
mind enlightening mo a little furtlua’ ? 

Ypurs sincorehy^, John Rocjerh. 

At thur Robson, Esq., M.A., to John 
Rogers, Esq. {Vo.sl Card). 

By "generalW” 1 mean “not paiv 
ticularly.” - A. 11. 

“DuriuK 1900 tho Miutmiwli’ 1,1.*I8,180 mojie 
BhilliugH than in 1900.” - /*r(»/v Fji'pnss. « 
This is the kind of paragraph that I 
turns hair grey quicker than any of | 
the advertised things. • 

“ they reniaineil in the watnr, no | 

it would have heeii a tHph^ fatality,' aaid tUe, 
coroner at Bhu'kpool yeatoiday ] 

Jiinaintjhaiii Daily . i 


The reluctance of oertaln TeiTiton 
to march in the rain l^as liSfm a 
noted in Berlin. It would he just ) 
the Genuans to bring off ttie lnv4« 
on a wet day. 





PROBLEMS OF WAR. 

Excited Jlecruit {on outpost duty for the first “Yon man sayh I’m oaftuiikd, 8iu Could he caiturb me, Siu t Tubre 

WA8 ONLY ONE OF IIIM, AN* ONE OF ME 1 " 


ERQOPHOBIA. 

It was not that I wished to go away, 

To leave my tasks undone, and wander free; 
My noble spirit chafed at the delay, 

For work (whatever my detractors say) 

Is meat and drink to mo. 

The joys of idleness allured me not ; 

Indeed, I felt considerable pain 
At being tom, uprooted from the spot 
Where I might work, and give full vent to what 
I wildly call my brain. 

I did but seek the somewhat flagging power 
Of that tremendous engine to restore , 

I said, I will hgt idle for an hour, 

Give it, in fact, a kind of thorough scour. 

That I may work the more. 

It was in that flue hope that I took wing. 

For that I laid my well-loved labours by ; 
And, faring forth, I grew the sunniest thing ; 

I was a figure of incarnate Spring ; 

None bonnier than 1. 

Where'er I moved I carolled like a lark ; 

On lake, on links, the music of mirth 


Became the theme of general remark ; 

Yet ever, tho’ I strove to keep it dark 
From men of lighter worth. 

In mind I sought that fuller time ahead 
Wlien I should leave ignoble rest behind 
And tackle that dear work for which I bled 
(Being, I fancy I ’ve already said. 

Blest with that sort of mind). 

So the days passed. And so the glad dawn broke 
That haled me to the labour of my Art. 

With joy I came ; with joy resumed the yoke ; 

And up till now 1 haven't done a stroke — 

1 cannot even start. 

My Muse, one© supple, labours as a wain 
That deeply creaks in unaccustomed ruts 
(A pretty figure 1) ; struggles are in vain ; 

And, as for what I madly call my brain, 

It doesn’t work for nuts. 

Nay, worse. My old-time zeal has run to rust ; 

And work — ^a fact that fills me with dismay— 
That very work, for which I felt such lust, 

Makes me recoil with shuddering disgust ; 

I want to go away. Dum-Bum. 







AN UNCONVENTIONAL PICNIC. 

Monks Dobming, as my sister Laviiiia and I often say, 
has been simply a different place since Mrs. Eippentrop 
came to live at Sunny Bank. She keeps us all alive — sitc/i 
an energetic person, and so full of animal spirits and now 
ideas for social enjoyment ! So we wore quite excited when 
slie called to ask us to join a picnic party she was getting 
up on some plan she had seen in a daily paper and was 
carrying out with additions of her own. “ You really wust 
come, dear Miss Priscilla ; it won’t be complete without 
you and Miss Miniver,” she said, in that pretty way of 
hers. And, having no other engagement, we were of coui*8e 
only too delighted to accept. All wo were told was that 
wo were to send in such provisions as we liked to con- 
tribute, the evening before, and meet on the appointed day 
at Sunny Bank to receive further instructions. 

When we arrived, the first thing we all liad to do was j 
to dress ourselves up in various artjcles that we found! 
provided for us, exactly as if it was Charades. Colonel 
.rotter looked extremely quaint in a pink bath-gown and a 
^ey slouch hat with a blue woollen feather; as did Mr. 
DiUwater, our new Curate, in Indian shawls and a lilac 
sunbonnet — but both seemed just a teeny bit put out when 
we learnt that the picnic was to take place m Balmyside 
Woods, and that we were to drive there just as we were. 
Indeed, if they had not both been such devoted admirers of 
Mrs, Bippentrop, I almost doubt whether they would have 
consented to come at all. But she had thoughtfully' 


engage<l the station omnibus from the “Falcon,” ho wo 
were comparatively unobserved. 

We got out at the nearest gate to the wood, where 
Mrs. Bippentrop made us all put on half-masks of btaok 
paper before we went any further. Then wo prooeodotl on 
our way, and hadn’t got far when we wore ohallengod by 
Mr, Wibberley, Miss Ingpon (whq wroto a detective story 
for our Parish Magazine, which the Boctor said was 
remarkably clever, but unsuitable), and Imogen Turk, Witl» 
her small brotlier Bobbie. They had gone on in lutvanoe, 
and were supposed to bo Scouts guarding the food, and, 
before wo could pass, wo each had to make up a plausible 
tale, and, if we escaped being recognised, the Scouts lost a 
point. Colonel Potter’s story was brief, and not \’ery 
plausible; Lavinia and I couldn’t think of any story at all ; 
Mr. Stodgeleigh (who is writing an imjxirtani ))ook on tlie 
History and Antiquities of Monks Dortning) told a my 
good tale indeed, though he took rather a *long ijme 
over it. However, though we were lo capitally disguised, 
we were all recognised; so we should never have got the 
picnic at all if Mrs. Bippentrop hadn't persuaded thi^ to 
let us pass, in spite of the rules. When wc reachua th<ii 
picnicking ground another surprise was in store us. 
^is was Mrs. Bippentrop’s own idea. TliC ^outs had been 
directed to hide the comestibles away in ieoiet ulaoeUi and 
we had to hunt them all out before thf mo4 ooun l)e 
begun. To assist us in this Mr. Wibburley gavp us a 
cryptograph, with rows of little dancing men, which he hod 
ImitaM from a story of Oonam and vm all 
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puzided over it for quite half>an-hour before we were com- is a great reader, and it seems she borrowed the notiqn of 
pelled to give it up. As it was akeady past two, the Scouts hiding an article in the most conspiouous place from ti tale 
were permitted by Mis. Hippentrop to give us hints as to of SinoAB Allan Fob's. Nothing could have been more 
the most likely spots. I must say the concealment had sucoeiMful, but Mr. Stodgeleigh, for so great a phihwopher 
been most ingeniously contr^od. as he is, all but lost his temper over it. 

For instance, Lavmia's meat patties and my own jam The bus was to have met us at five o'clock, but we were 
puffs were so completely hidden under layers of bracken considerably behind our time, and as it had to go back to 
that dear old Mrs. Thudichum only discovered them by the station for the 6.15, we returned on foot. Colonel 
noticing the state her boots were m. And, although we Potter was a little peevish at having to walk through the 
observed a cork with a tiny flag floating in a dear little village in his disguise, and Mr. Dillwater openly £eaded 
mossy pool, we had no idea, till we were told, that it marked lest he should encounter his Rector — which 1 regret to say 
the spot where Colonel Potter’s contribution — a lobster ho did. But there are never many persons about in Monks 
salad — ^had been submerged in a tin fish-oan. The water Dorming, and those we did meet made but few comments on 
kept the lobster beautifully cool, but unfortunately some our costumes. Altogether, as 1 said to dear little Mrs. 
rotifers and other pond-dwollers had gained admittance Rippentrop, we wore indebted to her for a most successful 
through the boles in the top of the tin, so we thought it and delightful expedition. Still, somehow or other, she 
more prudent, on the whole, not to partake of the lobster has not seen quite so much as she used to of either 


salad. 

We then had a great search 
for a cou^e of cold chickens 
which Mr. Dillwater said should 
be somewhere about, and Mr. 
Wibberley advised us to try the 
bank of a charming rivulet close 
by — and sure enough, there were 
the chickens 1 They would have 
been welcomed, as we were 
getting really hungry by this 
time, buE some animal — Mr. 
Stodgeleigh thought a water-rat 
— had evidently found them be- 
fore lik, so we went without 
them, which I fancy was rather 
a disappointment to poor Mr. 
Dillwater. In compassion for 
our feelings Imogen Turk then 
informed us where she had 
concealed a cold tongue. We 
should 03rtainly never have 
found it out for ourselves, as 
the dear child had dropped it 
into a hollow tree, from which, 
though we tried for at least 
twenty minutes, it proved im- 
possible to extract it. And the 
currant and raspberry tart — 
well, I must say that whoever 
secreted it in the undergrowth ; 
was ill-advised in putting it so 



Siie. “And you'd oo thiiouoh anything fok me, 
CUTH IIEIIT ? ” 

He {appealing to Heaven). “ I swBAR ! ” 


Colonel Potter, Mr. St( 
or Mr. Dillwater. Indeed^ I 
cannot find that either of them 
has been near Sunny Bank for 
the last fortnight. F. A. 

INSURANCE FOR CRICKETERS. 

The Daily Chronicle having 
announced the completion of its 
scheme for the insurance of 
footballers, Mr. Pimeh begs to 
state that ho also has tmade 
arrangements of a somewhat 
similar nature for the insurance 
of cricketers. The Chronicle's 
project insures against accident, 
fatal or otherwise. Cricketers, 
however, are less liable to death 
than dishonour, and to injured 
limbs than to injured feelings. 
Mr. Punch's efforts are therefore 
directed to compensation for 

^ A premium of £6 entities the 
cricketer who makes a pair of 
spectacles to an expression of 
surprise and sympathy from 
Mr. Laubance Woodhouse in 
The Daily Mail. 

A premium of £10 entitles 
the cricketer who has been 


near an ant’s nest. Indeed, matters had reached such a given out unjustly 1. b. w. to his portrait in The Sketch, 
pitch that I really thought it wiser, after coming upon entitled “Another Distinguish^ Victim of Bad Umpiring.” 
Mrs. Thudichum’s calves-foot jelly in the midst of aoed A premium of £7 10s. entitles the cricketer who is out 
of rushes, to refrain from mentioning that, when I first for hitting the ball twice to facetious but gratifying men- 
saw ij, a large speckly frog was seated panting on the top. tion in The Daily Telegraph by Major Philip Trevor. 

Luckily, there had not been time to think of a really A premium of £5 entitles the cricketer who figures as a 
clever hiding-place for the ham, and we found some bread “did not bat ” to a bottle of Mr. Waiweb’s hair-restorer, 
and a jam-yot full of butter down a rabbit-hole, and not so A premium of £10 entitles the cricketer who misses an 
sandy considering, so with these and the jelly (which easy catch (sitter) to commiserative sympathy of an appa- 
I did not touch myself) we managed to satisfy our appe- rently authentic natjpre from at least three spectators, 
tites. There was not much to drink, because wo only strangers to each other, each of whom will ^member 
exhumed one bottle of claret and another of milk, poor a similar chance being dropped by an illustrious per- 
little Bobbie being unable to remember where he had former. 

buried the others — or the tumblers. Still, paper funnels A premium of £3 entitles the crickets who breaks his 
make quite passable substitutes for drinking-glasses, and Achilles tendon to a paragraph by Sir Home Gob]>on in 
after aU, as Mrs. Bippentrop brightly observed, half the fun The Taller, comparing him tavourably with Mr, 0. B. 
of a picnic consists m these little ccw^rs^smps, Fby. • 

It wa#» perhaps a pity that Miss Ingpen did not recollect A premium of £8 entitles the crickets who is bowled 
until we nad ul done that there was ai»large pigeon pie first ball each innings to a pound of Hirst's toffee fov 
perched in the fork of a tree directly ovef our heads. She Ufe. - - - , v. . . r 
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A OUTRANGE I 

1‘‘Dcmi 8ii,*- On behalf of iny Oonnuittee, I heg to inform you tlial 
i( la proposerl to hold ii Taiun Tenuis Mateli at Oueon's Cluli, West 
Kens iigton, ‘Authors irraiis I’uhlishera,’ and sliall he glad to know if 
you eure to playr* — From a rrceimf.] 

“ Care " ? What a foehle inadequate word it is l 
Care, do you say, to take part in the matcli ? 

Why, f should count it the worst of absurdities 
If 1 should fail to come up to the scratch. 

Wlien you afford me, by blessed fatality, 

Chances for which I Ve continued to pine, 

Can you imagine, in sober reality, 

I shall be donkey enough to decline 7 

This is the happy occasion to dissipate 
Sorrows that shadowed my life in the past ; 

This the delectable time, 1 anticipate, 

When I shall crush the oppressor— at last ! 

Insolent publisher, now I shall trouble you ( 

Would you return me my epic unread? 

Wait till X get yrou at Kensin^on (W.), 

Wait till I bring off a smash at your head I 

How I shall laugh at your feeble endeavour to 
Cope with my service's wonderful flight ! 

(Kogue as you are, you will have to be clever to 
li^b me of this, my American right). 

How my oross-voUey will humble your vanity ! 

How the speotatws will mock at you, Sir, 

As 1 remark, with delicious urbanity, 

** Ah, the net system is what you prefer t "h, 


“ Why do I reckon ” (I hear yoiw satirioal 
Query) “ that we are unequally matched ? 

What if these verses be merely a lyrical 
Cqjinting of chickens l)efore they are halch.Hl ?” 
Nay, the position is far from disquieting ; 

Plain is the fare that an author can got, 
Publishers revel in opulent dieting — 

You will be done,, at the end of a set t 

8o, in a scornfully challenging attitude, 

Waving a racquet, behold mo advance ; 

It would be simply the rankest ingratitude 
Not to employ so consummate a chance I 
Now I must stifle my eager elation to , 

Answer the person who said “ if you care , 

“ Sir, I accept your polite invitation t{» 

Play at West Kensington. 1 ahali he there t ’* ^ 


"Old C 01 N.S ForND at BuiiNiiwLAML-Fkime eld uelm* 

ttere hardly dvicipfierahle, hul jTatcrduy a Fivuch coin in iitwiTva- 
tiott was picked up, liaviug the name and ettlgy el’ Lcmw Xfli, JHi jWic 
one side, and the fleur de lys and the date 1851S on the other. " 

We advise the 6 nder to alter the date before he offers H for 
sale to any but a very sanguine numismatist, , j 

‘Wantbd immediately, in Scotland, RaWdter j tnarried, 

80 to 40 ; Bnglish ; Church of England.*’— > 
More eoolesiastical rancour; for of count Bootoh vSfbits 
are Presbyterians. __ .4 i 

im tlw fliikt that 4idM« « 
then npim gniM t ait 
Uke one who eaoe M wit^.**— 
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THE CHANCE OF A LIFETIME. 

(Jiiisy {offcnmj dolliat’-in'opft). “ ’Ei.p A I’oou woman, Linv. Eiuhtpencb each, or vou can takb thk two rou a «Hnj.iN’." 


TIIK UNIVER8AJi BROTIIEE- 
HOOD. 

Thk groat Australian liner witli the 
eminent Paragraph on board was 
already overdue as I stood waiting. 
Many well-known Pars wore on the 
quay to meet their confrere. 

I’lio Gladstone twenty - six bites 
mastication story was standing next 
to an iron-baired anecdote about 
Dihuaeli’s lirst speech, while two dis- 
tinguished Pars who had, I found, 
botli seen the light years ago in 
P.U.P., stood and recalled old times. 
They had not met for years. The one 
about Lord Eandolph Churchill's 
resignation had gone out to Soutli 
Africa at the time of the appointment 
of hie son, Mr. Winston Churchill, 
to bo Under-Secretary to the Colonies, 
and had returned when he went to the 
i^oard of Trade. The other, about 
Bovlb Boohh’s rat that was nipped 
in the bud, had only just concluded a 
tour of Japan and the Far East. At 
this moment the great ship hove in 
Bight, and in a few minutes* amidst 


loud cheers, the venerable Par came 
ashore. I succeeded in getting a few 
words. 

“ You havG been round the world? ” 
1 asked. 

“ Completely,” answered the gonial 
old anecdote. “ I have appeared in 
6b0 newspapers, magazines and re- 
views. When I came out in The 
Honolulu Weekly Whisper the paper 
went out of print. I leave again to- 
morrow by the thin paper edition of 
Glad Bits, en route for Chicago and the 
Far West, where I have a round of 
engagements booked. You mustn’t keep 
me any longer. Pip I Pip ! ’* 

“ Pip ! Pip I ” I responded; “see you 
in Glad Bits to-mon’ow I ” 


“I recall a remarkablo iucfdent in tiiat 
innings very early on, A ball— bowled, if niy 
memoiy serves, by Mr. F. S. Jackson— b^t Mr. 
8|)OOuer, and stiuck his leg stump so hard that 
it travelled to the boundary — ^yet the bails were 
undisturbed."— “ OW JSfJor" in ** The Yorks, 
Evmin/g Post.** 

Frankly, we don’t believe this. We 
can’t help feeling that one boil, at any 
I rate, must have fallen. 


AN IDLE QUERY. 

If to his lyre the ancient miimtivl 
trolled 

Of doughtier deeds than modern eyes 
^ behold ; 

If raftered halls with braver songs 
were stirred 

Than any sounding strains which now 
are heard ; 

One idly wonders if the long-ago 

Knew nobler deeds than over wo may 
know ; 

Or if in those dim years that bred nur 
sires 

Were finer bards — or only liner lyres I 


“Tb« most Higiiilioftuf- IValum oJ the tuialysiA 
was that out of 87 overs hpuI, down by tboiisvtui 
bowlei’s tried, only six failed to yuiid at 
one wicket."— Tilth's it/td 

It appears that Gloucester wem 

ing eighty-ono men to Woroontershlfc’s 

eleven, 

“Lost, ftxJtuoaniagoirt 0trmi, Jn^'27> 
small luviMbloOi'eeuLeatharvttg.*** 

This should take som« fiuditig. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(PP Mr. Ptyich's Staff of Learned Clsrks.) 

Of the uiuny novelists wlio can write with a semblance 
of extreme accuracy about(..tt period whioli they never saw, 
most, I tliink, make tiie mistake of importing a far too 
modern conception of romantic sentiment into the hearts 
of their heroes and heroines. Mr. Foiit> Madox Hueffer 
has no use for this sort of thing : he feels, I suppose, that 
a time of artificial graces and studied manners exercised a 
constricting influence over the emotions of the people who 
lived in it. Thus, if you expect to find in the two principal 
figures of The Portrait (MPiTUUBN), who flourished in the 
early part of the eighteenth century^, a Victorian attitude 
of mind, you will be grievously disappointed. For myself 
I was more than pleased. Stjuire Pettesivorth , of Winter- 
bourne, Wilts, took a rash bet (amounting to £20,000) with 

Sir Francis Dashwooil, - — — , 

the Duke of Norfolk, tt j — t — i i 

and other gentlemen, \\ I / j ) 

that he w^oiild “ find, ) | S \ 

fetch, horse, and y aS/ () 

marry*' the lady who | (( 

had sat for the picture V 

known as * Ceha in her 
arbour,’ and The Por~ R Y 

trait explains liow ho 11 /B 

did it, and how, inci- ^ 

dentally, his pride was \ 

rather humbled in the J 

process. The minute- 

ness with which the ^ ^ 

author has described ^ trjr 

his interiors (in tlie 
painter’s, not the psy- 

chologist’s, sense of tlio feWHajlBB 

word) is truly wonder- 

ful, and the [adios and 

gentlemen who strut in VfWM/MMIjjm 

his pages are the most 

agreeable of mario- fWjf/fffl 

nettes. Especially do ^ ^ 

I like Mr. Poland dhd: 

Bettesrvorth, the hero’s LITTLE WORRIES OF 

brother, and his mot) I od (jMM.sTEuvATroN of Siu Ai/hi'kv. avho 


OON.STBKNAHON OF 8lU ACJIUEV, WHO 

of enforcing a duel Hamujook ".'jiseateth >ot of DitAfsoNs 
with Sir Francin Dash^ 


So they married — and I resist the temptation to wonder 
whether Eric ever ttiought wistfully about the silente*past. 
The novel, of which this is the plot, is called KiJmmy of 
the Orchard (Pitman). Although this kind of thing may 
make, indeed frequently has made, an acceptable short 
story, the allowance is rather small for a complete six- 
shilling volume, The author, L. M. Montgomery, seems 
to have said, “ Hang it all, they want another novel by 
me, so, as this is all there is in the house at present, it 
will just have to go round! ” I am a little sori*^^ for this, 
since earlier work by the same hand was evident!}' of 
lietter quality. Ktlmcny of the Orchard, even enriched by 
four quite charming illustrations in colour, strikes me as 
not altogether fair* value for the price. 

I want to express such an opinion of The Brassbonnder 
(Duckworth) as will induce you to put on your hat and 
run out and buy it at once. You may say that you do 

not care for the sea or 

:| for them that go down 

to it in ships, or that 
you so well know and 
love these things in 
the life that any de- 
soription of them in 

sparing simplicity of a 
THE MIDDLE AGES. man who must havr 

FiNiiKTH THAT “Thk Dhaijox-Slaveu ouce doiio liis husillf'SS 
WITH MOKE THAN ONE HEAD. ^ OH the gTOat Watci’S. 

-'Such is the air of 


icood : “ And you have about you, jierhaps upon your 

handkerchief, or upon your stockings, or I know not 
wliere, of perfume of orange or of ambergris, or perhaps 
it is no perfume at all. But with perfume or the lack of 
perfume you have very much oftendetl my nostrils. And 
this, sure, is quarrel enougli for any gallant man.” Like 
the Earl of J*evihrohe, who wan present, 1 cordially agree. 

Ertc Jdarshall fell in love with a girl whom lie had 
lioard playing the violin in an orchard. She was unfortu- 
nately dumb, not through any vocal defect, but because 
her deceased mother had refused to talk for many years, 
and had been appropriately punislied by the birth of a speech- 
less daughter. The probability of this seems to mo a little 
dubious: but no matter. Kihtieny used to meet Eric in 
the orchard pretty often ; till, one evening, a former suitor, 
being naturally irritated at the affair, came behind FJrw 
with his little hatchet, and proposed to end things abruptly, 
Kihikfiny, however, saw his approach, and, recovering what 
her mother bad lost, spoke and wamoil her favoured lover. 


humanity about liis crew, his mate and his Old Man, such 
the atmosphere of reality about the stress and Inimour of 
their choppy career, that one is forced to believe Mr. 
David W. Bone, when he professes once to have been an 
apprentice, a “brassboundor,” on a tliree thousand ton 
barque. 1 liave my doubts whetlier his volume is the j 
log of an actual voyage, polished up to readable form, or 
an effort of fiction shorn down to a soamanliko rugged- 
ness ; I am clear that his observation is perfect, his expres- ! 
sion masterly and his resulting whole utterly charming, ' 
There are illustrations by the author — careful, suggestive 
pictures ; but, as t4iey lack some of the spontaneity of the 
written sketches, I confine myself to saying only that 
these are very good indeed. 

**Mr. Willowii . . . passed over Chippetiham, Oalae, Maellioiough aad 
Kewbiuy aud oa to Keadiag, whew he picked up the railway line.” 

N&tiMrn E-ho. 

This is what comes of employing sleepers to hold the tnetals. 
Any aeronaut can snatch them. 
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VhliiiN the Tsar meets the Kaiser at 
Sohloss Friedberg the grounds ot the 
castte will, it is said, be flooded with 
poUee. We really do not believe that 
these precautions are necessary. The 
meeting, we are convinced, will be per- 
fectly amicable. 

s|t •.;« 

5!< 

Mr. Kupus Gavnob, the son of the 
Mayor of New York, reports that his 
father is now better than before he was 
shot. In spite of this wo understand 
that other Mayors have not exprcsse^d 
any great eagerness to undergo the 
same cuie. ... ■ 

A fjondoner who is in search of a 
quiet, .sjiot for half-holidays asks the 
readers of a daily paper to help him in 
Ids quest. It will be in the highest 
dogreti regi’ettable if, when tlio name is 
announced, some half-million readers 
of the journal in question decide to 
htunx' luH seclusion. 

* s; 

“ What ‘s the meaning of all those 
recent railway pools,’' inquires ati old 
lady. “Is it tl>o effect of the daiiqj 
sunnnoTV ’ .. ... 

Ladies’ hats, a fashion prophet tells 
us, are to be smaller in girth but will 
increase in lioight. This is a cruel blow 
to those who had imagined that the 
iioight of absurdity had been readied 
already. ... ,. 

And pockets, it is said, are to come 
into fashion. In view of the fact that 
tliis would be a sensible innovation w'e 
cannot advise our readers to believe the 
rumour. ... 

“Tho present season,” says The 
F>,rpreii8, “has brought linen into vogue 
aniong fashionable people.” This is 
quite corre'ct. No smart man dare show' 
himself now without a shirt and a 
collar. ^ * 



Unihiaiustic Oh' tnber {to exhausted coMpanion), “It seems a Ruamk to ve \\u vni' iiKHS, 
OLi» man, but I mavn’t get another chance." 

IJxhausted Vompanion, “That’s all right, 0LI» man; yoc go am‘ iiiM.i lUE sn.i.Y 
THING WHII.E 1 CARVE ITS NAME ON MY ALPENSTOCK." 


Taxicab drivers have held a meeting 
to protest against the allegations that 
they embe^iEle £150,000 a year, chiefly 
by pocketing extras. The figure, it 
seems, is exaggerated. 

There is, It is said, a scarcity of< 
shillings. Times have been so bad for 
so long that people have given up com- 
plaining of the scarcity of sovereigns. 

^ It was stated, last week, at a Stepney 
inquest, that a “bar” was a farthing. 
A 0iU Ijo the bar, however, frequently 
does not loeaxi even that;. 


During the term instruction had been 
given as to the visit of the Dutch fleet 
to the Medway. In examination tho 
following question was put : — “Ex^in 
the context of the passage: “This 
would never have happened if Oliver 
had been alive.” One answer was as 
follows: — “This was said when they 
dug up the body of Oliver Cromwell 
after the Restoration.” 

* * 

The electric ventilating fan on the 
wall of the restaurant was whixzing 
round. A gentleman who had dined 
extremely well sat looking at It for 
some time. “ Waiter,” he complained 
at last, “ that clock *8 fast I ” 


A contemporary puhlishcH an article 
on “Curious Colletdions.” Horn© |»er- 
sons are very eccentric in this mmict. 
We know a man who collects rate! 


Sea-ihlo Pierrots 


indignantly 


denying tho charge that tlio I'fitties they 
sing are unfit fordhikh'tm to hea^. We 
must confess that our experience iHj that 
most of their songs at*© just about suit* 
able for baljes. 

A safe iMnedj fbt want of 
says a medical Is the 8itmg| 

of onions.” .We 8hQ#l have thetohi 
the noiee of the smeU ha^elmpt 

one awake. . 
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THE TWO HOLIDAYS. ^ 

I ** Look here, up<y thie picture, aiwl on thw.*'— J/uwiZef. 

‘ rifr. Lloyd Okoiiok, who is responsible for the com])licated inquisi- 
tion on Land Values which is now ruining oiir liolidajrs, is off, ocooraing 
tft The J)aily Ohmu'elr, on a moter trip tnrougii (Jerinany, Switzerland, 
and Italy, and will not return tiU the wMjoiui week in September, when 
he Tiro].K)HeH to assist at the Welsh Eist«?ddfoJ. By another report, golf 
is the main objeotivo of his Continoutul tour.] 

Bo you are off to see the sights, 

To taste an unofficial heano 
Full of the keen and pure delights 

Which none hut tlioso with conscience free know ; 
And Jfoaven, you hope, is sure 
To bless your Gorman-Swiss-Italian tour ! 

And yet that pilgrimage must be 
Funereal in its opening section, 

For it will hurt your heart to see 

A people ravaged by Protection, • 

Who live on underdone 

Horses and dachshunds ; this should spoil your fun. 

Here it wore well to go iiicog., 

r^cst in those Tariff- ridden i*egions 
Tlie woll-fcd working-man should dog 
Your wheels and cry in lusty legions, 

“ Vatz-tamend Teufel I That ’s 
The man that says wo live on food for cats ! ” 

But, once in Switzerland, you 11 drop 
Blond wig and alias ; soon your road ’ll 
Take you to wher ? on Rigi’s kop 
The Fatherlander yearns to jodel, 

And you will bare your scalp 
To all the winds iliat w'ash that noted Alp. 

From Gorman trippers swilling bet^r 
In streams tliat nothing ev(3r staunches 
Southward you ’ll fly in full career 
(Binding latent avalauchos), 

And lind— the same old story — 

More Germans swilling beer all round Maggioie. 

0 

Go wliere you will you ’re on their trace ; 

They Teiitonise from Spain to Turkey — 

This Tarifl'-busted pauper race, 

Incorrigibly fat and perky, 

The recogjiised invadeis 
Of scenes once sacred to the best Free-Traders. 

Bo not on their account depressed ; 

They know which side their black Ijread 's buttered ; 
But, since your joys iniglit gain in zest 
If Pity ’neath your waistcoat fluttcre.l, 

Please bo a little sad 
• For us in Kngland. We are going mad. 

We, too, had hoped to take our ease 
Jn spots renowned for natural beauties, 

• But have, ins/)ead, to grind at these 
Condemnable Land- Value- Duties ; 

Yes, while you romp about 
Wo ’ve got to work your silly puzzles out. 

By flowery routes you lightly bound, 

But we, our holidays all rotted, 

Await a fine of fifty pound 
In case the answers can’t be spotted ; 

• > And how to find the olue 

We have no notion any more ihaa^ you. 


Within a space of thirty days 
(In this the month for gathering roses) 

We 've got to solve.tho sinuous maze 
Or pay your minions through our noses ; 

While you at your sweet will 
Go round and gambol with a rubber pill. 

Well, pluck the hour ; enjoy your jaunts ; 

Ijoave to its day the cutse that ’s coming ; 

But, when you reach your native haunts 
In time to hear the Druids humming, 

Beware the ways of men. 

For we shall all bo gibbering mad by then. O. B. 


THE UNEXPECTED. 

SciKNE— 77i<j hill of a country house. Time 7.15 p.m. lie 
has just been let in at the front door by Her. 

He. Halloa! Why is this door locked so early? And 
where 's Parkins ? 1 ’vo been ringing and shouting for 
about lialf-an-hour. 

She. Yos, dear, 1 heard you all right — angels’ voices, 
short and — no, they weren’t far between. 

He. Visits, not voices. 

Hhe. Voices this time, dear. I prefer voices, especially 
when it ’b yours. 

He. Well, why didn’t you let me in? 

Hhe. 1 have let you in. 

He. Whore ’s Parkins? 

She. I ’ve given him an evening off. $■ 

He. What for? He ought to be here. Butlei's oughtn’t 
to want evenings off. 

She. Well, if*it comes to that, what brings you here, and 
why have you got an evening on ? You went away after 
Iimch with your dress-clothes all nicely packed into your 
Gladstone bag, and you told mo a fairy tale about a 
dinner with some bachelor friend at I^owmead, and now 
you ’ro hack again. 

He. It ’s quite ti'uo. 

She. I know it is. I can seo you with the naked eye. 

He. I mean it 's quite true about dining with Jlarry 
Talbot. 

She. Then why aren't you dining witli him ? 

He. Fact is, poor old Harry got a very sudden tele- 
gram — 

She. It ’s a way telegrams have. 

He. Well, this one was more sudden than most. It said 
tliat Harry’s uncle had broken his leg in two places; and 
as he 's eighty they think it pretty serious, and Harry had 
to dash off to London to get away North to-night. So I 
came back. 

She. 1 ’m sorry for Harry Talbot, and I ’m sorrier for 
his old uncle, but I ’m sorriest for you. 

He. Ob, como, I say, I ’m all right. Instead of dining 
out 1 shall dine at home. 

She. Dine! 

He. Yes, dine. You don’t seem overwhelmed with joy 
at getting me back. 

She. Yes, I am— simply crushed. But what do you 
think you ’d like for dinner ? 

He. Oh, anything, l^ot ’s dine quite simply. Soup and 
a bit of fish ; a cutlet with some peas, and a tart, or some 
jelly. 1 don’t care what it is. 

She. Yes, I know. Your name ’s easy. 

He. Bight you are; it is. I’ll go and tumble into my 
dress clothes. 

[He tahes up his Qladstone bag and prepares io^scend 
the stairs. 







DEFYING THE SOCIAL LAWS. 

Colovt'f Jh'oiVit ( 90 /i/(}qfi(isiiltJ on hlslonh. “ C?OSI<'Ol/N'l»Kf» FKI.f.A --(;»/?’) — UUSHT ANI» MCl-r EVhHV TIMK. AM* MAhl'’ in'* MOM \ I t 
SitM\ ll 'h— IT ’.s - - IT OlMiUTM’T TO UK AI,l,OWKl* ’ ’’ 


Hha. I wouldn ’t worry about dressing. 

He. Why not ? 

t^he. Well, in the first place, yon can't have any soup 

He. Why not? 

SJic. Don’t intoiTi'pt, You can’t liavo any soui) because 
it ’.s t/oo late ; and you can’t liave any fish because tliero '.s 
none jti tiu* liouso and we can’t get any. And you can’t 
liave any cutlet because there isn’t such a tiling to lie had. 
You might possibly liavo a pea or two, but it’s absurd to 
tbinit ol tart or jelly. 

Hf But where ’s tlie cook ? What ’s she up to ? 

Sfii\ 1 ’in coining to that. She ’s got an evening 
out, too. 

I ft'. But you don't expect me to dine on a pea or two? 

She. 1 didn’t expect you at all. 

fie. Well, but here I am. You 've got to feed me now 
you’ve got in 0 — with all your worldly foods you me en- 
dowed. YYni can’t get out of it now. Besides, what are 
you going to eat yourself? 

She. Oh, my dinner ’s a more nothing. The kitchen- 
maid 's going to do me a dish of buttered eggs, and I shall 
have some buttered toast and tea and a tew cakes with 
pink icing. 

He, But you don’t mean to say , I 

She. Yes, I do. In fact, 1 ’ve said it. That ‘s going to 
be my dinner. 

lie. But 

She. And it ’ll have to be yours too. 

He. It ’s the most awful 

What? Buttered eggs awful? 

He. Yes, for dinner. And buttered toast I 

She. I ’ll tell you what, Charles. There ’s a bit of cold 
tongue left. Yes, and there’s a pot of meat paste and 


some peaches. You ’ll do all right. Pull yourself h*g*'ilu‘r 
and be a man. 

He. But I can’t drink tea. I really must draw tlu' hue 
at tea. 

She. Well, you ’ve got the key of the cellar, (lei out a 
bottle of champagne or port or anything you like. 

He. Nof 1 think I ’ll drink water. But T hIuiII b<* ill, I 
know I shall. 

She. Not you. You ’ll bo all the better for it. 

lie. I shan’t dress. 

She. No, T thought you wouldn’t. 1 ’ll go and order a 
'double quantity of liuttered eggs. • 

[.S7/^' (jor.'i, leaeni'i him jiluntjed iu deHfKiir. 

The American Comedian.** 

Dp.au Punch, — One would have Ihougbt that (he 
theory of a “Britisher’s” slowness at seeing a joke was 
too old and discredited a whoexe even for an American 
humorist. Yet the other night I was at the* Palace 1'heatio 
and was compelled, between two entertaining turnli, to 
listen to a gentleman, calling himself an “.American Tmmp 
Comedian,” who smiled patiently at what he took to be the 
tbick-headedness of his andienco, and told them* to ’Mijiko 
their time.” Well, most of his joke^, whicli were largely 
concerned with that vulgar and tle])roMsiug theme, the fat 
woman, appeared to me to bo a.s palpable as a por|tolso 
(1 missed one allusion, but that, I find, was through itmoainioe 
and not dulness); but very few' of tliem seemed iin>rth 
troubling to laugh at. T dare say that his No w Y ork andiincos 
grin reamly enough at this kind of thing ; Hut then I do not 
pretend to share their tastes. 1 1’ecommetid this Cutn«ldian 
to return to the place where he gets the most ^pon^I»sou.4 
appreciation. Yours faithfully, FuoNt BuW. 
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HOLIDAY TIME. 

I. — TJhe Obdea^c. by Watek. 

“ We will now bathe,” said a voi<je 
' ict the back of iny nock. . j 

I ffSLve a grunt and went on with 
my dream. It was a jolly dream, and 
nobody got up early in it. 

“We will now bathe,” repeated 
Archie. 

“ Oo away,” I said distinctly. 

Arcliio sat down on my knees and 
put his damp towel on my face. 

“ When my wife and I took tins 
commodious residence for six weeks,” 
he said, ** and engaged the sea at great 
expense to come up to its doors twice 
a day, it was on the distinct under- 
standing that our guests should plunge 
into it punctually at seven o’clock 
every morning.” 

“Don’t he silly, it’s about three 
now. And I wish you’d get off my 
knees.” 

“It ’s a quarter-past seven.” 

“ Tlicn there you are, we ’vt3 missed 
it. Well, we must see what we can 
do for you to-morrow. Good night.” 

Aichie pulled all the clothes off me 
and walked with tliem to the window. 

“ .Tovo, what a day I ” ho said. “ And 
can’t you siucU the sea? ” 

“ 1 can. Ijet that suffice. I say, 
what ’s liappeued to my blanket? 1 
must have swallowed it m my sleep,” 

“Where’s his sponge?” I hoard him 
murmuring to himself as he came away 
from the window. 

“ No, no, I ’m up,” I shouted, and I 
sprang out of bed and put on a shirt 
and a pair of trousers with great speed. 
“Where do 1 take these oft' again?” 
I asked. “ 1 seem to bo giving myself 
a lot of trouble,” 

“ There is a tent.” i 

“ Won’t the ladies want it? Because 
if so 1 can easily have \ny bathe later 
on.” 

“The ladies think it’s rather too 
rough to-day.” 

“"Perhaps they ’re right,” I said hope- 
fully, “ A woman’s instinct No, 

1 ’m not a coward.” 

It wasn't so bad outside — sun and 
•wind and a blue and-whito sky and 
plenty of movement on the sea. 

“ Just .the day for a swim,” said 
Aichie cheerily, as led the way down 
to the beach. 

“ I ’ve nothing against the day ; it ’s 
the hour I object to. The Lancet says 
ou mustn’t bathe within an hour of a 
eavy meal. Well, I 'm going to have 
a very heavy meal within about twenty 
minutes. That isn’t right, you know.” 

By the time I was ready the wind 
had got much colder. 1 looked out of 
the tent and shivered. % 


j “ Isn’t it jolly and fresh ? ” said 
[ Arcliie, determined to be helpful. 
“There are points about the early 
morning, after all.” 

“ There are plenty of points about 
this morning. Where do they get all 
the sharp stones from ? Look at that 
one there — he’s simply waiting for 
me.” 

“You ought to have bought Fome 
bathing shoes. I got this pair in tho 
vi lage.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me so last 
night? ” 

“ It was loo late last night.” 

“ Well, it ’s much too early this 
morning. If you wwe a gentleman 
ou ’d lend me one of yours, and we ’d 
op down .together.” 

Archie h.eing no gentleman, he 
walked and I hobbled to the edge, and 
there we sat down while he took off 
his shoes, 

“1 should like to take this last 
opportunity,” I said, “of telling you 
that up till now I haven’t enjoyed this 
early morning bathe one little bit. I 
suppose there wi L l)e a notable moment 
when the ecstasy actually begins, but 
at present I can’t see it coming at all. 
The only thing I look forward to with 
any pleasure is the tolling Dahlia and 
Myra at breakfast what I think of 
their cowardice. That and tho break- 
fast itself. Good-bye.” 

I got up and waded into tho surf. 

“ One last word,” I said as I looked 
back at him. “ In my whole career 1 
sliall never know a more absolutely 
beastly and miserable moment than 
this.” 'I’hen a wave knocked me down, 
and I saw that I had spoken too 
hastily, * 

Tlio world may be divided into two 
classes - those who drink when they 
swim and tliose who don’t. I am one 
of tlic drinkers. For this reason I 
prefer river bathing to sea bathing. 

“It’s about time wo came out,” I 
shouted to Archie after the third pint. 
“I’m exceeding ray allowance.” 

“ Aren’t you glad now you came ? ” 
he cried from the top of a wave. 

“ Very,” I said from inside it. 

But I really did feel glad ten minutes 
later, as J sat on tho beach in the sun 
and smoked a cigarette, and threw 
pebbles lazily into the sea. 

“ Holbein, how brave of you 1 ” cried 
a voice behind me. 

“ Good morning. I ’m not at all sure 
that I ought to speak to you.” 

“ Have you reidly been taking the sea 
so early,” said Myra as she sat down 
between us, or did you rumple each 
other’s hair so as to deceive me ? ” 

“1 have been taking the sea,” I 
confessed. “AVhat you observe out 
now is whft I left.” 


“ Oh, but that ’s what I do. Thafr’s 
why I didn't come to-day — beqause 
I had so much yesterday.” 

“ I ’ra a three-bottle man. 1 can go 
on and on and on. And after all these 
years I liave the most sensitive palate 
of any man living. For instance, I can 
distinguish between Scarborough and 
Llandudno quite easily with my eyes 
shut. Speaking as an expert, I may 
say that there is nothing to beat a 
small Cromer and seltzer ; though some 
prefer a Ventnor and dash . I Ifracombe 
with a slice of lemon is popular, but 
hardly appeals to the fastidious.” 

“ Do yoq know,” said Archie, “ that 
you are talking drivel ? Nobody ought 
to drivel before breakfast. It isn’t 
decent. What does Dahlia want to do 
to-day, Myra? ” 

“ Mr. Simpfton is coming by the one- 
tliiity.” 

“ Good ; then we ’ll have a slack day. 
The strain of meeting Simpson will be 
sufficient for us. I do hope he comes 
in a yacliting cap — we ’ll send him back 
if ho doesn’t.” 

“ 1 told him to bring one,” said Myra. 

“ I put a P.S. in Dahlia’s letter — please 
bring your telescope and yachting cap. 
She thought we could have &> good 
day’s sailing to-morrow, if you ’d kindly 
a’Tango about the wind.” 

“ I ’ll talk to the crew about it and 
sea what lie can do. If we get be- 
calmed we can always throw Simpson 
overboard, of course. Well, I must go 
in and finis Ji my toilet.” 

Wo got up and climbed slowly back 
to tho house. 

“And then,” I said, “then for tho 
heavy meal.” A. A. M. 

The Untimely Bag. 

“ Cruol was the hand and muTd’rons eye 
That glanced the rifle stem.” 

So says the author of “ The Twelfth : 
Ode to a Dying Partridge” in the 
Dunfermline Press, and he ought to 
know. 

“You may think that your own oar ie doing 
veiy well, for oxamjdc, if it does 4fl miles an 
hour maximum speed on tho flat, yet, without 
changing anything, even in the way of the 
gears, a skilled tuner-uf> would be able to get 
anything up to ton miles on hour out of it if no 
had it at Brooklonds.” — The Observer. 

The offer leaves us cold. 

“In the ‘Atlantic’ appears an nnjrabliahed 
poem by Thackeray which has lately been dis- 
covered by Ml'S. Anna Thackeray Bitchie. It 
is a nearly perfect rendering of Beranger's 
famous verses : 

Advertise in ‘Tlte Bulletin' if you want 
boarders or rDomeiv.'’’---i%ifcKfeIjpA^ Evening 
maietin. 

Not even Thaoksbay could ever ^ 
the lilt of these two famous c^penmg. 
lines of BBranobb’b. ^ ’ 
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I toW them I didn^t see anything funny 
abotit it as Smith Max. is m the Upper 
Fif^r hut that only made them laugh 
all the more. 

I tliinh you’ll see how awkwax’d it 
is for me, as I simply can't ask any 
chaps down to stay with me ; and I 
don’t know what Smith Max. will say 
about Pater and Mater when we get 
hack to School next term. I wonder if 
you could write to the Pater about it 
and explain, or perhaps you could put 
Rometliing in Punch next week, as 
Pater always reads Punch, and he’d 
bo sure to see it. Hoping you will be 
able to do something, 

Yours truly, Tommy Burdon. 

(Later.) 

11 ’b all right alxout Smith Max.,^as 1 
caught him just now in the pantry with 
Sibyl eating honey out of the same 
spoon, but I still want you to put some- 
thing in Punch to stop the Pater in case 
I want to ask any other chaps who 
aren’t spoony with Sibyl to come and 
stay hero. Yours truly, T. B. 


CBICKET NOTES. 

The following account of a meeting 
reported to have been held at the Albert 
Hall by delegates from the non-cham- 
pion counties has been forwarded to 
us : — 

Sir A. Hazlerioo (Leicestershire), 
having taken the chair, said tliat the 
time had coma for the non-champion 
counties to make a stand (Laughter— 
casilij quenched) so that they might 
become champions. Tlio only fair 
system was that losses should he 
ignored, draws be disregarded, and no 
attention paid to wins. By such means 
all the counties Would be placed on an 
equality. (Cheers, in tvhick the repre- 
sentatives of Glamorgan loudly partici- 
pated) 

Mr. Samuel Woods (Somersetshire) 
announced that any batsman over forty 
years of age ought to start at least 
twenty runs up. Unless this was done 
the control of the game would fall into 
the hands of babes and ducklings. 

Mr. P. E. Warner (Greater Britain) 
said that on all matters connected with 
cricket ho thought Imperially. 

Mr, H, S. Goodwin (Warwickshire) 
Stated that this was a democratic age. 
He was all in favour of one man one 
run., Under his system extras would 
bo the most important item in the 
score, 

Mr. J. Chapman (Derbyshire) stated 
th<^ Mr. Goodwin seemed to have con- 
fu^ a score^slieet with an hotel-hill« 
P»4«r,such a system batsmen would: 

; ont in all ^reo^ps. i 





SCKVE— Om/«<V/c’ JVatvrol History Muscuhi, Knisiuglm. 

Jim-hnra {ivJw ?ifts jnst had a hmoii (M protcfHiv rohniriey), “Dmh>y, I know A 

OlUAFfE 1 ALL OVER M*0T8." iMddy. “ WeI L, WHY IM IT'" 

Jbarba ‘ So ’ 


J, T. Tyldrsley (supported on all 
sides by his relatives) remarked that he 
represented Literature. He begged the 
meeting to consider the Press and not 
the crowd. No one, he continued em- 
phatically, watched cricket nowadays, 
but everyone read about it. The future 
of the game was perfectly safe in the 
hands of The Daily Mail, 

Denton (Yorkshire) said that he 
had come to protest against his name 
being used by the Northamptonshire 
Twins. The law of copyright ou^ht to 
protect him. Mow, he £(ked, m an 
impiassioned voice, would Gaokbodosb 
like it if 1^mn GAUxnoDOtBas turned up 
and play^ for 7 

(Bamekf^) wished to draw 


attention to tlie fact that he vyas 
present. He object od to this discussion 
about names. (Sympatheiic appkiuse) 

Dipper (GlouceHtcrsluie) conlially 
agreed with the last speaker. He would 
like Mr. Woods to know that a water- 
ousel was a verywliflereut thing froiit a 
duckling. 

At this point Glamorgan, spiking 
through a megaphone, demanflcd fUStSpe 
for Wales, and the meeting fJosed 
at once without having formulatfla any 
definite propaganda* 

Headline in pht^Honraphy i » 

Faulty Oame^ Bm rows.* 

This looks like lemnrie. 




IN SIGHT OF PORT. 

It may be, as the dinghy left the haven, 

I laughed aloud and said a foolish word ; 

Some iolo sneer at Smith, whose heart was utavon, 
Mayhap the gods on high Olympus heiu'd ; 

But, if to leftward croaked a warning raven, 

1 must have missed the bird. 

We started when the morn vras fair, and waxen 
The sails that sported on the brine ad lib . ; 

Beneath my vest, there rose the Anglo-Saxon, 

From time to Ume I smacked a brass-bound rib ; 

1 liked it w'hon Ij^e went about and Jackson 

, Did something with the jib. 

But ruthless is the nurse that rocks and pillows 
The Viking on her lap— the unplumbed main ; 

Too soon I cried, Ah forluriatos illos, 

Who stopp^^t home ! " too soon I oursod the pain 

Of ever oltmoing up the climbing billows 
And barging aown again. 

Yet still unscathed — and all the while those asses 
Kept jeering at a soul about to die, — 

I fought to fix my mind on mountain passes, 

On meadow scenes and orchards near the Wye, 

Gluing my optics to a pair of glasses 
4 To make the land look nigh ; 

Till now-Tas when the long dissevered Jover 
Xleturns to find his mistress yef alivo}^ 


As when the pantin'^ roebuck flees lo cover, 

As when the go fer makes a splendid drive, 

And two long brassies, and is sure to shove her 
Down in a well-played five — 

I saw the spindrift on tho harbour breaking, 

1 saw (and now admired) the Norman church, 

I saw the happy peasant pubwards making, 

When lo I there came that last tremendous lurch ; 
The seagod took his toll ! — but griefs so aohtag 
It w'ere not w^ell to search. Evok. 


To the Ihiblic. 

Young gentleman (by nature), native of Manchester, 
unconventional, Socialist, Christian Scientist, vegetarian, 
teetotaler, member of the Peace Society, anti-vaooinationist, 
anti-vivisectionist, no fads, would like to meet a broad- 
minded person of similar tastes. 


In the Winnipeg Weekly Free Frees and Prairie Farmer 
(no, we can't say that agaii^ there is an article entitled 
“ Home Loving Hearts. A Page Especially for Them." ' 
It is in this arucle and nowhere else thut we read : | 

best war to stop ordinaiy nose press with the fingero on the | 
upper lid beneath the noi^l." 

* The year is growing older,* writes an Sssax oorrespondsnt.** 

Mem^gker CfuanUm. 


t,Tbey notme things in Esstt^ 






STONES OF VENUS. 

The Vouu Ages. 

Aija the First. 

FATHKit, when tliou dost pierce the uiailed pastry, 
(iive nio not many of the plenteous plum, 

Mot that 1 deem tho plum itself a base trtje 
(No Horner plied a more devoted thumb !), 

But in my breast a youthful passion lords it, 

And “ This yeab " I would see tho business done, 
So, as thou lovest all who at thy board sit, 

I pray thee, give me Onk. 

Aije tlui Second. 

Pliyllis, my heart is beating like a piston — 

Though pistons do not usually beat — 

Yet does discretion urge me to insist on 
Having but twain — a couple, I rejpeat ; 

For Love reiterates, “ Delay is hateful," 

But Prudence whispers, “Will not ‘ Next veab ’ do?” 
Therefore, w Phyllis, deed me not a plateful, 

But merely give me Two. 


Age tho Third. 

i have essayed to sport with Aphrodite, 

And 1 Ve suspicions that the thing ’s a sell ; 
rde not my platter as mui ])ile the liigh tee. 

Give me but tlir(?e (or seven would do as well). 

Yes, I — for whom a dozen hearts have jumped— 1 'ly 
Waiting my time; and, as I W'ait, 1 sec 
Tliat, at the earliest, it will be “ Some time 
Therefore J ask for Th«ke. 

Age the Fouith. ^ 

Bhe is a fraud, that most misguided spiuHter, 

For whom I grounded an adoring kn(M», 

. Thinking (poor fool !) my m-aces had convinced her 
That 'twould be splendid to ho Mrs. Me, 

No more slmll I invite the darts of Cupid, 

Never " exult in a transfixt^d core ; 

To do the thing again would he so stupid, 

So give me, give me Four. , 

ConiklilioiAL Candour.— “ If you wear a — ^ Nuvs< 
0104^ once you will want anpther," 
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V REFERENCES. 

I BAiD all that I had to say and 
waited for Aspodestera to respond. 
“ All right," she said at last, and there 
followed the usual formalities proper 
to the occasion. After a little while, 
“ Don’t you think that you are a very 
lucky man ? " said she. 

** Ye — os," 1 answered, after a little 
hesitation, “ tliough of course I cannot 
help thinking that you too . . . After 
all, money isn’t everytliirig." 

Aspodestera regarded herself long 
and carefully in the glass over the 
niantehpieco and gave the matter full 
consideration. Then she looked criti- 
cally at me and then at the glass again. 
“I am simply throwing myself away," 
she said at the end of it all. 

“Well, well," said I, generously, 
“ wo will pretend that that is so 
for the present. But I am afraid 
you will soon hear what all the ,, , 
others think about it." 

i“: r* - 

The opinion of the respective 
families was not to ho counted. 
Obviously one is biassed in 
favour of one’s own relatives, 
though I should have liked to 
dstect a little more bias on 
the part of my people. Mrs. 
MttcPherson was the first out- 
sider to write to Aspodestera 
and congratulate us on the en- 
gagement. “ I have not met 
Mr. Himley often enough to 
know him intimately." she 
wrote, “ but please tell him 
from me that he is a very for- 
tunate man." Aspodestera al- 
vrays does, sometimes over- 
does, what she is told, but I 
retorted that I did not deny tlial I took 
a lot of knowing. Mm. MaePhorson, 
I explained, would change lier mind 
wdien she had seen a little more of me. 

The second letter w^as to me and it 
was from George. “ Does she know\” 
iie wrote, “ what she is letting herself 
in for? However, I won’t let on." 1 
explained, again, that George was a 
humorous fellow and really meant that 
Aspodestera was much to be envied. 
8he was a little slow to appreciate this, 
but I promised her ^hat, w^hen she had 
been engaged to me a little longer, she 
would be quicker at seeing things. 

In about a w^eek Aspodestera had 
accumulated a formidable batch of 
testimonials from friends, god-parents, 
acquaintances^ old gardeners, gover- 
nesses and unsuocesefol candidates. 
Some of them had met me and some of 
theme iiad not, but that made no difier- 
enee to Iheir burning anxiety that no 
doubt should be left in my mind of 
my extraordinary and undeserved good 


luck. When so many explanations 

become necessary they are impossible, OFFICIAL FOOD FOR BABES, 
so “It is a mere stpeoty'ped form," I A lbttbb which appeared recently 
said loftily, and tried to carry it off in one of the London dailies quotes 
like that. the following instructions iasu^ by 

“Never mind, dear," said Aspodes- His Majesty's Stationery OflSce with 
tera, “ I think you are very clover . . every bottle of gum supplied. . . , 

1 unbent a little. We were getting “ In ordinary use the best and most 
to the trutli at last. nearly immediate result is obtained by 

. . very clev^," she continued, “to using only such an amount of gum as 
have recognised a good thing when you will just uniformly moisten the surface 
saw it." without leaving any obvious excess to 

«• «- «• delay drying, the condition to bo aimed 

Clearly drastic measures were noces- at being that of a gummed postage 
sary, so on the following day I turned stamp, just moistened, as ordinarily 
up wdth a number of telegrams, just applied to a letter." 
received. 1 thought Aspodestera might We consider these instructions terse, 

I just like to have a look at them. Per- but perhaps hardly adequate. Not 
haps you, too, would like to see tiiree a word is said, for instance, about the 
or four of the loss effusive of thorn : — condition of a gummed postage stamp, 
“ Best of luck to my moat valued just moistened, as ordinarily applied to 

a receipted account; and tliis 
may lead to confusion. 

It is perhaps not generally 
known that other papers of in- 
stnictions are in course of pre- 
paration at His Majesty’s Sta- 
tionery Office and will shortly 
be issued. By the covrtesy of 
one of the office boys we are in 
a position to give our readers 
advance information about 
these. 

For Bottles of Ink. 

“ In everj -day experience the 
finest and most closely instan- 
taneous result is obtained by 
dipping the nib firmly and uni- 
formly into the ink and then 
conveying it to the paper with- 
out leaving any obvious blots to 
delay drying, the condition to 
be aimed at being that of an 
ordinary letter, just moistened, before 
the blotting paper lias been applied." 
For Sealing Wax. 

“In customary practice the most 
splendid and approximately sudden 
result is obtained by using only such 
an amount of heat as will uniformly 
seal the envelope without developing 
a puddle, the condition to be aimed 
at being that of a lump of butterscotch 
under a hot sun." 

For Blotting Paper. 

“ Within the limits of the common 
routine the most glorious and generally 
surprising result is obtained by only 
using such an amount of pressure as 
will just uniformly dry the surface,, 
without any obvious excess of firiction 
to create smudges, the condition to be 
aimed at being that of a table-^doth 
which has just emerged from the 
mangle." 

For Stamps. 

In the tuivial trafiHo of the daily 



USES OF A CHAIVIE LE ON. 

friend. Hope the lady appreciates her 
goo(i fortune. — Wilwam." 

“Best wishes and heartiest congratu- 
lations. Wishes for you, congratula- 
tions for her. — Nesta and Makoabkt." 

“Just heard the news. Trust that 
your condescension and generosity are 
fully recognised by exceptionally lucky 
lady. — John Derby, Bart." 

“Am directed by your regimental 
mess to forward respectfully best wishes 
to its most distinguislied member. All 
hope that more than fortunate lady 
will prove worthy of groat honour, but 
doubt if tliat possible. — Bobebtson." 

-r ■?: -sf 

For the benefit of those who con- 
template taking this step in life, 1 
append an account of the financial 
outlay necessary to become engaged • 
H s. d. 

Cost of ring (about) ... 25 0 0 
Telegrams to self ... ... 0 17 6 

17 6 
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pound, Mie most superb and startling 
is obta'ned by moistening the 
jfttamp before applying it. ' The old- 
fasliioned method of affixing it with a 
jpin is not so satisfactory, the condition 
jto bo aimed at being tiiat of a closely- 
litted mustard plaster.” 

; For Tape, 

“This must be red, and should be 
userl in enormous quantities, the con- 
dition to be aimed at being that of a 
leg completely and hormot i cal ly encased 
in scarlet putties.” 


PIFFLE ABOUT PENMEN. 

Op tlie writing of hooks (by Mr. 
jBellairy Hillock, M.P.) there is no end. 
jif any one ventured to ask him when 
he proposed to stop, ho would probably 
^answer, Mais 2iOur(juoi ? ” and go on 
Iwritiiig. A treatise on “ Cosmic Eco- 
nomics,” from Jiis indefatigable pen is 
just out, and now a volume of “ Terriljle 
Triolets ” is announced by Messrs. 
Duckweed. Some one once observed 
that politics and poetry were irrecon- 
'oil able, but it has been reserved for 
Mr. Hillock in this, as in ho many otlmr 
departipents, to achieve tlie impossible 
— on his head. 

I 

I 

Mr. Wilhelm Ijg Quill has written his 
reminiscences ; but tiiis, one devoutly 
hopes, doe‘s not mean that lie lias 
ceased to wi-ito novels. The Empire 
could not easily acquiesce in such a 
deprivation. Mr. Le Quill is of Cana- 
dian extraction, having been horn on 
Goose Island, in the St. Lawrence, 
tliough he has long since made his 
home in London. We can count there- 
fore on finding a characteristic sub- 
Arctic flavour in his volume, which 
boars the engaging title, “ From Ijog 
Cabin to Carlton House Terrace.” 



“That *8 am. hkuij, mv man. Kickp iiik ihavhk." 

“Thank you, Hik. Y<nr ’hk a. ukai. (iKST, vor auk, ani» kuk, Hii;, iv v r ‘hk 

doin' ANYTHINK FOlt TIIK THIlKK o'ClOCK UAl'K lAKK MV III' AND I'D I YDl'U HDDT.h (»N 

My Onu. Jl. I'avk!'* 


Madame Sahara Grandison has a 
new novel —her ,S7th — aiqiearing next 
month, called “ Martha with the Game 
Leg,” which, slje thinks, surpasses her 
best previous aohievonients. The leg- 
less hero — to say notliing of the lioad- 
loss horseman — is not unknowui in the 
annals of fiction, but this is, W’e believe, 
the first novel with a lame heroine, un- 
less, indeed, Tom Hood’s “ Miss Kil- 
mansegg and her Golden Leg ” may be 
said to fill that bill. However, the 
heroine of Madame Grandison’s story, 
it may be explained, does not rely on 
any artificial substitute, and in the end 
regains complete u.se of the defective 
limb. 


Bir ' Philibert Barker’s new novel,: 
“The Mystification of Sir Galahad,”; 
will be published by Messrs. Greener' 


and Greener some time during the 
Autumn. A peculiar interest attaches 
to this romance in view' of the fact that 
the author’s first cousin, Mrs. Yerulam 
Gammon, w^as recently robbed of 
.£‘25,000 w’ortli of jewels while she was 
on a lion-hunting trip in Somaliland. 


The Maemurdo Fivepenny series for 
this Autumn will include a long novel, 
“The Governor of Tipponisalem,” by 
Mr. Otis de Soto, and “ Tales of Men 
and Monkeys,” by Mrs. Stanleyette 
Norton. No two Transatlantic authors 
attract us more than Mrs. Norton, the 
Ouida of Chicago, and Mr. Otis deSoto, 
the A. C. Benson of Oklahoma. 

Miss Vivaria Bunnymede is rewriting 
her novel, “ The Prodigious lihfatit,” in 
Tibetan, for pubhoation in l^basa, at 


the express command of the Datai 
Laiua. Moltkk was said to lie able to 
be silent in four languages. Miss 
Bunnymede can bo volulile in fiftt).in. 


Breaking up the Home. 

“MesHi-H. A. 8. and I*. tlUvoi thy ovvlAjt to 
the disaoliiiion of aiul'haviitg dn’ 

of <'on»ld(*ral)jp oortiou of llicii pnwidiy 
La VO decided to offor tiioii' ainiual diaft of B, H, 
and 8 -tooth ero'<8l^o(1 onoh a( flu* Bolluo 
station yaids,”--7V»HD'»' /Ad dA/. 


“ Tlum Ihui, Pa. 

Dear 8iiA : My liahy ivaa ao tiorvona thill it 
nearly vMMit into a|>iun8 at ovoty loud 
I saw your advertWnent end jiavo it - 
Synii*, and it i« all over - A 
We don’t know what ** epam» ’’ 
we do know that if you give a b«|ly 
anything sticky It is all over it*in no 
time. 
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BBONZE WHILE YOU WAIT. 

A TANKED we leam from The 
Laneett is^not neoeslarily an index of 
acquit^ health, as nowadays Uio mere 
pigmentary effect of the sup upon the 
skin can be readily imitated by em- 
ploying the chemical oi? ultra-violet 
rays of the electric light, and in par- 
ticular the rays of the rjnartis mercury 
lamp. A bronzed complexion can there- 
fore be obtained in the space of minutes 
instead of at the cost of a holiday at 
the seaside extended over weeks. 

Btill, we are not altogether obliged to 
our contemporary for thus giving the 
show away, or, at any rate, if the revela- 
tion had to be made, for not doing so 
earlier. Here we have been toiling down 
to Margate for several week-ends in suc- 
cession, and spending shillings in thf3 
attempt to develop a cherished set of 
freckles in some extremely fugitives 
suiiHliine, and it seems wo miglit all 
the while have been bronzed during 
tlie lunch-hour at the local electrician’s 
or the beauty shop round the corner. 

We shall now accept with reservation 
tlio Continental alibis of Mr. Winston 
CinmoHiiiL and Mr. Lloyd Geohqk. 
The travellers’ tales of the more brazen- 
faced of bur follow cluh-memhors, rein- 
forced with the foreimi hotel-labels ' 
obtainable in Soho, shall henceforward 
1 1)6 capped, and inexpensively. We 
commend the idea, too, to those of 
our weekly Tomtorials who have not 
acquired sufficient pigmentation din ing 
I Dieir rooent brief campaign. Mr. 
Haldane should see to it Unit a 
travelling clinic is attacli<3d to Die 
I mapmuvres, with arrangements for 
leavixig the upper part of the patient’s 
forehead, and a narrow strip down 
the cheek (where the strap ought to 
go) satisfactorily liatanned, in contrast 
with the mahogany field of tlie rest 
of the features. The peAod assigned to 
the training of our fencibles can then 
be still further reduced. 

Altogether this home - colouration 
scheme ought to save a lot of civil and 
military mobilisation during the holiday 
weeks, and at any rate we hope it will 
lower the price of excursion tickets. 
We propose to start forthvVitli a Quartz 
Mercuiy Touring Club for Londoners 
oomp^ed to remain behind the blinds 
of their town housesr 


In Xstremia. 

'*£iXCBi>TioNAi.i.T well bred and haudsouie 
hieb Bed Setter and Foiuter for Sale ; litDe 
work will flnisli.” — Advi* iu ** Irish Times,** 

Oondemned ITalieaid. 

Erotn a notice in a Cornish ohnroh : 

PreaoKar for next Sunday will be found 
banging in Ibe Obnrcb.Poroh on Saturday.” 


MY FIBST JUMP. 

1 WAS riding with Gertie and Dick ; 
The morning was cloudy and cool ; 

Unsampled sensations came thick, 
For I ’d only just learnt in a school. 

And, though keener than mustard, not 
easily flustered, 

1 still felt a bit of a fool. 

I could canter without bolding on. 
And the painful, inelegant bump 

From my trot, so they told me, had 
gone, 

But my heart all at once gave a 
thump, 

For, while crossing the meadow, Dick 
suddenly said, “ Oh, 
liook, Joan ! Here ’s a nice littb 
jump 1 ” 

A ditch cut the meadow in twain ; 

I guessed I must lot the mare go ; 

Eesistance from me would be vain, 

It was clear that she wouldn’t take 
“No.” 

Though my “ hands ” might be wooden, 
I gripped like a good ’un. 

Sat down in my saddle — and lo ! — 

We wore over as easy as pie. 

Twang the lyre I Beat the drum ! 
Blow the tnim^ ! 

My heart was as high as the sky.^ 
Never more shall I suffer from 
hump. 

Now for me there’s no rational bar lo 
the “ National ; ” 

Hooray ! for I ’ve had my first jump. 


THE DESPEEADO. 

«• (Lat Ht Lowlon Styfe.) 

“ Doctor,” he said, “ I want bucking 
up. A real tonic. Something that 
will fill me with courage and deter- 
mination ” 

“ But, my dear Sir,” said the physi- 
cian, “ that 's not my function. I am 
here to look into your general health, 
not prescribe for sudden emergencies. 
What you want is not a doctor but an 
American bar-tender. ' Ijeavo it to 
Charley ’ was invented for such cases 
as yours.” 

“ But surely the pharmacopoeia con- 
tains something that imparts resolution 
and address ? ” said the trembling mau. 
“ 1 particularly don’t want to take 
alcohol. There might be trouble, and 
my chances of carrying the thing 
through would bo ruined if it could be 
proved I had just come from a bar. 
No, doctor, 1 implore you to give me 
something. I can’t do it without,” 

“But what is it you have to do? 
Tell me that first.” 

The patient clutched at hia heart. 
“ It ’s terrible,” he said. ** I hardly know 


1 how to say it. I b^og to a elttb-;^ 
'new club-~formed to cfoal with taxis. 
We are pledged not to talie a cab ux^ess 
the driver promises not to smoke. That 
is one thing. That is not so hard, but 
difficult enough to a retiring man like 
myself.” 

“ Yes,” said the doctor. “ Yes. What 
next? ” 

“ Ah ! ” groaned his visitor. “ Next ? 
That is much more serious. Wo are 
plo Jged not to tip the drivers. It sooms 
that they get 26 per cent, of their 
earnings, and we think it’s enough. 
Bo wo took a terrible oaDi, and sealed 
it in a loving cup of petrol, never to tip 
llicm again.” 

“Well, and what has happened?” 
Die physician inquired. 

“ Nothing yet,” replied the shaking 
man ; “ we only begin to-day. We 

drew lots who should act first, and the 
lot fell to me. To mel T am pledged 
to take a taxi this morning at 12 o’clock, 
and first toll the man I won’t have him 
if he smokos, and then, at the end of 
the journey, give him only as much as 
is marked on Die meter. Doctor, it ’s 
a quarter to twelve. I implore you to 
give me something powerful — some- 
thing that will make a hero oi me. 
My heart is going 200 to Die minute.” 


From a catalogue of books : 

“ For ‘ Lalla Rook h ’ Moore Rot £3,000. . . . 
He was s j small that liis writing could hardly 
be seen. ” 

You should see the Poet IjAUReate 
doing “ England’s Darling ” on the 
back of a postage stuuip. 


“The drive tlirough the park to Die castle is 
vhamihig, and thousands obabbits may he seen 
by the passer-by. Everything at I^owthcr 
Castle is done on a princely scale ." — The Daily 
Mirrar. 

The House of Lowther has always 
been munificent, even in the matter of 
laying down rabbits. 


“ Wanted, young Oirl, aWo to dd work of 
small horse.” — Advt, in “ Western Mail.*’ 

A sort of I h.p. ? Well, you can’t get 
’em nowadays. 

From a letter in The Times: 

“There is no delay whatever in claiming 
luggage at a foreign destination. You jn’csent 
your registration ticket and a porter at once 
places it on a cab without any fonnality." 

I That settles the bother about the ticket 
I ail ri^ht, but there stiU remains the 
I question of the luggage. 


“ Diexol’s first long flight was for $6 xtjisu 
19 4-5 seo. In this tbne he oovemd 94 miles 
1376 yards, at a speed of SOi infles' per hour.'^ 
neJDaayTslegrs^, 
Audited and found ineorreot. 
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Aiigler {new I'ccriut to the yiudlc art, wIm is ^^floggiiiy” tltc slrcnni). “Not .si‘L.ash ho much" Why, iu.bsh voi, jf I jioN’f Arnun 

THKIR ATTENTION HOW AliK ’llfk" Vimi to uvnw Tnw nvAu'rrv 'l•ut1u<s*l> 'rnvnu' at Att 1>* 


A 1.ETTE11 TO MY MOTHEE. 
On counting chickenb mep’Ore they 

ARE HATCHED. 

(.'/ suggested sequel to "Letters to my Hon,") 

June 1, 1931. 

DjiAii Mother, — That book of yours 
was ratlier a bloomer, wasn’t it '? Eancy 
goi?»g to all that trouble to make up 
a l)U(l^et of anecdote and good counsel 
for your unborn son and then his turn- 
ing out to be a girl after all I 1 ’m 
really sorry for you, although I may 
not sound like it, for 1 know how fright- 
fully you wanted to be an author, and 
how excited you were to have hit on 
a really new idea and one so calculated 
to appeal to the messier kind of reader, 
who loves obstetrics or the suggestion 
of' them. It is hard lines that you 
never had a son after all, especially as 
1 have not, 1 know, been a condort 
to you. But really it was your own 
fault. If you had not written that 
foolish hook you would never have 
filled your head With notions about a 
boy 1 ^ aU, and how he would grow up, 
and ]|^y orioket, and aU the rest of it ; 


Hil l then } ou would not have been so 
disappointed when I was boriiA 

And now that 1 am being so frank 
(and I have waited till my twenty-first 
birthday to bo so) I will tell you that 
Oliver, as you call father, never really 
cared about that book of yours at all. 
He thought not only that it was silly 
in itself, but that it made him and you 
si'ly too ; but he was too kind and 
weak to say so. But he has told me 
so, many times, during our long walks 
together. For though you have always 
looked on me as an interloper he and 
1 have always been tremendous friends. 

Your not too happy Dauohterkin. 

rT,T'.'i r 

The Prince and the Principality. 

Cardiff and Carnai'von are not the 
only claimants to be the scene of the 
proposed Investiture of the Pbinoe of 
Wales. 

. Emulous of the slashing yet erudite 
style of the Mayor of Ga^ifif s <^?!peed 
in the Press, the Mayor of liandrindod 
Wells writes:— History b0 hanged. 
Give the lad fresh air and plenty of 


fun, when ho is invested, and see that 
the crowds who come to witness 
ooromony arc properly accommodah d 
in some of the most comfortable an 1 
reasonable boarding-houses and hydros 
in the Principality. Tliis talk alKtut 
the Castles of CuDliff and Carnarvon, 
and Owen Olyndwu and Hbnrv Titi4 
Bevbnth, is all bosh and nonsense. Our 
golf-links and town hand are the best 
in Wales.” 

The head-wait-er of the restamunt at 
the top of Hnowdon wriU's : “It would 
1x3 highly appropriate to have the 
ceremony on this aiiclent mountain,, 
which stood here some years before ; 
either Cardiff or CaiTiamm existed.” 

The Mayor of ^ town whose nai^.e 
contains upwards of two-score letters 
writes : “ What about our town ? ItH 
name has been longer before the public 
than that of any other town, indei^d/* 

Tlio Mayor of Trefeglwys writda a ' 
letter of six sheets, begmniiig : 
cwmllan bettws yniog, ap pwnlly^ 
yffryn and we gaUier frbin the gilt 
of it that he would iM>t 
recommend either Oardilf or Oamarvol. 
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1 ♦ to “ call-pages.” It took me quite a long time to tliink 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. what these could be. ^ 

Mi. 1 Hfich s Staff of Lemncd Ckiks.) j know whether M, P. Wilcocks means rne to 

When I hazard the opinion that Vocation (John Mubhay) sympathise altogether with her hero, Michael^ in The Way 
will appeal more to M'oinon limn to men, I do not intend Up (John Ijanb), but if she does I am afraid I am not on 
to spoA disparagingly of Miss Grant Duff’s novel, the side of the angels. This young man refused the assist- 
Prom the many confidential chats of the Misses Vemerley ance of his uncle’s wealth (from conscientious objections 
(there were three of them, but only two mattered), although to capitalism), and entered the Plioonix Iron Foundr)^ as a 
' they prattled to some purpose, 1 got the feeling that their common hand ; then, falling in love with PAise Lesurior 
heart-to-heart talks w^ere a little overdone. Having, how- (butterfly), he married her and w'ished her to live in 
ever, uttered this plaint, T hasten to add that Miss Grant poverty while he used her money to start a scheme of 
Duff seems to know everything there is to know about co-partnership in the works. She loft him after a while 
women, and that psychologically her book is« intensely and went to London, to become — no, not a prnna donna 
interesting. Lizzie iJenierley, struggling to be just to her this time, but a fairly talented actress, w'hilst MicAiael, his 
I hypochondriacal mother and at the same time to devote love dying out, found a kindred spirit in 
her life to art, is not the' only brilliant portrait; and indeed, his typist and secretary, who shared his enthusiasm for 
wore it not for Dr. HeadstonCf T should have notlnng but co-operative schemes. To remove tlie only obstacle to 
praise for the characters. — — - — — their union Plise in the end 


This doctor (of ominous 
name) appears to be pitch- 
forked into the book so that 
he might marry Lizzie's 
I selfish mamma; but such a 
buftbon might witli advan- 
tage have been omitted, even 
if Mrs. Vemerley had to 
remain a wiflow. Besides, I 
, do not believe that a la<ly of 
I so many nerves would ever 
have consented to he called 
Mrs. Headstone . NevcHhe- 
loss, the merits of Vocation 
are infinitely g|reater than its 
defects, ancl if I have em- 
phasised the latter my excuse 
is that the former ompliasise 
themselves. 

One small point that 
fclniok mo about The (iirl 
from His Town (MilIiS and 
Boon) was that, although 
only the hero and heroine of 
Marie van Vobst’s story are 
supposed to be American, 

I their expressive idiom is 
shared quite impartiaHy by 
the English aristocrats to 
















FASHION NOTES. 

MlS.s D'AliCV’S OOING-AWAY DIUSsn. 


- their union Plise in the end 
drowned herself ; but, as 1 
did not care twopence for 
Philippa, and w’ould have 
given a good deal to see Phse 
happy again, 1 was left 
sadly inconsolable. As be- 
fore, this authoress shows a 
marvellous facility for meta- 
phor, and has drawn her 
characters boldly and well. 

I particularly like» Louis 
Ariolet, the novelist, and Mrs. 
Strode, Michaels mother, 
who is called a “ Kal)elais in 
petticoats,” but is not really 
as sensational as all that. 1 
forgot to mention, by the 
way, that the events of the' 
story occur at Exininstor, in 
Devon — oh, yes, we can do 
the industrial line down tliero 
nowadays, thank you, us well 
as the rural — and that I 
pierced this goograph icaXahas 
vrithout any trouble at all. 

I suppose that Japan is 
still two entirely different 
countries, and that The 
Dragon Painter (Stanley 


wliom they seem intended by the author to supply' a refresh- Paul) is a story about the other one. At any rate, Mr. 
ing contrast. This is a pity ; but, apart from it, the story Sidney McCall has written it as though he were describ- 
itself is a mildly onteHaining one, about a Millionaire, and a ing things he has seen, and yet I have found notliing at all 
Duchess, and a Star-of-Musical-Oomeciy, and otlier such like it at Shepherd’s Bush. There are dragons at 
Super-beings as the ordinary' man loves to read about, Shepherd’s Bush, of course, but these (if y'ou ignore notices) 
especially in hot weather, when he likes fiction that does you can touch and make sure they are really there, whereas 
. not very much matter. The Duchess wants to marry the the pictures of the Dragon Painter of the story contain 
Millionaire for his dollars — the Duke, of coui*se, being monsters which are invisible, even to one of his own race 
already deceased— but the Millionaire prefers the Star ; and craft. This part of the book, I am bound to say, 
chiefly, I gathered, Jt>e^use she also w'as from the States, a little beyond me, and the illustrations don’t help muohr 
and had served him with an iced drink in the days of their but there is a love-ta!e which is pretty — ^partieuiarly the 
comparatively humble childhood. Eventually lie marries feminine part of it, for the painter loves rather furiously— ^ 
her. and they all live happy ew after. Practically every- and that 1 can grasp readily enough. Indeed, the majority 
body in the tale is either supremely beautiful or supremely of the few characters, apart from the young artist, are very 
rich, and in some oases both. They aU stay at the Carlton human and understandable, and there is a glamour about 
or the Savoy, and consume quantities of the most expensive this Japan which the other seems to be losing, 
suppers. Altogether it is very pleasant. 1 should, how- bbbto ^^T^r:!^!;^'g a8aaBsssaaassaas 


suppers. Altogether it is very pleasant. 1 should, how- bbbto ^^T^r:^;^'g a8aaBcsaaasgaas 

ever, have liad more faith in the English atmosphere of it <«Nlue huudred and ninety-nine liusbande out of a hundred ate 

all, but for those exotic touches ox dialogue, mentioned thoughtless.”— t 
above*; and the frequent reference, in th^theatdoat scenes, Friend, are you one of these? 
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* CHARIVARIA. 

A(ftorn»rNa to Reuter “ the police do 
not attach any importance to the letters 
from English public men which were 
recently seised in the house of the ex- 
deportoe, Krxbhka Kumau Mittkh, in 
Calcutta." A very nasty thrust. 

According to Mile, Bade'I’, the dancer 
who is fippoaring at the Palace, every 
word npokon by a woman “ sliouKI be 
accompanied by a gesture and expres- 
sion wliioh reveal her soul." If this 
rule miglit bo extended to embrace the 
otiier sex, we should be glad to see the 
appropi’iate gestures to accompany the 
remarks of a liiberal property-owner 
engaged in the attempt to fill up one 
of the Land-Tax forms issued by liis 
hero, Mr. Lloyd Grorok. 

Mr. J. Vkitch Wilson lias written 
a letter to TJw Ohaerver on “Sound 
Values in Pronunciation." Frankly, 
we tliink it a mistake to di'aw atten- 
tion to them. We shall have the 
Chanckllou taxing them toj. 

It is -estimated that more than 
JE30,00(J has been lost in this country 
over aviation iiieelingH. Money, at 
any rate, flies. , - 

Moie aviation nows ‘"Tlic experi- 
mental flying express traiii from .lo- 
lianneshiirg to Cape Town reached its 
destination yesterday, having accom- 
plished a journey exlomling over 1 ,000 
miles in 35/, hours." We like these 
Souili .Atricans. Tlmy do not Imig al)Out 
what they are going to do. Tlioy just 
do it .. 

' »: ■ 

Tin' Dailij Neirs publishes a plioto- 
graph of the Guidos’ race in the 
Grasmoro Sports, which it ontitle?s “ A 
Scramble up Buttermore." We are 
awaiting with some interest the com- 
patiioii picture, “A Swim across llol- 
vellyii." 

‘ 5l5 ' 

“3'lio Liberal Party," says The 
cannot go on year after year 
counting Dteadiionghls, and finding 
inoriey to build them. If the Liberal 
Government cannot stay this process, 
tlie party must. It is a condition of 
its existence." But if a strong Navy 
is a condition of England’s existence, 
and a weak Nav>" is a condition of 
the Liberal Party’s existence, it looks 
as if one of them would have to go 
(the latter. for choice). 

"V* 

Such success has attended the ex- 
peri ipental delivery of telegrams by 
telephone that the G.P.O., it is stated, 
has decided to extend the system. This 



Ih/iUffif-.mllrer af Slackton-ov-Si'a [lelto has Hpcat everyth uaj 
to Jjoudon). •‘PAim'oMs, Mo-h-skw, PonVH/.-AOU.'' iuheoteu MOI AI' ti 


moans, we believe, that in tliose cases 
wliore the addressee of a telegram has 
no telephone the contents » will bo 
uuMOuncod to him from the nearest 
post-oflico by means of a powder ful 
megaphone. 

From Gloucestershire comes a re- 
port of a shower of frogs. This is 
good news. We were getting so tired 
of seeing it raining cats and dogs. 

In its account of the preparations 
for the Thames Swimming Race The 
Daily Mail says, “Miss Alice Aykroyd, 
the Boston girl who has crossed the 
Atlantic to compete for the £20 gold 
cup, swam eight miles in the Richmond 
and Putney district yesterday, leaving 
the stream as fresh as when she entered 
tt." The italics are ours : the imputa- 
tion that the other competitors ought 
to have had a good scrub first is our 
contemporary’s. 

‘ **' 

Beads will be more popular than 
ever this year, save an authority on 
woman’s dress. We hope this means | 
that mmm&e will soon be here. | 


and the Imit 

ItlMHlT Uunmuai'RT” 


From a Dublin advertisement : 

IIAIH OUT 

DONE \MU1.E VOIT WAIT. 

We suppose that this is very smart 
and up-to-date, l)nt wo must c(»n!(>s« 
wo pi'ofer tlio old-fashioned plan v»f 
leaving your hair to ho cut, ond ealiiog 
for it in a day.or two. 

Captain Amundsen lias diseovoied 
hot springs in the noighhourhotKl of 
the North Pole. The nows is luiher 
tantalising in view of the cold springs 
which we get ev(»ry year in tins 
country. 

s; :« * 

With reference to an article eutiith«ol 
“’The Kaiser as Tradesman," which 
appeared the other day, an old l^dy 
writes to inform %8 that she has Ignm 
told that, in Germany, the Kaiikiiii’s 
randfather is known as “ Kaiser ^d- 
elm der Grocer." 

The Women's Imperial Health A|iio- 
ciation has declared war on t he cloged 
window. The Association has ^e 
tacit support of burglars all o^r ^ 
country. ' , 
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SAND VALUES. 

Ah 1 happy shore that skirts the sea, 

' Never Jot sale to any buyers ; 

A land that no man holds m fee, 

But you and I ma^ have it fr^o 
As annual occupiers. 

There on the sea-shells’ argent floor, 

Where tnorinaids trill in liquid trebles, 

No curious scribe will ask you for 
The beach’s “ Mineral Value ” or 
What party “ works ” the pebbles. 

There you may lie about all day 
And bear the niggers sing inept tunes, 

Or use at will your “ Right of Way,” 

In case you care to go and play 
Next door, at Father Neptune’s, 

There you may course on patient mokes. 

Or practise other harmless orgies ; 

May sit with simple-hearted folks 
Imbibing Pierrot’s limpid jokes, 

Unvexed of Lloyds and Georges. 

See whore his plastic task he plies, 

The jocund infant, moist and messy, 
Moulding the surface into pics ; 

It 's “ undeveloped ” otherwise 
By either lord or lessee. 

Or if, upon “ improvements ” bent, 

He rears a castle rightly feudal 
Ilis labour leaves him well-content. 

Knowing no tax on “ increment ” 

Will fleece him like a poodle. 

And when the sea usurps his land. 

Raxing the walls in which he revelled. 

He need not fix witli palsied hand 
The “ Site- Assessment ” of the sand 
With all its buildings levelled. 

Ah ! blessed fringe of this sod isle, , 

Where, as a tenant under Heaven, you 
May sniff the outland airs and smile, 

And with impartial lip revile 

The Chiefs of Inland R(3vonuo. O. S. 


THE MATCH-MAKERS. 

ScBNG — A large room leading through French windows into 
a garden. Time — 3 o'clock on a Sunday afternoon in 
eurtmer. He with hie }uit on arid a stick in his hand 
has just entered and found Her prepared for a walk. 

He {mysteriously). Good I You're ready, iiet ’s bo off. 

She (with bated breath). Half a minute, and I ’m with 
you. What did you say to Freddie ? 

He. Told him he ’d find us liere in five or six minutes, 
w^d we'd all walk to the top of Saintsbury Hill together; 
and if he didn’t And us he ’d And Cynthia and I supposed 
that was what he wanted. That 's all right, isn't it? 

She, Yes, good boy ; go up one. I told Cynthia if we 
weren't here she was to wait till we turned up. 

He. Capital 1 And they won’t find us here, and they'll 
be idone together, and 

She. They'll bring it off. Come on, I’m ready. Don't 
nudse a noise. They mustn’t hear us or see us. 

{They go out into the garden and walk more or less on 
tip^toe across the tawn, talking (M they go. 


She, Do you think Freddie will do it ? • 

I He. Do it ? Why, be 's been panting for the chance — 
|bep[ged and prayed mo to arrange this week-end so 'as to 
i bring them together ; said he’d tried half-a-dozen times in 
London, but something had got in his way every time^ 
either a brother or a mother or a sister. Once it was a 
maid who fetched her home from a dinner when Freddie 
had ordered the slowest four-wheeler in London, and 
thought he was going to take her home himself. Ho said 
if we 'd ask 'em here together and give ’em iust one chance 
of being alone for five minutes he ’d — what the matter ? 

[She has turned round to look at the house and has 
gripped him suddenly by the arm. 

She (excitedly). Hurry up. They ’ro coming out into 
the garden. 

He (looking round). By gum, so they arc ! They mustn’t 
see us. Don’t pinch so. 

She, Sorry. Lot’s skip behind those bushes, and then 
wo can get off into the Lovers’ Walk, and so out into the 
road by tho corner door. 

[They skip, and take a furtive peep through the bushes. 

He. I don’t think tlj^y ’vo spotted us, but they ’re coming 
along a deuco of a pace. Perhaps he ’s done it. 

She. No, they ’re not saying a word, and they *re looking 
as distant as from liere to Land’s End. Come on ; we 
must give ’em their chance. 

[They dive round some trees into the Jjovers' Walk, a 
gravel path through a thick belt of bushes. 

He. 1 thought Freddy was running. 

She. Nonsense! He’s not such a fool. Duck down 
lower than that — much lower, or they ’ll see you 4ih rough 
tho gap. There — my hat 's caught. 

He. Tear it off ; leave it behind you ; do anything, but 
for heaven's stike como on. If they see us they ’ll tliink 
they must join us. 

She. I hear tlieir steps somewhere. They ’re coming 
along tho walk. 

He. No. They 're in tho open. It 's all right. Quicker, 
quicker I When once we get to the end ot this wo ’ll bo 
through the garden-door in a jiffy, and tlier» Wf3’re safe. 

[They hasten on, hut stop near the end of the walk. 

She. I thought I heard something. I’ll stay hero, and 
just you creep carefully round tho corner and reconnoitre. 

JJETe does so, and returns to her pale and dismayed. 

He (whispering). They ’re out there at tlie end. I caught 
a glimpse of a skirt and a pair of trousers, and 1 nipped 
back. What sliall we do now ? 

She. Let ’s go back to the other end. Then we can slip 
out by the gate at tho bottom of the garden, and losothem 
that way. 

[Tney retrace their steps, but stop again before reaching 
the other end. 

He. I heard voices. You go on this time. I couldn’t do 
it again. [She goes on and returns in aonsternation. 

She. They ’re there. They must have run like hares. 

He, What shall wo do now? We can't race up and 
down this walk all day. I wonder what fool’s game 
Freddie ’s playing at. 

She. There ’s nothing for it. We must go out and face 
them. Anyhow, it won't be our fault. We’ve done our 
best for them. 

\^They walk cm and find a young man and a young 
woman waiting for them at the entrance. 

She. Oh, you 're there, are you ? We were just coming 
back to fetch you. I wanted to show Charles the new 
ferns I 've bad planted here. We can get started now. 

[They aU start. 

He {aside to Freddie). What hcvoe you been up to? 
We left the coast clear for you, and then you sped the 







wliolo show ])y coming out anil chasing us up and down 
tlic garden . 

Fmhlie. Sorry, old chap, 1 know 1 ’iii a mug ; ))ul when 
I found myself alone willi hor in that big room I couldn’t 
think of a word— just stood and looked at hor. I did make 
a shot — upon my honour I did — but just as 1 was going to 
say, “Cynthia,” 1 had to sneez.^ and that threw me out of I 
my striae. Devilish bit of bad luck. Then she saw you 1 
hopping round the bushes, and she was after you like a 
bird, and I had to come too. Worst of it is when wo ’re 
with other people T ’m as bold as a lion, but when I ’m 
alone with her 1 haven’t got an ounce of pluck. 

He. Well, you’ve had your cliance and wasted it. Jt 
isn’t worth while giving you another. 

[They all tvalk on moodily. Gradually the jxtrty 
sejHxrates into two, the youiuj people dropping name 
. ten Vdces behind. Five minutes elapse. 

Freddie {dashing wildly forward and seizing Him by the 
hand). I 've done it, old man, I ’ve done it ! You ’re a ripper 
— no, I moan I ’m a rip — no, I mean everybody ’s a 
ripper. Whoo-oop I 

He. What ’s up now ? 

Freddie. Cynthia's promised to marry me. I owe it all 
to you and Mrs. Bromley. If you two liadn’t stuck to us — 
I mean if we hadn’t stuck to you like leeches, I should 
never have dared. Oh, never mind ; we ’ve fixed it up, and 
wo ’re goilhg to be married in October 

She (seizing Cynthia by both hands). My dearest Oynthia! 

He^ Congratulate you heartily, old chap; congratulate 
you both. We ’ll leave you together now. 

Oynthia. Oh, let ’s finish our walk. 

(They all four walk on togetker. 


RENUNCIATION. 

Go, thrust my bat within the kitchen grain ; 

Fetch me a fluffy monkey ; lot me play 
With something that can never agitaU 
My soul. I ’ve had tlie dickens of a day. 

J bawled. The very first a “ sitter ” hrouglit, 

Wliich, rendering void my own insidious tricks, 

I dropped, and ho who smote and was not. caught 
Survived to help himself to ninety-six. 

Barely was hushed the crowik's derisive scoff 
Before a skier, swerving in the gale, 

Came down to find long-on distinctly oil, 

And leave him doctoring a damaged nail. 

Leg had one just two inches out of roach, 

And (my misfortuma, scarcely theirs llu^ hlamc) 
Cover and point doclineil a “ snorter ” each, 

And then I missed another, 1, moi'nuhue. » 
Then, culminating hoiTor that befell, 

Two slips, the leather soaring overhead 
(Such nice men, too. I know their people well), ^ 
Collided, whereupon I wept alhl said : - 
“ Go, thrust my bat within the kitchen grate, 

Barter my pads for bricks and Noah’s arks.” 

That (and the things I 've had to Qxpurgatti) 
Comprised the general gist of my remarks. 

rri 

“for Sale, Oow, wnnine; can bo a»en anytime Iwtwo^u eight ianl 
eleven/* — Aa^* in Herald.*’ 

In three hours you ought to be able to make q^uite Serhlfn 
that it is a genuine oow. 
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HOLIDAY TIME. 

» II. — Beqalmed. 

** WeIiL/’ said Dahlia, giving up the 
tiller with a sigh, ** if this is all that you 
and Joe can do in the way &f a breeze, 
you needn’t have worried.” 

“ Don’t blame the crew,” said Archie 
liohly, he did his best. He ^at up all 
night whistling.” 

Arc we moving?” asked Myra, 
from a horizontal position on the sliady 
side of the mainsail. 

“ Wo are not,” I said, from a similar 
position on the sunny side. “ Liet ’s get 
out.” 

Simpson took off his yachting cap 
and fanned himself with a nautical 
almanac. “How far arc we from 
anywhere ? ” he asked cheerfully. 

“ Miles,” said Archie. “ To be more 
accurate, we are five miles from a public- 
house, six from a church, four from a 
post-office, and throe from the spacious 
walled-in kitchen-garden and tennis- 
court. On the other hand, we are quite 
close to the sea.” 

“You will never soe your friends 
again, Sim;pson. They will miss you 
.... at nrst .... perhaps ; hut 
they will soon forget. The circulation 
of the papers that you wrote for will 
go up, the brindled bull-pup will be fed 
by another and a smaller liand, but 
otlierwise all will be as it was before.” 

My voice choked, and at the same 
moment something whizzed past me 
into the sea. 

“ Yachting cap overboard ! Help I ” 
cried Myra. 

“ You aren’t in The Spectator office 
now, Simpson,” said Archie severely, 
its he fished with the boat-hook. 
“ There is a time for ballyragging. By 
the way, I suppose you do want it 
back again ? ” 

“ It ’s ray fault,” I con|esscd remorse- 
fully ; “ I told him yesterday I didn’t 
like it.” 

“ Myra and I do like it, Mr. Simpson. 
Please save it, Archie.” 

Archie let it drip from the end of 
the boat-hook for a minute, and then 
brought it in. 

“ Morning, Sir Thomas,” I said, 
saluting it as it came on board. 
“Lovely day for a sail. We 've got 
the new topmast up, but her Grace 
had the last of the potted-meat for 
lunch yesterday.” 

Simpson took his cap and stroked it 
tenderly. “ Thirteen and ninepence in 
the Buckingham Palace Hoad,” he 
murmured. “ Thanks, old chap.” 

Quiet settled down upon the good 
ship Armadillo again. There was no 
cloud,, in the sky, no ripple on the 
water, no sound uong the deck. The 
land was hazy in the distance; hazy 


in the distance was public - house, 
church, post-office, wallm-in kitchen- 
garden and tennis-court. But in the 
little cabin Joe was making a pleasant 
noise with plates. . . . 

‘It Vc 

“ Splendid,” said Archie, putting 
down his glass and taking out his pipe. 
“Now what shall we do? I feel full 
of energy.” 

“Then you and Simpson can get 
the dinghy out and tow,” I suggested. 
“ I ’ll coach from the Armadillo.'* 

“We might go for a long bicycle 
ride,” said Myra; “ or call on the Vicar- 
age girls.” 

“ There isn’t really very much to 
do, is there ? ” said Dahlia gently. 
“ I 'in sorry.” 

Simpson leapt excitedly into the 
breach. 

“ I ’ll tell you what I ’ll do — T 'II 
teach you all the different knots and 
things. I learnt them coming down 
in the train. Everybody ought to 
know tliem. Archie, old man, can you 
let me have a piece of rope? ” 

“ Certainly. Take any piece you 
like. Only spare the main-sheet.” 

Simpson went forward to consult Joe, 
and came back with enough to hang 
himself with. Ho sat down opposite 
to us, wrapped the rope once round, his 
waist, and then beamed at us over his 
spectacles. 

“ Now supposing you had fallen 
down a well,” he began, “ and I let 
this rope down tJ you, what would you 
do with your end ? ” 

We til ought deeply for a moment. 

“ I should wait until you were look- 
ing over, the edge, and then give it a 
sharp jerk,” said Archie. 

“ One must have company in a well,” 
I agreed. 

“They're being silly again,” apolo- 
ised Myra. “Tell wtc, Mr. Simpson! 

should love to know — I’m always 
falling down wells.” 

“ Well, you tie it round you like 
this. Through there —and over there 
—and then back under there. You 
see, it simply can’t slip. Then I should 
pull you up.'* 

“But how nice of you. Let me 
try, ... Oh yes, that ’s easy.” 

“ Well, then there ’s the hangman's 
knot,” 

Archie and I looked at each other. 

“ The predicaments in which Simp- 
son finds himself are extraordinarily 
varied,*’ I said. . 

“One of these days ho ’ll be in a 
well, and we shaU let down a rope to 
him, and he’ll hang himself by mis- 
take.” 

“ That would look very determined. 
On the other hand there must be 
annoying occasions when he starts out 


to strangle somebody and finds that 
he ’s pulUng him out of the cistern.” 

“ Why, how delightful, Mr. Simpson,” 
said Myra. “ Do show us some more.” 

“Those are the most important ones. 
Then there are one or two fancy ones. 
Do you know the Monkey’s Claw ? ” 

“ Don't touch it,” said Archie 
solemnly. “ It ’s poison.” 

“ Oh, I must sho'^v'.you that.” 

Joe showed me the Monkey’s Claw 
afterwards, and it is, a beautifm thing, 
but it was not a bit like Simpson’s. 
Simpson must have stfarted badly, and 
I think he used too much rope. Aft'ir 
about twenty minutes there was hardly 
any of him visible at all. 

“Take your time, Houdini,” said 
Archie, “ take your time. Just let us 
know when you’re ready to be put 
into the safe, that ’s ail.” 

“'You would hardly think, to look at 
him now,” 1 said a minute later, “ that 
one day he’ll be a dear little butterfly.” 

“ Where 's the sealing wax, Maria ? 
You know, I ’in certain he ’ll never go 
for threepence.” 

“ What I say is, it’s simply hypnotic 
suggestion. There ’s no rope there at 
all, really.” 

An anxious silence followed, 

“ No,” said Simpson suddenly, “ J ’m 
doing it wrong.” 

a '.!■ # 

' “ From to-night,” said Archie after 

tea, “ you will be put on rations. One 
cobnut and a thimbleful of sherry wine 
per dietn. I hope somebody ’s brought 
a thimble.” 

“ There really isn't so very much 
left,” said Dahlia. 

“Then we shall have -o draw lots 
who is to be eaten.” 

“ Don’t we eat our boots and things 
first ? ” asked Myra. 

“ If Simpson starts off on hisyacliting 
cap there ’ll be no holding him.” 

“ After all, there ’s always the dinghy,” 
said Archie. “ If wo put in a tin of 
corned beef and a compass and a keg 
of gunpowder, somebody might easily 
row in and post the letters. Personally, 
as captain, 1 must stick to my ship.” 

“ There ’s another way I ’ve just 
thought of,” I said. “ Let ’s sail in.” 

1 pointed out to sea, and there, 
unmistakably, was the least little 
breeze coming over the waters. A 
minute later and our pennant flapped 
once. Simpson moistened a finger and 
held it up. 

The sprint for home had begun. 

A. A. M. 

“Oh, he was os nice os possible about it, even 
to owning Ihero was a time when it might have 
been, but some woman — some devil, come be- 
tween us. Oh, the is mine, not his.’* 

— “ Ihily Mail ” FmiJUtton, 

Oh, the italics are ours, hot theirs. 
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S(’ENE — HtncUl ConlinnUal Seaside Rcwrt. 

rrojn'idor of Hotel {whoadee discs a perfect lawn-tennis equipment, to newly-arrived enthusiasts). “VoilX, Monmteph *t AiKHUAMHHt 
Yim; d'JHtCJUVX IT IK AT 1‘RE.SKNT KNUAOED, BUT THK IJTTLE MOXKIBUK AND MaUXMOIBKLLK AUK \ XllY AMIABt^D, A'AU waL 
LKKK IIK HEADY TO MAKE A 1‘AUTIK ! ” ' . , , 


BEAUTIFUL WOBDS. 

The catalogues of beautiful words 
th^t have helped to fill the columns of 
The Westminster Gazette during this 
dull season do not include all. 

How beautiful is the word “Yes” 
when used with an appropriate context. 
Soft lights, distant music, the seclusion 
of a scented conservatory, the radiant 
moon peeping in through the roof — and 
“Yes” murmured between coral lips 
and pearly teeth, with blush and hung 
head complete. Did Shakspbaiie him- 
self ever write a word more beautiful? 
Or when, in conversation with a friend 
of means, through the weather, the 
view, the new Land Taxes, and the 
weather once more, you approach the 
subject of a small loan, what swoeter 
sound could caress your ear than a 
gentle “ Yes.” Even “ Ja ” sounds 
beautiful in such a connection. 

Take again the word “ No.” There 
I that a Briton cannot 

fail to admire in the sturdy sound of 
i6|.naMi consonant allied to the honest 
and .whoiias not felt the 
word in responding to the 


classical question, “ Are we down- 
! hearted ? ” The author of this question 
I is unknown; but his ^genius must ever 
live if only because ho has brought 
home to the English-speaking people the 
deep Iwauty of the little word “ No ” 
—when used' in the right context, of 
course. Despite the habit of the per- 
tinacious, there are times when it is 
well to take “ No ” for an answer. 

The little word “And” has never 
received a due acknowledgment of its 
beauty. It has, of course, the added 
merit of utility ; and indeed where is 
the beauty of a thing, however beauti- 
ful, that is not useful? Very well, 1 
then. This was quite a favourite 
word with Spekseb, Shakbpbare, and 
Milton in days gone by, and is still 
regarded as the best of its kind by 
Messrs. Hall Caine, Le Qveux, and 
Alfred Austin in the present day. 

Another wor^ not rightly valued is 
I “ Enough.” Wit^ could be more 
beautiful in its ^pre^riate place than 
“ Enough ” ? ** Enough ” is as good as a 
;feaat. ■ , ^ I 

. (Lrt'stryithaMssidseehowitlooks.; 
Enough - 


“The (lovcrnroent afo makuig » nwwl fa 
Pomipiuo Lake, imiuff alwut fifty oouvictK fi»v 
the puviMwe .” — The Jteroi'd. 

This may not be the liest kind of n»ad, 
but it is better than if they had made 
one to Convict Luke, using fifty poi 
cupines for the putqiose. 

From a penny novelette : •” 

“ ' MiH« 8»ixp is a rliont of mmo, Cbrif,’ .loha 
explained. ' Her boxes have g(*iif a-sfifty. Hhe 
is about jour size,- -your figiue, I mesan- can 
you lend Iier Home things ^ ! knoH there b a i 
dreas-snit of mine up in hiy old loom.' I 

Dinner was rather late (bat night. Possibly 
Miss Saxe and (Jlate hud lie(*ri talking tngeti|[«r t : 
but when they eamc inUi Uni room .John felt bO' 
was compensated for the delay," 

It must have been worth waitif»g for. 

— « 

Two extracts from one issue of 
Daily Mail : 

“The Orion is long anil luia a d|l' J 

placement of 2*2, 500 ti >n«. " 

“ With her engines and amatilrlit her tfi|(- 
nage will bo nearly 24,t)00. ihe is StMift. j|li 
length." 

The worst of The Daily Mail is that E 
is so up^to-date that aK aoub as yui { 
get on to a new page lh«; old | 
heeomes obsolete* I 
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A TAX ON THE I MAGI NATION. 

Prope^lv spewikitfg, the only build- 
ing I actually pdisess is a henbouse. 
The manifest disadvantage of allowing 
fowls to scratch in the garden impelled 
me to buy one rod, pole, or perch of 
land across the road, upon which was 
presently upreared a neat and unpre- 
I ten ti oils structure, painted a pleasant 
"art <' shade, somewhere between blue 
and green, and with a tarred felt roof. 

1 I am pardonably proud of it ; and, when 
1 received a brochure that ha^ been 
distributed gratis among the land- 
owners of tnis realm, the first ]5foblem 
in it that caught my eye was this : — 

" Hypothetical cost of removing the 
buildings.’* i 

Angelina, finding me busy witli 
figures, accused me roundly of wasting 
the morning in vyorking out bridge 
problems. , 

" On the contrary,” I explained, " 1 
am trying to work out the hypothetical 
cost of lemoving the hehhouse.” » 

" Remove it ? Why should you want 
to?’* she asked. 

" I don’t want to,” I replied, " iWt it 
seems that T am obliged, under lieavy 
penalties, to , suppose that its removal 
is required, and to arrive at an estimate 
of the cost of such removal. It ’s a 
new system of taxation,” I continued 
airily, " which it would be useless to 
attempt to explain to a woman. With 
the whole realm of hypothesis open to 
me, what ought I to spend on removing 
llie, henhouse ? ** 

" Where to ? ” asked Angelina in 
bewilderment. 

" I ’m afraid,” 1 said, after five minutes’ 
study of the monumental work before 
rao, " that i)oint has been overlooked. 
V7e will assume it lias just got to 
bo removed — demolislied. Now, wliom 
should X employ on the Jbh ?” 

" You generally have Thomas Sbadd. 
If he was doing no work at the Shnsons’ 
that week, I expect he would spin it 
out as long as possible. And lie would 
want beer,” remarked Angelina. 

"There it is,” I said. "Tlicso 
doetpnaire financiers are so unpractical. 
They never take human nature into 
account. Tliomas’s thirst varies in 
dogi'oe. But fancy is free, and we will 
aswme, without undiUy straining proba- 
bilities, that Thomas i.s very thirsty. 
A week at three shillings a day, with 
beer, would come to twenty-four 
shillings,” 

Angelina, vsdio is of frugal mind, 
looked troubled. 

" You might get Harold Bly,” she 
8%id, " but he is so independent.” 

" AM the samei Harold comes within 
the wide regjkms of hypothesis,** I said, 


noting down his name, "and so, for 
that matter, do I. I might do the work 
myself.** 

Angelina smiled. 

" Fancy is free,” I repeated sternly. 
" It is quite within the bounds of suppo- 
sition that I should myself I’emove the 
henhouse.’* 

"Wouldn’t it nsed a hammer?” 
asked Angelina. " You know you 
always hammer your thumb.” ^ 

"Very well,” 1 said, " we will allow 
for that, and for lockjaw and complica- 
tions supervening. Then 1 should he 
ordered a rest-cure or a sea- voyage. 
Hypothesis,” I said, warming to the 
work, " can pile the cost up to any 
aniouqt. Now let us suppose I give 
the, job to contractors, — to Williams 
and\Glark, for instance.” » 

' " 1 can’t suppose you would do any- 
thing so silly, after the muddle they 
made over the kitchen-boiler,” replied 
Angelina. 

" My love,” I urged gently, " it is, no 
doubt, a little difficult to imagine any 
lapse on my part from a high level of 
sanity ; but with a penalty of fifty 
pounds threatening and with a full 
appreciation of the duties of citizenship, 
it is necessary to suppose even this ; 
and Williams and Clark would send in a 
hill for two pounds seventeen shillings 
and sixpence — on hypothesis. 

"Hypothesis also allows removal by 
gunpowder,” I continued, entering into 
the spirit of the thing. " I expect a 
shilling’s worth would bo efiective ; 
and cordite might bo even cheaper. 
There is also fire to bo considered ; hut 
perhaps the justest way of arriving 
at an estimate would bo to take 
tlie average cost of all practicable 


methods.” ^ 1 

It worked out like this : — I 

To T. Shadd, for roinoving £ s. d, 

henhouse (with beer) . . 14 0 

To Harold Dly, for do. 

(without beer) .... 90 

Williams and Clark ... 2 17 0 

Kcmoval by self (allowing for 
accidents with hammers 
and things, and subsequent 
sea -voyage and loss of 

time) 150 0 0 

Cunpowdej' 10 

Cordite ....... 6 

1 Swedish match .... 0 


£164 12 0 

Roughly speaking, therefore, the cost 
of removing the building might be set 
down at twenty-two pounds one and 
eightpence lialf^nny. 

" But,” said AngeUna, " are you sure 
the ^estion applies to henhouses ? ’* 

" That,” 1 said* readjusting a wet 
t«wel about my brows, and patting the 


printed work in front of me, " is what 
I have to discover from this. All I' 
know for certain is that, with the 
Broadening of the Basis of Taxation, 
a tax has been placed ;ipon my 
imagination.” 

"After all,” I concluded sombrely, 
"it was about the only thing left that 
was not taxed already.” 


ECCENTRIC APPETITES. 

A coRiiERPONDBNT, in a letter to our 
esteemed contemporary. The Scotsman, 
describes the discovery of a needle an 
inch and a half long inside a hen’s egg. 

By the courtesy of the editor of The 
Dictator wo are enabled to publish a 
selection of letters describing similar 
discoveries which will appear in the 
nesrt issue of that journal : — 

Ex Africa Semper. 

Beau Sir, — When I was visiting 
Pietermaritzburg early in this year, the 
Curator of the Zoological Gardens told 
me of a curious incident that recently 
came under his observation. A valu- 
able semi-Bombay Duck (Anas incredi- 
bilis) suddenly fell ill and ditjd, and 
the post-mortem revealed the extraordi- 
nary fact that the bird had swallowed 
a pocket aneroid which had been inad- 
vertently dropped into its cage by an 
absent - minded visitor. Curiously 
enough, the aneroid pointed to storfuy, 
although the weather at the time was 
remarkably still and fine. 

1 am. Sir, very truly yours, 

Verax. 

[Africa is indeed the home of marvels. 
With regard to the indication of the 
aneroid, may we not assume that this 
pointed to a local disturbance in the 
interior ? — Ed. Dictator.] 

j Strange Conduct of an Eel. 

Dear Sir, — My son, a Balliol under- 
graduate, was recently playing golf at 
Nairn and, duffing liis approach at the 
fourteenth hole, sent the ball into the 
hum. llis caddie failed to find it, hut 
wliile looking in the burn scooped out 
a fine eel of about two feet in length. 
Noticing a curious protuberance in its 
body, he cut the eel in two with his 
pocket-knife, and found the hall, which 
is now preserved in the town museum. 

Yours faithfully, 

Alfred Davitt. 

[The voracity of eels is, we believe, 
something quite exceptional. But 
surely a huraaner method of making 
the eel disgorge the golf ball might 
have been adopted by the caddie. 
We fear that Caledonia is still, in some 
respects, " stem and wild.”--E». Bk- 
tator.]- ' 
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]^t(OOYSBT OF AN OsTBICH. 

DAaa Sib, — For many years I have 
kept a pet ostrich in my garden at 
' Tulse Hill. Tlie bird, which is of a 
most aHeotionate disposition, ' lives 
chiefly on hardware — old sai-dine tins, 
marmalade jars, and disused safety- 
razor blades. As a rule it enjoys 
robust health, but last winter it con- 
tracted influenza and pined away until 
I grow seriously alarmed. In fact, 1 
was almost in despair when, at the 
advice of a vet, I decided to try feed- 
ing Oliver — for that is his name — on 
the works of an old grandfather’s clock, 
a set of croquet balls, and a small 
mowing machine. The diet worked 
like magic, and in less than a week 
the dear creature was quite himself 
again. Yours most truly, 

Dkcimus Phibbs. 

• 

I It would bo interesting to know 
whether the emu and the cassowary 
share the predilection of the ostrich 
for hardware. In regard to the choice 
of a medical advisor for ailing ostriches, 
it seems to us that our correspondent 
ought to have consulted a bird-doctor 
rather than a “ vet.” And yet, if we 
remember aright, AaisTorHANES calls 
the ostrich lirnaXtKTpviatf, — liln. Dictator.^ 
Wonders op the Shore. 

Dear Sir, —Last month, while 1 was 
on the beach at Weston-super-mare, 

I noticed a ring-tailed sand-pipit flying 
about near the water-line. Suddenly 
it swooped down and remained on the 
sand uttering short, sharp cries of dis- 
tress. Hastily rushing to the spot I 
discovered, to my amazement, that the 
bird had been caught by an oyster. 
The bivalve had opened to enjoy the 
sun, but when the bird swooped down 
had closed on the intruder like a vice. 
Being unable to free the pipit I carrietl 
it, with its captor, to my house, and ' 
was operating on the crustacean with ^ 
champagne nippers when my tame = 
porbeagle jumped through the window ) 
and unceremoniously devoured both 1 )ird ] 
and oyster at a single gulp. T have ] 
only to add that I am a Commissioner j 
,for Oaths, a lifelong Free-Trader, and ( 
‘a confirmed believer in the Beforendum, 
Faithfully yours, 

I A. Leoge PuiiLAB. 

[We are delighted to publish Mr. ^ 
iLeoqe Pullab’s well-authenticated 1 
communication. Our only regret is * 
that he should have omitted to state 1 
whether his porbeagle suffered any uu- f 
toward cbneequences from his strange i 
meal. But an animal so quaintly named ^ 
'id caJfMtdfb dp taUt — Ed. Dictator.] 

A. Touohinq Appeal. 

ItDAB Sib, — Oan any of your readers ^ 
teu me the best diet for a viviparous t 



Nervous Passenger {during fog). “But surely you ‘jik nut i.eavIn'u the rbidisr, Mitt 
YOU, Officer?" 

OjSker {who has Just been relieved). “Oh, yes. It’s no ooud .HTurnN(} Ui* THIR*’, vutr 
can’t 8EE ANYTIIINO." 


blenuy which is suffering from tlie 
mumps? I have tiied it with Cam- 
bridge sausages, tmtHos, cold boiled 
pork and quince jelly, but no appre- 
ciable improvement is yet noticeable. 

Yours anxiously, 

(Mrs.) Taka Diddle. 

[We deeply sympathise with Mrs. 
Diddle in her distress, and gladly give 
the publicity of our columns to her 
appeal for information. We have the 
liveliest recollection of the discomfort, 
of mumps, and sincerely trust that her 
interesting pet will soon recover its 
normal health. — ^B d. JOictator.] 

Ths Awkward Aga. 

“Children under 3 and over 12 Half Price 
to 6d. and 4d. seats. fa ** 

ekfire JSSsAo." 


The Xuphemlats, 

The Inland Be venue Department 
writes tu its friends ; 

“Anyowiirr f»l land ur /U iiirwelpt uf 
rt'iit in it'sjwt nl laud, « Im i« mjuired to jltake 
a I'utnin and i'aila t(» do ho within Uio 
sjieiallcd in thia iiotio*’, ia liahk' to a |M*nalty 
not exeociling UtO,'* 

Or, as they say in less polite soci#y, 
B.S.V.P. *• 

“ Wii.i, the lady who went her hoy for KoMha 
to Mr. Caiitcllo, Ironi Woodt’oteqilani, on flsbu- 
day, duly 16 tb, kindly oonirauHiuato with 
as she has the wrong boot<s."-i\'<><ow fa “ fVlic 
Norwood Press and 

This only shows how oattdul you shotlild 
be to wear the right l>o6k when 
send your boy to the doctor (or | 

be repaired. ! 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL " [Atroo.* 81. IMO. 



TO MY LADY -IN ABSENCE. 

Matilda, noy that wo aro parted 
By many a sundering niilo, 

Be sure that 1 am broken-hearted, •• 

Be certain 1 revile 

The engine with its pounding pistons, 

That bore you to that dreadlul distance, 

But still— some arts the weary hours may while. 

Where’er the nex\ few weeks 1 wander. 

By links or lawn or sea, 

My Jbnesomeness be sure I ’ll ponder, 

Blit not exclusively ; 

The pain, although my lieart it whittles, 

Shalt scarcely put me off my victuals ; 

No, I shall always make a tidy tea. 

The flame, in fact (as Tristram puts it), 

Shall bum beneath this breast. 

As to and fro your lover foots it, 

“ Because deep suppressed ; ” 

My friqnds, mayhap, shall hardly notice 
That here, beneath this Norfolk coat is 
An aching wound — nay, sometimes I shall jest. 

Bor, what with o^one, woods and heather 
And mountain streams in song, 

Though tight may be the love god’s tether, 
Though passion’s links are strong, 

Bereft, for weeks, by moors and what-not, 

Of her whose face has tied that hot knot, 

It ’s wonderful how well one gets along. 


These honest lines, by way of warning, ' ‘ 

Matilda, 1 submit. 

In case, some fine September morning, 

When once again I knit 
This hand' with yours, my peerless lady's, 

And swear that August seemed like Hades, 
You ask me why I look so beastly fit. Evosj. 


Answers to Correspondents. 

“Mother of Cadets.” — No, Madam, “the Osborne 
decision,” which is now exercising the minds of our Trade 
Union officials, has nothing to do with the case of Archer- 
Shoe V. The Admiralty, 

“ Sportsman.'’ — If you have already returned your form 
for Duty on Land Values, and have declared “ No Minevals,” 
we would dissuade you from playing tennis on your own lawn 
in heavy shooting-boots. The nails are apt to have marks, 
and if an official should be sent to inspect your land his 
suspicions might be aroused. 


The High Master of Manchester Grammar School has 
been taking aT party of his boys for a tour through Germany, 
and has given his experiences to The Manehest^ ^venitig | 
Chronicle : 

“Breakfast usually oonaisted of black broad— aideudid stuff foii| 
niarohlug on 1— and applea. The bread sometimes came in very useful 
for hainmwing in the tent pegs ! ” < < i 

Now you see why it makes such a splendid surfae^ foif^ 
marching on. 
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I LORD KITCHENER | | EARL ROBERTS ><♦ 


MPHALLCAINC 


ANOTHER GREAT WAX-WORK TABLEAU FOR BRUSSELS. 

Ik, in spite of ouk Aiitist’s assjsianok, the reconshiuction of the TABLEAU OF THE Bhitish PaRmament should rnoVB 

TOO DlFFH;U];r, why not rUlEAK FllESlI CIIOUND ALTOOKTIIEII AND l•K01>U•’E A TABLEAU, EQUALLY LIFELllvE AM> KAMUFUL IN lOU 
TIUrrUBE, OF OTIIKH BKi nMI CKLBBIUTIKS Hki:E are A FEAV. 


TO A CHALK-BLUE. 

Butterflies, Butterflies, delicate downy ones, 

Golden, and purple, and yellowy browny ones, 

Whites, reds, and tortoiseshells, what ’s in a hue ? 

You ’re worth the whole lot of them, little Chalk-Blue ! 

Fabled Apollos, of bug-hunter’s hollow tales, 

Camberwell Beauties, Large Coppers, and Swallow-tails, 
They ’ve fled from high farming, they 've gone down the 
breeze, 

To Elfland perhaps, or wherever you please ! 

You, Master Blue, hold by man and his handiworks, 
Chalk^pits, and cuttings, and engineer’s sandy works, 

Sway on his wheat sts^s, most buoyant and bold, 

A turquoise a-droop on a chain of light gold ! 


Blue as the tide is, when white the clifls olinih, 

I see you go sipping the sweets of the thyme ! 

Here was your home, rr(j the Legion’s loan warriors 
Laughed at the slings of Druidical quarriers, 

Or ever the Eagles came swooping ashore, 

You flew your blue ensign from Lizard to >fore ! 

Long may you linger and flourish exceedingly, 
Dancing the sun round all summer nnheedingly, 
Sprite of his splendour, small priest of high nuou, 
Oh, bold little, old little, blue bit of Juno 1 


And on the links, where the chalk-downs go sweeping up, self to screen ; but it sc 
Over the greens (where my handicap ’s creeping up !) like that, by Ins own hand. 


8elf-Bevenge. 

“lu trying to liit McDonell to thu soroen that howlrr huRight off a 
aplendid catch high up with one hand,”-- ii'wHt’aj; 

We can’t think why MoDomull should want to hit 
self to tl^ screen ; but it served him right to Ihi caught 
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me« ever got the better of Johnson, available and shrieked for Johnscm's 
Tm FLOURISH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. Blustering bodies, bullies lor the most pardon «id forgiveness. Whieh eoldly 
DfiAB Mn. PuNCHf — You know every- part, have from time to time attacked granted, the bully has withdrawn to 
thing. I know everything but one. him, supposing that he would take any the retreat whose v/herwbouts I want 
Tell me that one thing. amount of insolence and injustice like to know, never more to appear in 

1 take it that when a mc^ addresses a lamb. Btit that is not Johnson's public, a prey for all time to the bitter- 
anotber as 1 Have just addie>s9ed you way. I just looked at him,” he has ness of his own self-reproach. 


(not, mark, “you think 
^‘you know everything ”) 
ho has him in a mood 
of complacency for a 
minute or two at ahy^ 
rate. Let me use those 
minutes to tell you all 
about myself and John- 
son and all ilio other 
brave and triumphant 
fellows I have met. 

1 am charitably dis- 
posed. I wish to go 
about doing good 
amongst ' my fellow 
men, cheering them'up 
and spurring them into 
an optimistic frame of 
mind. ‘ Particularly 
note that I do not 
wish to expend money 
on that behalf; iddeod. 


MR. POPPLEWICK IN SCOTLAND. 




-llow l*KTtruRI» TO HIMSEf-F THE RESULTS OF IIIS FltlVI’ GROV.SR-DUIVK, 


on that behalf; iddeed, ^ ' lations, all my friends, 

,1 should be glad to all my acquaintances, 

i make a little out of it. ^ ^ ^ all the people* I have 

i I should not, of course, ' , ,, over seen and overheard 

;have writteu like that »*' inv vi.vr «„oi.«...uivk. Btreot-»ll Keom 

I Perraanontly jSnubb^ ^ I ‘ 

1 Gather round, Mr. • ^ the eyes, and then said 

'Punch (you know you ' ^ ^ o.f^n'yo^ quite quietly . . .” and 

IkncF^v everything), and that ended it. Virtue 

!‘let mo refresh your II.— What acj'uai.lt occhhred. is, on its own showing, 

iineinory about John-, AVrjJcr. “ANYiifixo ro j’iok. up, Siu?" triumphant. The op- 

'son. j ‘ Well Ku -NOT EXACTLY. Gottwo ouTHRBK pREiTY HAiumiT. ’ prcssor is pulverised, 

It was lie wTio the proud spirit is 

[showed me my mMicr. Johnson is told me, in describing each encounter, broken. “You should,” as Virtue 

not the mild, milk-and-water young with all the unbiassed accuracy of de- triumphant concludes, “ you should 

man you might, from your per- tachment, “I just looked at him, just have seen his face I ” 

sonal obsen^ation, suppose him to waited till ho had finished, and then Inasmuch as this thing goes on daily, 






Mr. Punch, for all 

the blackguards’ bully- 
ing and blustering, 
there can bo no .d^pth 
of human viloness 
which deserves the 
punishment of quite so 
^ ®uubbed and abject a 

- 7 condition as Johnson 

\ depicts. At the end of I 
"■ every narrative I have 
felt 1 must go and 
comfort tlic man, wrong 
- one though ho is, and 

make the last romain- 
Wf ing days of his existence i 

By * poace/ul and painless, 

if Ihoy can never be 
' actually happy. And, 

C y observe, it isn't only 

W Johnson. All my re- 

' lations, all my friends, 
all my acquaintances, 
all the people* I have 
over seen and overheard 
r oRov.mM>uivK. ^^treot- all seem 

N thus to have treated 

, someone, nay, every- 

. ' , one who dared to cross 

their path and to ad- 
minister unjust blame 
. and unmerited rebuke. 

% Children and parents, 

pupils and pastors, 
curates and vicars, 
young barristers and 
judges, men and ofiicors, 
clerks and employers, 
loafers and policemen, 
servants and mistros.ses 
— Ihe contest is always 
^^giug, the cool retort 
always prevails : “I 
notliing. I just 
looked him straight in 
^ the eyes, and then said 

o.^n'yo^^ quite quietly . . .” and 

that ended it. Virtue 
is, on its own showing, 
triumphant. The op- 
lEiTY HARD HIT. ’ prcssor is pulverised, 

proud spirit is 

) broken. “You should,” as Virtue 


II.— What acj'u ai.lt occhhred. 

Keeper. “AsYrifiNG ro riok ui% Siu?" 

Popplcwirk-. Well -kii —not EXAiiXLY. Got two or three preity hard hit. 


lie. Ho — I have it from his own said quite quietly . . and, whatever there must be thousands of these 
lips — is full of fire ; he is not to be sat it was that Johnson said, his antagonist squashed, blighted, and altogether sat^k 


soon find that you have come to the I of conscious shame, fell upon his knees boast or two of this sort myself, 
wrong shop. No one, Johnson tells f«(l gather), bit all the dust imm^ataly have oeourred iu my ooavmatioilllkWK^ 
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turoa, .^noe overbearing, *‘who 'will 
nevef ^are to speak like that to me 
again/' who have subsided for ever 
before the cool and collected glare of 
my conspicuous righteousness. You say 
that I should know best where they now 
reside and languish? Frankly, but this 
must go no further, my own particular 
victims do not happen to exist. They 
never did, or, if they did, they were not 
by a long way my victims. Call me 
braggart, even liar, but there remains 
the word of Johnson and his countless 
imitators. Tell me, for tliat word is 
not to be doubted, where and who are 
the Permanently Snubbed? Why do 
we never meet them ? Why do we only 
meet their Snubbers ? 

Your perhaps too inquisitive 

CoiUlKHPONDENT. 

“DO I SLEEP? DO I LEEAM?” 

A liiTTLE book has just been pub- 
lished, advocating selF-suggostion as a 
care for sufferers from hoad-ache, tooth- 
ache, nervousness, sleeplessness and 
kindred ills. For instance, the pro- 
gramme to bo gone through in cases of 
insomnia fas quoted in The Earjwess of 
August 35) is as follows :■ - 
Eepeat the subjoined exercises : — 

Twice to yourself aloud ; T am Ijing 
down to sleep and to sleep only. 

Four times softly: 1 am feeling 
sleepy. 

Twice softly : I am falling asleep. 

Mentally a few times : T am nsloc’p. 

Mentally : I sleep, I sloop ; and con- 
tinue until you know no more. 

We have been favoured with the noc- 
turnal diary of a sleepless soliloquist to 
whom wo recommended the treatment, 
and reproduce his remarks in an Tramp {to lonely spinster), “Comb, Missus, aust ’u.sbanu ir 'h ain’t oot A um 
abridged and expurgated form :™ tuouseim. to oive away." 

, 1 . TXT 11 1 !.» -c T Spinster {anximis ^lot to exjtose her solitude). “SonuY, »fY good MAN, IIB EU -kh-NKVke 

Mtdnujht. — Well, now let s see if I wears such things." 
can snooze off the effects of poker- 

patience and that lobster salad. . . . pretty shivery ! Caught cold or some- I don't think I . . . movo like 

What have I got to say ? . . , What thing, I suppose . . , getting up and having u pipe ... * 

the dooce was it? I thought I’d 12.45 a.m.— A h, here’s the page— 2 a.m.— Y es, Ithouglitso . . . There 
learnt it by heart ! . . . letniesee . , . Insomnia Cui'e . . . let’s get this the next-door cat party begun . . , 

‘‘ I am dying,” no — “I am flying.” .... sportsman’s rigmarole right — “ I am Think 1 ’ll suggest them a jug of waW 
What a vilememory T ’vogotl . . . Ah, r lying down to sleep and to sleep only ” . . . What’s his cure for cats, I 
know— -“I am lying ’’--that ’s a nice — Hang it, that 's what I went to bed wonder ... Do 1 shout, “ I sleep! ’* 
confession to make! How did it go for an hour ago— it ’s a platitude any- or throw things? , , . I'll improve I 
on? 1 shall never got to sleep at this way . . . P’raps I didn’t say it loud on him — “I snore! 1 snore!” 
rate — I *m getting more and more wide- enough . , , don’t want to wake the 3 a.m. — L ook here, I've had abdiUt 

aw^e every minute I house, enough of this raui» . . » May as HHfll 

12.30 A.M. — I suppose I must light 1 a.m. — W onder if it’s time to try sit up and take notice . , * This 
^ and find that confounded book . . . the four -times -softly trick t am tal business is driving me silly— pfsKet 

Where are the beastly matches ? . . . feeling sleepy ” , . , “ I am feeling the good old sheep and the hedge. 

Dam — on the floor, of course! Nice sleepy” ♦ . • Dash it all, I am lying 4 a.m. — A h, there’s t)he beautikijl 

wmg to tri&ad onwith bare feet! . . . now . . . How many times was that ? dawn and the daylight imd the spiir- 

Now, where did I put that book ? I I ’ve lost count . , , must begin over rows’ earliest pipe and the rest 
can’t go hunting round the bally house HuUo, there goes one o’clock I . . . It s about time lor the eaily 

at this time of night 1 . . , 1,30 A.M.— Suppose this joker wants morning burglar to bo go^ hiarourn 

Oh, here it is— brought it up in my me to murmur, I ant asleep/’ now ! so it ’s a usbful eure for slshp'Aiili 
coati^poeket after ail . . , Guess I ’m Well, aw I? Not flfty per oeni I Also, after aU, 
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Irate Fanner {w?u) has suffered coiisnkmbk da liMge through being rua into bj/ motorist). “It’« NOT A »1T o’ GOOD YoUR TJiviN' ’J«> 

IlIUE LIKE THAT. HkuR COMKS OUR ri.KKCEMAX, AND HK'LL KASILY BE ABI-K TO SEE YER I” 


down tho stops of tlio Bank and under 
tlio lyres of a motor bus. Now, if 
coins wore square, triangulav, or even 
knobbly at tho odgos, they would at 
least stop wlieie they fall. There might, 
it is true, bo some complaints from 
parsimonious persons tliat a sovereign 
did not go so far as it us d to do. 

I am, yours, etc., 

Commissionaire. 

Dear Sir, — I am looking forward to 
tho issue of the now coins with the 
liveliest interest. Already there are 
many curious aspects of our currency 
which are often ovei looked. Are you 
aware, Sir, that it is impossible to put 
two three-penny bits on the face of 
a half-crown without their overlapping 
at the edge ? How many pennies do 
you think one would have to pile one 
above another to make a column as 
high as a single penny set on edge? 
Nineteent Sir. People generally guess 
about six ox eight. Gan find the 
elephant's trunk on the Jubilee shilling? 
And have you ever tried on a billiard 
table 

(IThis letter must now cease.—En.). 

Dbab Sxb,— I f the Government could 


seo their way to call in all three-penny 
bits, so that sixpence would be the 
smallest silver coin, I am (x^pvinced 
that we should soon bo able, by means ; 
of church collections, to wipe out the i 
debt which still hangs over our new 
organ. I am, yours, etc., j 

Open Plate. | 

Dear Sir, — Jjot us have no tampering 
with the penny. A moment’s reflection ! 
wi.l show that the gravest distress 
would be caused throughout the country 
by any interference with tho vast volume 
of trade which is daily carried on by 
tho swilt and secret slot system. I am 
not one of those who believe that if the 
size of the penny were altered florins 
would be used to any marked degree in 
their place. I am, yours, etc., 

Shareholdbb in 
Automatic Sweetmeat Co. 

Dear Sir, — In connection with the 
issue of tlie new coinage, may X make 
a very earnest appeal through your 
columns to those with whom the 
decision rests ? The alteration which 
1 suffgest is a very slight one, but it 
would bring sbout a revolution in the 


morals of the inasses by mmoving frinn 
them a temptation which coiitinnsUy 
besets them. Ijot as have both sidt»S 
of the coin exactly a'ike. 

I am, yours, etc., 

Anti-(Umiilkr. 


“I know that «y ituiiiortMiN trieiulti af tlM*! 
National Hervioo Diagun will ti'll me tlmt 
Hystoni w itiHuffiuieni, am) tlmt \vc miMt have at 
least tlirne or four niontliM* ooiiHomitive traiuing, 
but if yon cannot got to tlio luoou, surety it Te 
Ixitit to atrive at Bonio niiiiot' planet whioti ht on 
the imd to the land of your desires."-- 
ExpresH. 

Tho difliculiy is that you liave to go so 
much further besides faring wor o. * 

The Tiftm on Hops : - - 

**Many groa'ers have l>ecn Witching duripg 
tho past week, t)ut odr i‘on*es})«>itdimt doRUt^i 
whetiicr theii* offoiis luive i)e«n attended Wilh 
success. " 

It is the pickers wiio seem to want it 
most. 

I The Gennan KaisjBH bfts once mure 
I declared himself tp lie the ** Instru- 
ment*’ of Heaven. IfUk, hut wM 
instrument? The or^lle 

triangle ? 
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OUR BOOKINO^OFriOE. 

^By Mr. Ptinch's Staff of Learned Okrks.) 

Veronica licwaon ib on^ of the most liuman'and umler- 
*standablo l)eroineH iliafc J^Jiave met for some time. The 
book in which she movesis Kin,wien\ Clay (Mrthuen), ' 
whore you find lier, at the beginning, a romantic cliildj 
living with her aunt, the Jiousekeeper at an always empty | 
great house in Irehmd. You hear also that IWonica's ' 
father is reported to be “ doing well " in soap. That hring.s j 
the curtain down on tlie prologue; when it rises again, the! 
father has already done so well as to be rich beyond tlie ^ 

dreams of reasonable ava- — - - - - * 

rice, and Veromca herself 

is hesitating between the ,juiin|j„. I'lH/.p' I fi f 

offep of a soiled duke and ||| ||| I | || ||M| |||| | |j 

a h^ochondriac earl. This || |j| |||| | ||| ( I 

is my one complaint against !i 1 || || 11^ | ||| ||| ill 

Miss Maiiy Grosbik, whose {| || ||j||| l|l||| ; || ||||j|l|||| ^ 

novel has given me a great '| |jy|| ||| |!r 
deal of pleasure — that I ’ 

should like to have been ^ “ , _ . , ■ ^ ^ 

told rather more of TVK>u/ru ■' c"' 

in her intermediate stages. . ^ 

She decides on the earl — \ 

hypochondria, eucalyptus 
and all ; and, having mar- 
ried him, promptly dis- 
covers her real love for 
spiineone else. Tlie scones “ /- 

between these two seemed * 

to me quite exquisitely 
written ; full of i*eul feeling 

and depth, without ever CT 

being melodramatic. Un- IfS 

fortunately the; Destined 
Lover w'a.4 quite obvious 
from a very earl}' page in gU Jr 

♦he book ; and I could not ^ ^ 

help feeling that, liad M/ 

Veronica seen things as ^ 
clearly as f did, she / 

nnght Jiave^ sa>od 

the object of her second 

thomrhts nnd a fnl i,uj tiuiUf,' “,Su voir yoi'u rAUiMOt JihUE LAvr 

inougnts, ana a aelignttul .i.^viiiEu sal. Him mi. uk man ace it?" 

ae O leac 1 l iS cxpoc ed Aditvininrh ( fi / hle . \Vei,i., \’.'.ee, I am’Zn’t u»okux’ mVki.k at the 
enauig. time. / oi Khs hk ihda't r\Kh VMy.s!" 


The Plulippine Isle of the iruisical play 
Is Lotusland.' Damsels are singing 
(Or dancing), and down in the languorous bay 
A cruiser arrives ; she is bringing 
The party of English we saw in Act I. 

And a breezj^ neutenant (with solo). 

All is Peace without stint. Tliere ’s no ghost of a liint 
Of that bogey, The Law of the Bolo, 

To learn about this you must go to the book 
By Hyatt, a far-roving mortal, 

Who early in childhood was offered and took 
Two nanies : i.e., Stanley and I’ortal ; 
t And later in life at Manila he found I 

That the native, when laying hi% foe low, I 


Relied on tho aid of a sinister blade, « 

Some two feet in length, called the bolo. , 

In the yam there’s a strongly political trend, 

Tliough I doubt if you ’ll quite understand it, 

But you 're certain to like Captain Haylc and his friend, 

I Felizardo, the chivalrous bandit, 

j The book (Werner Laurie : six shillings) has vim 
I And the public, 1 think, on the w'hole, owe , 

' No little enjoyment to Hyatt’s employment 
I In writing The Laic of the Bolo. 

^ Mr. H. B. Marriott Watson has the gift of writing 

improbable romance in a 

most plausible ^raanne^^^ 

^ the smaU 

ijbs hrayc and beautiful Prin- 

^ i lomat, wljo never does a 

^ I 1 however, this novelty in it, 

^ I |.h|at 

S8 ^ (' n ’ both sides, and, in iiie final 

/ n event, putting botli sides 

IHh ^ After that bold enterprise 

% w entitled to a restful ('nd, tho 

S conventional destiny of 

'i “ pose, marrying the beauti- 

ful Princess. But do not 

C l.(.Nr YOI'U rAKlNKU JIhUE LAVr , . i 1. 

MANAGE IT?" appeal’ to scon at 

I AM’ZN’T U.OKUX’ mVkI.K AT THE ^ if*** 

ya ! " improbability and anti- 

quity of design it is justi- 
fied, as the publishers announce, by its Wars and 
rumours of wars, its mystery and its passionate love tale. 
Not only are these things there ; they are there in a 
prodigal and luscious abundance. For Mr. Marriott 
Watson, I repeat with ungrudging gratitude, has the gift. 


“Lin-mry Asiui-antH. -Wcll-kjiowii Author undeit«kes to m-ruoiially 
give advice and criticise aspirants' work."— //rfiV. in Daily Newa," 

Our immortal work on The Split Infinitive we shall not 
submit for criticism. * 

From The Bussian Boad to China : 

“In tlio first booth a string of kettles haugn douTi, and knives, 
s^KKinn, candlostioks and hanuuers are suspended so as to catch Uie eye.*' 
An inhospitable trick to play upon strangers. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

8o ijiucli romance Ihih Iwen written 
about the arrest of two alleged spies 
in Germany that tliero was some 
excuse for the printer who placed the 
incident in the island of Ihmkmn. 

Sir James Cbichton- Browne has 
boon eulogising the Fried Fish Shop. 
One great advantage is that even a 

blind man can find it if he wants it. 

' 

It is with pleasure that Ave note a 
distinct movement in favour of cleanli- 
ness and tidiness among our burglars. 
Many of them now wear gloves, and 
tfm other day at Birmingham some 
housebreakers who had tried unsuc- 
cessfully to open a safe washed it, 
before leaving, to remove their finger- 
marks. 

No society sanctum in Washington, 
a contemporary tells us, is now com- 
plete unl^s it contains an image of 
Buhpha. The new name for a room 
famished in this style is a Buddhoir. 

sis 

Tke most up-to-J^ate seaside picture 
postofkvds have, we heat, the. words, 


“Btill raining,” printed on* them, to porary, are returning blank forms The 
suA'o the correspondent unnecessary accompanying message, wo pmsuine, 
trouble. . is . — *• 1 return voiir form.” 


.1 propos of the wet vveathei’ a corre- 
sj)ondent suggests that much inconve- 
nience would 1)6 obviated if we were to 
he allowed to dis])ense with clothing. 
One’s skin, anAhow, is ualevproof. 

b’ouvteen breakfasts stolen from 
workmen employed at Messrs. Hah- 
i.ANi) AND Wolfe’s shipbuilding yards 
were, last w'cek, found on one Thomas 
Beks, and he was sontencwl to three 
montlis’ hard lalK)ur. Tins should 
more than cover the period of assimi- 
lation. 

During this slack season on the Stock 
Exchange they seem to have I’oviA’ed 
the old game of Buried Treasure, if 
one ma}' believe the following head- 
lines from The Daily Mail : — 

CHAT ON CHANOH 

THE now hwn&h op consols 

UNDEBUEOOND PBOQBESB, 

❖ 

if: 

People are still ipmmbliog about the 
Laud schedules, oud uot a few: 
angr]^ ^^cpits^s, according to a contem- ' 


FATHER AND SON. 

Dear Mu. Puni'H,- - 1 see the Poier 
has been writing to The Ttnm growling 
because the Government have sent him 
an examination paper and only given 
liim thirty days to, answer the 
tions ! And yet Im growls at UfiC 
because 1 can't do a beastlv {Mifier 
much worse than his and only 
hours allowed ! And he 's allowed to 
refer to books, or got tips from his 
solicitor, while 1 mayn’t (u>nsulf ihp 
hoy next to me, or oveti have a note or 
two on my shirlcufi'. It’s no use 
writing to The which is ohie% 

read by people fiko the Pater; tu» I 
write to Punch instead. 

Yours disgustedly, J.B.,Jc^. 


‘‘Was Loitgreljow in tCaglttml oi j 

when he ivmRi’ked : ‘Tlio raw It nUneth mimy 
Ahy Paify \ 

Wo don't know. It's just as to 

S uote Shaksvearb in cotmtry as in 

ie other, I 


TCUCXXXtSC. 
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THE ELDEST SON. 

I Whbj^ I arrived in the day-nurseiy at 6.16 p.m. I wag 
I a mere casual intruder, knowing nothing of the glories that 
awaited me. To be sure there had been during the after- 
I boon certain hints which tjje observant might have inter- 
' prated correctly. Florence (aged eleven) had more than 
once said **Hu8h” in a mysterious tone; Qertmde (aged 
I nine) had had several giggling fits in a ooi ner, from which she 
I bad been extracted nushed and breathless, but resolutely 
secretive ; and Maud (aged seven) had turned a good many 
sudden somersaults on the floor or on the lawn, that being 
her method of expressing uncontrollable excitement. At 
the moment, however, these portents had not struck me. 
All 1 noticed was that at six 6’clock the lower regiens of 
the house were uncommonly quiet, and I went upstairs 
and into the nursery to discover what bad happened to its 
tumultuous population. Without the least warning I 
found myseli plunged into the midst of a theatrical 
performance. 

The room had been divided by a large screen which — 
somewhat imperfectly — ^represented a curtain. In front 
of this the audience, consisting of all the female 
servants of the house, was ranged on chairs. Behind it 
the actors were preparing for the Second Act. I gathered, 
not from the attitude of the audience, which was one of 
resignation rather than of hilarity, but from what the 
Qu en herself told rno, that the First Act had consisted of 
a banquet and a revelry to celebrate the home-coming of 
the Queen’s eldest son, who had been to the wars and 
might now be expected to arrive at any moment. He had 
not, however, arrived in time for the First Act, but the 
festivities had not been in the least impaired l)y his absence. 
Prince John in particular having consumed a whole ox, 
served with French beans, roasted potatoes, and vegetable 
marrow, while the Lady Lavinia had held the company 
enthralled by the delicacy of lier wit. The Queen, I ought 
perhaps to add, was Florence, robed majestically in a bed- 
spread of variegated colours, and having her head bound 
round with a band of yellow -and -black silk which was 
always coming oi¥. The Lady Lavinia was acted by 
Gertrude in a gauzy silvery dress with a pair of wings (the 
remains of a Christmas entertainment), while th^ important 
part of Prince John found a minute but brilliant repre- 
sentative in Maud, who wore with great courage a white 
sweater^ a pair of quasi-Turkisli knickerbockers, gaudy 
Boman stockings, and a green knitted cap. I was informed 
that the date of the play was “Once upon a Time,*” as, 
indeed, the dresses suflioiently indicated. The programme, 
neatly written by Gertrude, promised the following enter- 
tainment : — 

A Fah-y Play, 

Dancea, 

Dramniaiik Event, 

, The Queen's Farewell to her Ladies, 

The play itself, however, appeared to possess a power of 
internal development which made the programme quite 
irrelevant and useless, except to the servants, who never 
failed to consult iiPwith great solemnity as the action 
proceeded. 

All was now ready for the Second and, as it proved, the 
final Act. 

“ Ijet the curtain now go up,” said the Queen, the screen 
being accordingly remove by the nurse, who then promptly 
resumed her place in the front row of the stolls. The 
Queen was thereupon revealed sitting on her chintz- 
cowed throne, with the Lady Lavinia standing airily 
besme her, and Prince John sitting at her feet in an attitude 
Axproesive of devotion. 


“ There ought to be a crash of martial music,” continifed 
the Queen, “but the musical box won't work proMrly. 
You must imagine it. (Asufe) Gorty, give the old ISox 
another turn and shake This having been done, the 
box at last consented -to whe3ze out “The Blue Bells of 
Scotland,” and the Queen proceeded. 

“Prince John,” she said, “will now tread a measure. 
Bother this silk band; it's coming off again. Quick, 
Prince John, show your paces, as you used to in the happy 
days of twenty years ago. The Lady Lavinia will be 
vour p^tner. I will watoli you and think of my unhappy 
lot. Do put your shoes on, Gerty, or vfe shall never get 
started. What ho I Let there be revelry.” 

She then composed herself on her throne, and Prince 
John, assisted by the Lady Lavinia, trod a measure, 
while the musical box drifted on and on with the “ Blue 
Bells.” 

A dreadful event then took place. It appealed* that 
whilst all this was going on the Queen's eldest ^n — 
though no informatibu of this' had ^ been given to tho 
audience — was engaged in fighting desperately ' without. 
As soon therefore as 'the dance came to an end tlie 
following dialogue took place : — 

The Queen. Go, Prince John, and 1 am how my dldest 
son is getting on, for he is fighting his best against many 
foes. 

Prince John. I will, your Majesty. Your hair 's coming 
down again. 

[Exit hurriedly through the door while the Queen 
adjusts her hair. ^ 

The Queen. 1 am afraid they will defeat him. 

Prince John (re-enters jaxmtily). Your Majesty's eldest 
son has just been killed. 

The Queen thereupon gave a loud yell and fainted on the 
floor, and desperate attempts were made to revive her by 
means of brandy administered from a clothes-brush by 
Prince John. This proving ineffectual, the Prince and the 
Lady Lavinia blew very bard on every part of the 
Queen’s face, who then raised herself into a sitting posture 
and ordered Lady Lavinia lo go to the window and 
gather furtlier details. X^ady liavinia accordingly danced 
lightly to the window, gazed tlirough it into the sky, and 
declared in a perfectly mattor-of-fact tone that the eldest 
son was alive. “ It was the other one,” she added, leaving, 
us to infer that some other son had, in fact, Buccuml>6d. 
All was now rejoicing, and so remainod until the Qiieen, 
still struggling with her hair-band, commanded 'Lady 
Iiavinia to tell her what that noise was. 

Lady Lavinia. Your Majesty, it is a gun. 

'I he Queen. What is it doing ? i 

Lady L. It ’s shooting, your Majesty. 

The Queen. Is it shooting at a far distant country, or at 
this lonely old castlo ? 

I^ady L. At this castle, your Majesty. 

Prince John (with decision). Then I 'm off. 

\Ex%t accordingly. 

Apparently overcome by this cruel desertion the Queen 
then doclared the drama at an end, the screen was cere- 
moniously replaced, and we never set eyes on the eldest 
son after all. 

“If the Block is the hood-Toyal, the iuoroased cosli of living is 
Britamnia on official India's ourreut coin that is not. Anglo-lndia w as 
well aware tm England is ignorant of the nieaiting of this well established 
phrase.’*— Timer. 

Speaking for England . (if we may every now and then! we 
admit oul’.i^fnorance, while recording our admiratioHi W the 
phrase. " ' 
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THE TRtJE ECONOMY. 

• 

John Bom. (<m the fenitoriala). “FINE SEB^^aB. WHAT? PITY THEY ’BE SHOBT OF MEN." ; 
F.-M. Pouch. - YES, MY FBIBND, AND IF YOU WANT YODB VOLUNTABY SlSTBII TO 00 
ON YOU ’LL HAVE TO PUT YOUB HANDS A BIT DBBPBB INTO YOUB POCKETS. YOU ’LE*^ 
FIND IT CHEAPEB IN THE END.” 





Thi' Pi till'- »! JZ/'s/*///. ‘‘Yirs, J4ir*V, TlllCItr. wv> \ time w’ks I ’AI» money T> I.UItV, an’ WIIKUE I THE Mt>*TAKr‘ 

h'iin I j»n» ijinix it.” 

T1\r OUl liii'hj. “Avi» I'ltAY wkat i»ii» Yotr ruMSK rr wnn’*” Tfcl'i-hn'.' of Mhei'ii. “ Wiv an rn,K Ft \M»: o’ WJNR.*' 


THE RIGHT TO DRIVEL. 

LA leading at tide in The. Tinns has deCended the (udoiii.iiy silly 
soiisou i'om*s]»ondeiif'e on general lopies as einluMlyiug tlie Sueiatie 
sysleni of jihilosnj»liie in(|niry.J 

Noting how simple may seem to a Htilhairi eye 
Prolileuis that dons have decided to shelve, 

Shall I complain of your critical calami, 

“ Househol^r,” “ Englishman,” “ Mother of Twelve ”? 

Now, when the newspapers roll us so dry a log, 

Shall I l>e hored by your amateur quills ? 

Or shall I muse on tliat muster of dialogue 
Famed for arousing his Athens to thrills 

He, had ho lived wdth us, he whom the Agora 
Daily supplied with conundrums to guess, 

He would have startled the swoon of mandragora, 
Poppies of autumn that brood on our Press. 

Joining in eartiest affray with some witty ass 
(Women, e,|f„ do tliey understand men ? 

What do you think of it, Glaucon or Critias ?) 

I how The Mail would have pined for liis pen! 

I ; but if sheets like The Times (or The Chronicle) 
B&fVe us in lieu of a Soorates now, 


Publishing letters profoundly ironical, 

Probing the Truth vvitli a j>ertinont “ IIuw - 

Let them ho thankful tliat Englan4iB merciful 
E\en to wHtors of absolute mt, 

Papers that harbour the output of “PiMc.iviil ” 
(Writing from Peckluim), fo)’ Atlions was not. 

Tired though wo be of epistles by “ Curious,” 

No one can stifle the pi-irits w1um\i they bloom, 
Sending a tankard of biilily injurious 
Hemlock arouml to the Editor s room, Evo 


Ce n^est ciue le premier paa^qui coute, \ ^ 

“In tliP ftflivt* (»r(*urnii( » hot fiM»t-]»u1h b tlif lU’Mt 

Perhaps you wouldn’t want any stops after that first j 

“England N. W.aiid North Wales - Houlhwiy to W«!i*t«rly ml kA- 
WeaterJy firfoisea, Frosli at Tinjea IsMsally : tbis^ttied ♦, lyb : 

Thunder in ylaoM, Fair or Fine Intervals: LorahCleSst Miwt or 
Cool: Close, Office UepoH. * . 

Bverythijog, in fact, except earthquakes, Of oewtg^ 
would be lather awkward it there were an fiifurthquake, 
you must take risks. 
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HOLIDAY TIME. 

r t 

III.— A Day Ashobe. 

• “ WEiiii, which is it to be ? ” asked 
; Archie. * 

i “ Just whichever you like/’ said 
Dahlia, “ only make up your minds.” 

“ Well, I can do you a very good 
line in either. I ’ve got a lot of sea in 
the front of the house, and there 's the 
Armadillo straining at the leash ; and 
1 ’ve had some land j^ut down at the 
back of the house, and there’s the 
Silent-Knight eating her carburettor 
off in the kennels.” 

‘*0h, what can ail thee, Silent- Knight, 
alone and palely loitering?” asked 
Simpson. “ Keats,” he added kindly. 

** Ass (Shakspeabb),” I said. 

*‘Of course, if we sailed,” Simpson 
went on eagerly, " and we got becalmed 
again, 1 could teach you chaps sig- 
nalling.” 

Arcliio looked from one to the other 
of us. 

“I think that settles it,” he said, 
and went off to see about tlie motor. 

{!• iY ',!• 

“ Little Chagford,” said Arcliie, as 
he slowed down. “Where are we 
going to, by the way ? ” 

“ 1 thought wo ’d just go on until we 
found a nice place for lunch.” 

“ And then on again till we found a 
nice place for tea," added Myra. 

“And so homo to dinner,” i con- 
cluded. 

“ Speaking for myself ” began 

Sffnpson. 

“ Oh, go on.” 

“I should like to see a cliurcli wlicre 
Sathabine op Aragon or somebody 
was buried.” 

“ Samuel’s morbid craving for sensa- 
tion 

“ Wait till we get l».ok to Tiondon, 
and I ’ll hike you to Madame Tussaud’s, 
Mr. Simpson!” 

“Well, I think he’s quite right,” 
said Dahlia. “ There is an old Norman 
church, I believe, and we ought to go 
and see it. Tlie Philistines needn’t 
come in if they don’t want to.” 

Philistines 1 ” I said indignantly. 
“Well, I’m ” 

“ Agagged,” suggested Archie. “ Oh 
no, he was an AmaJ^ite.” 

“ You ’ve lived in the same country 
as this famous old Norman church for 
years and years and years, and yon care 
so little about it that you've never 
been to see it and aren’t sure whether it 
was Kathabinr of Abaoon or Alioe- 
for-short who was buried h«», and now 
J^tyou have conie across itby acci- 
you want to drive up to it* in 
a brand-new 1910 motor car, with, 
Simpson in bis 1910 gents' fancy vest 


knocking out the ashes of his pipe 
against the lych-gate as he goes in . . . 
And that ’s what it is to be one of the 
elect!” 

“Little Chagford’s noted back-chat 
comedians,” commented Archie. “ Your 
turn, Dahlia.” 

“ There was once a Prince who was 
walking in a forest near his castle one 
day — ^that's how all the nice stories 
be^n — and he suddenly came across a 
beautiful maiden, and he said to him- 
self, ‘ 1 ’ve lived here for years and years 
and years, and I’ve never seen her 
before, and I *m not sure whether her 
name is Katharine or Alice, or where 
her uncle was buried, and I ’ve got a 
now surcoat on which doesn’t match 
her wimple at all, so let's leave her and 
go home to lunch. . . . And that 's 
what it is to be one of the elect ! ” 

“ Don’t go on too long,” said Archie. 
“ There are the performing seals to come 
after you.” 

I jumped out of the car and joined 
her in the road. 

“ Dahlia, I apologise,” I said. “ You 
are quite right. We will visit this 
little church together, and see who was 
buried there.” 

Myra looked up from the book she 
had been studying. Jovial Jaunts 
Hound Jtbmouih. < 

“ There isn’t a church at Little 
Chagford,” she said. “ At least there 
wasn’t two years ago, when tins book 
was published. So that looks as thougfi 
it can’t be very early Norman.” 

“Then lob’s go on,” said Archie, 
after a deep silence. 

Wo found a most delightful little 
spot (which wasn’t famous for any- 
thing) for lunch, and had the baskets 
out of the car in no time. 

“Now are yon going to help get 
tilings ready,” asked Myra, “or arc you 
going to take advantage of your sex 
and watch Dahlia and mo do all the 
work ? ” 

“ I thought women always liked to 
keep the food jobs for themselves,” I 
said. “ I know I 'in never allowed in 
the kitchen at home. Besides, I 've ^ot 
more important work to do — 1 'm going 
to make the fire.” 

“ What fire ? ” 

“ You can’t really lead the simple life 
and feel at home with Nature until you 
have laid a fire of twigs and branches, 
rubbed two sticks together to procure 
a flame, and placed in the’ ashes the 
pemmioan or whatever it is that falls 
to your rifle.” i 

“ Well, I did go out to look for pern-, 
mican this morning, but there were 
none rising.” 

“Then I shall have my ham sand- 
^wich hot.” 

^ “Bread, butter, cheese, eggs* sand- 


wiches, fruit,” catalogued Dahlia, as she 
took them out; “what else dd you’ 
want? ” 

“ I ’m waiting here for cake,” I said. 

“ Bother, I forgot the cake.” 

“ Look here, this picnic isn’t going 
with the swing that one had looked 
for. No pemmican, no cake, no early 
Norman church. We might almost as 
well be back in the Cromwell Boad.” 

“ Does your whole happiness depend 
on cake ? ” asked Myra scornfully. * 

“ Very nearly. Very nearly indeed. 
Archie,” I called out, “ there ’s no cake.” 

Archie stopped patting the car and 
came over to us. “ Good. Let ’s begin,” 
he said ; “I’m hungry.” 

“ You didn’t hear. I said there 
wasn't any cake — on the contrary, there 
is an entire absence of it, a shortage, 
a vacuum, not to say a lacuna. In the 
place where it should be there is an 
aching void or mere hard-boiled eggs 
or something of that sort. 1 say, 
doesn’t anybody mind, except me ? ” 

Apparently nobody did, so that it 
was useless to think of sending Archie 
back for it. Instead, I did a little 
wrist-work with the corkscrew. . . . 

“ Now,” said Archie, after lunch, 
“ before you all go off with your butter- 
fly nets, I ’d better say that wo shall 
he moving on at half-past three about. 

I That is, unless one of you has dis- 
covered the slot of a Lar^e Cabbage 
Wliite just about then, and is following 
up the trail very keenly.” 

“ I know what 1 ’m going to do,” I 
said, “ if the flies will let me alone,” 

“ Tell mo quickly before I guess,” 
begged Myra. 

“ I ’m going to lie on my back and 
think about Simpson.” 

“ Well, wake up by half-past tliree, 
that ’s all.” 

“ Are you sure,” asked Simpson, 
“ that you wouldn’t like me to show 
you that signalling now ? ” 

I closed my eyes. You know, I 
wonder sometimes what it is that 
makes a picnic so pleasant. Because 
all the important thin^, the eating and 
the sleeping, one caii' Sto anyv'here. 

A. A. M. 

saaa as'.'r;"', virra'-’s,, a 

“Teeth; beautiful sete, 10«. 6(f. ; evenings 
only.” — uidve. ill “ Olasgow Evening CUiaen, 

This seems inadequate; you might 
want to wear them for a matinee. t 

“Accumulator Hand wanted ; used to as- 
sembling best class portables.” — Advl* in 
‘ ‘ Daily Chrtmie'e . ” 

If they want a burglar <they should 


“ Hindhead Beauty Spots,” gays d 
contemporary. The best place, is to 
have them on the forehead or some- 
where where they can be seen. 
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ENGLAND FOR THE ENGLISH. 

To THE Kditou op *' Punch.’* 

*6m, — Superintending you do, 
with your traditional perspicacity, the 
processes involved in the nianufacture 
of History, you cannot have failed to 
notice the Manifesto recently issued by 
the group of Caledonian gentlemen who 
style themselves “ The Coniinittee to 
Promote Kational Self-Government for 
Scotland." But, engrossed as you are 
in guiding the trend of more funda- 
mental issues, you may have omitted 
to put to yourself, as I and doubtless 
many other Englishmen have done, 
the joyous interrogation which that 
Manifesto carries in its wake. 

My pen trembles. Seldom liave 1 
taken that instrument in hand with a 
weightier sense of the importance of 
the oceasion. The temporary weak- 
ness is excusable. I am no Stoic, no 
stern-faced Gael or unresponsive Celt, 
but a Saxon, with all tlie emotional 
weakness of his race. 

If I am capable of drawing a logical' 
infei-ence from a given proposition ^and 
1 have hinted, Sir, that I am English),! 
1 venture to say that we seem to be 
approaching a time — 1 hope 1 am not 
unduly optimistic — when this country 
will be left entirely in the possession 
of those who own it by right of national 
title. If this be not the case, what 
other conclusion can we draw from all 
these symptoms of Gaelic nostalgia, 
these outbreaks of Celtic Zionism, 
these homesick yearnings of tl\c tribes 
who have so long made our laws, 
stampeded our Parliamentary division 
lobbies, and robljod our poultry dormi- 
tories ? 

Is Ireland about to secede ? Well ! 
well I Erin-go-Bragli ! Let tliem see 
that the process of government is 
properly carried on under Qiieens- 
berry rules. And must Wales follow 
her ? Tut, tut I but — Cymru am Byth ! 
They were ever a cantankerous lot. 
But Scotland, Sir, Scotlaml I Wliat ! 
relax the age-old grip on the fleshpots 
of JDngland? renounce the Southern 
right of way so hardily won at Bannock- 
burn? restore to the Saxon his privi- 
leges of place and power ? Sir, hoping 
with all my heart tbtft it may be so, 1 
scarcely dare to believe it. England 
Sootrfreel England de-Pioted again 
as in the frescoes of Ha^drian's Villa ! 
Beats there the true English heart that 
can contain itself on hearing this glad 
news ? 

It behoves us, liowever, to Ims 
oxBtjous. The resources of Gaelio 
hun^r are infinite, and I vaguely fear 
that Mr. Mubbo - Ebbouson and his 
fellow -committeemen are attempting 


to pull the Saxon’s leg. Political 
manifestoes issued during the dog-days 
sometimes have a certain savour of 
fishiness. Have you lately noticed an 
odour, a passing reek — dear, dear, 
there it goes again ! — of red herring ? 

I am, Sir, Yours, etc., 

An English Home-Rulkk. 


THE COMPLETE LAND TAXER. 

{A Guide to the Duties! of a Citizen.) 

To assist owners of land wlio may 
he confused by the returns for Duties 
on Land Values demanded by the 
Commissioners of Inland Revenue the 
following notes have been compiled, 
giving more complete information, 
especially as i*egards the penalties, 
than the meagre “ Instructions ’’ only 
cove!‘ing two pages of foolscap. 

It is well first to define “ land,” 
which the Commissioners describe as 
an expression.’* By ignorant per- 
sons it is thought to be solid earth. 
For the pui*poses of the Duties on 
Land Values — see Instruction 199 
(viii), (x) (y) ^z), 27, 385, Paragraph 95 
(k) (xxxvi) — it also appears to include 
buildings which are not structures and 
structures which are not buildings, 
likewise caravans, tents, aeroplanes, 
trees, shrubs, weeds, cows, iiigs, poultry, 
rata, mice, snails, slugs, birds and but- 
terflies thereon, and all minerals, brick- 
bats, potatoes, broken bottles, Hint 
implements, chalybeate springs, tiea- 
sure trove and earthworms on, in or 
under the surface. For further parti- 
culars of the component parts of 
“ land ” ^ee Instruction 73, 948 B. 
Part 369, Sections 51, Air; 52, Fire, 
and 53, Water. 

Having thus a clear idea of the 
nature of ” land,” the next duty of the 
owner is to read all the instructions, 
with the Notes, Sub-notes, Marginal 
References, Parenthetical Alternatives 
and Appendices. Penalty for not un- 
derstanding all of them, £50. By 
devoting sixteen horn's a dajr, with 
the assistance of a solicitor, licensed 
valuer, licensed victualler, thought- 
reader and puzzle-editor of any periodi- 
cal, these Instructions could be mas- 
tered in four weeks, leaving two days 
for answering the questions. Penalty 
for not answering them, £50. 

Before entering on these, solemn 
duties of citizenship, the landowner 
should practise on a small subject, 
such as his dog-kennel, which is a 
structure and therefore ”land,*' for 
which a separate form must be filled 
He must give his own name. 
l%ialty for any confused owner writing 
known " in this space, £50. He 
must also carafully state the Name of 


the Parish, of the Occupier (“ SpoV' or 

Jack,” as the case may be), the De- 
scription of the Land, the Extent of it 
(say, one square 3 rard — no perches), the 
Amounts of Rent, Land Tax, Tithe, 
Improvement Rate, Repairs and In- 
surance ; whether there are Public | 
Rights of Way through the Dog- 
kennel: if allowed by tenant; or Public 
Rights of User of it, or Rights of i 
Common over it, giving full particu’ars | 
in every case in the space of a single | 
line two inches long (penalty for going 
beyond this space, £50), and also tlie 
Particulars of the last Sale of it. 

At this point there is a sort of 
breathing-space, with a blank for “Ob- 
servations.” They are probably host 
indicated by a blank, though a dash 
might bo allowed. There is then a 
space for tlio name and address of any 
person to whom tlie landowner might 
desire similar interesting communica- 
tions to he sent. Obviously someone 
against whom he has a grudge. Per- 
haps “ Lloyd George, Wales ” would 
do. Penalty for writing “ Old Nick ” 
or any similar name in this space, £50. 
Finally, he must state whether the 
minerals, brickbats, bones, etcf, under 
the Dog-kennol are comprised in a 
mining lease, or worked by the pro- 
prietor, or scratched up by the tenant. 

He need not even stop then, for he 
can go on to give Additional Particu- j 
lars “ if desired,” as clearly set fortli in ' 
Instruction 121 (mcc) (i), (o), (u), and I 
Instruction 926, 731 (cc), (o), (i), (c). 
Penalty for giving the particulars, if 
not desired, £50. Penalty for desiring 
to give but not giving tliem, £50. 

When the beginner has mastcreil 
this first exercise lie will go on to a 
cow-shed, a motor-garage, an hotel, a 
gasometer, a swimming-bath, a fish- 
pond, and other sorts of “land.” He 
will then do well to take a holiday on 
the sea, which, according to some old- 
fashioned authorities, is not “land,” and 
give his brain a complete rest. 

Finally the advanced student will be 
able to answer the most abstruse ques- 
tions, such as : — 

(i) What is the full site value of the 
Bank of England, if divested of the 
Bank of England, together with all 
growing timber, fruit trees, fruit bushes 
and other things growing thereon ? 

(ii) What would be the full site 
value of the present garden of the 
Bank, if occupied by (a) an orange 
grove, (b) a vineyard, (c) a golf links, 

(d) two shrubs and six oladeS of grass, 

(e) an American sky-scraper, and (f) 
nothing ? 

(iai) What was the full site value of 
the Bank of England on April 1st, 
1909? 

(iv) What was the full site value in 
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tlio time ot (a) the late Queen Annk, 
(h) Boadicka, (c) Noah ? | For Defini- 
tion of “ Land ’ entirely covered by 
waler, hoc Sea ((•) (c)l . 

'‘(it’iifmlly tin* liist in S»'j>tc*nikT . . . 
,is o)u oJ the liin'hit in tin* yi'iir. ItiHi|nito;iH 
usual Id liavi'si D)K.nin>' foi Si'jUvinlMT. ’ 
Slt-Jirl/l /hi ill/ Tilajraph. 
You know, lie i‘<n’t really helping im at 
all. __ _ 

“ I'nlcHH a laltir system tliun tli.it introdueeil 
l»y L’lni’anliiro can be evolved, the itreseiit style 
oi awarding? |»mnts will, and nnist. stand. It 
eainiDt be b tiered.” -/filin' Kmumj ycivs. 
Evolvers seem to have their work cut 
out. 

“At 4.20 iJiexcI went up foi a magiiiticeiit 
jterCoHnanee, sweejiing out tiiwaids Knniskeriy, 
and using to 2,000 feet. He was oeeasionally 
Inst in tlie cdouds. 

Drexel’s otiieial height was l.lTiO feet.” 

Jhtblin J’Jrju iiij Mail, 
Dull pedants, these oflicials. 

An Echo of '^Ouida.” 

i “At Magdalen ho eaptainod t he scdtool eleven 
against the jifek of Balliol College in a game : 
iKut wort for hint a little temporary ilistinotion. 
Tlie last year of his school term (‘aine to an 
abmpt <Mid. It was hinted in one Anstvalian 
newspaper that he had lost his lelhiwsliip by 
too tsiidly declaring eertain Agnostic tendencies 
at a iitocding of University profeeiors.’* 

**J)ml{/ TeleymjiA*' FeuiUeloii, 


IN THE SOCIAL SWIM. 

( ly.th (U'kiwirMgmii/H t) tun' Itwliml 
nuifi'MjKmiries.) 

JjOho and Jjady Pendragon airivod 
at Lundy Island in their turbine yacht 
Venijuin on Tliursday last, •after a 
stormy cruise in the Bristol Channel, 
and on Friday morning Lady I*en- 
dragon opened the new Vegetarian 
Restaurant. In the afternoon she 
visited the School of Occult Needle- 
work and gave away the prizes, whicli 
consisted of a superb tea-cosy, a dozen 
re- made golf halls, and a copy of 
Whitakers Alnuinack bound in limp 
lambskin. Lady Pendragon looked 
lovely in her yachting costume of 
stamped Japanese satinette dra}}ed 
with some wonderful old point -de- 
Venise lace. Miss Margie Boodle, 
who was with Lady Pendragon, is the 
second cousin of Lady Helmsdale. 

Sir Felix Schlumberger, who is 
staying at Cruden Bay for golf, while 
playing in a three-ball match with the 
Grand Duke Raphael and the Countess 
Katinka Gorky, did the sixteenth hole 
in sixteen strokes, thereby lo%venng his 
own record. 

Lord and Lady WitJey are staying 
at the Thistle Arms, KilUecrankie, and 


have not taken a lease of the Island of 
Bum, as Ims Iwen incoiTcctly statiH). 
It is oidy right to ad<l that the Crown 
Prince and Crown Princess of Dalmatia 
stayed at the Tliistle Arms Hotel wlum 
they visited Killi(H‘rankie a f<nv .\ears 
hack. 

Princess Frit/.i Baldinskv is among 
the giiCKts of Mr. Otis Polk, Ihtf 
American millionaire, at his magnilh 
cent shooting ladge, Joinimavillo, near 
Croniaity, anti the stagH tliat havo 
fallen to her rifle include one w^eigliing, 
according to Russian moasuremoni, 
490 poods. 


Lady Vinolia Ditchingham, halh i 
sister of tlio Duko of Bunga>, has ^wft 
Flaxman House, Chelsea, wheuj she i 
has vcHided wlien in towm for the lust I 
ten years, and her addresM in (uMu'a ; 
will be 159, Swan»Walk. Lad\ Yinclja 
is one of the best amateur w histlers in 
society. 

The brilliant and crowded audien^S 
at i\\Q premihe of H^wy Mil. 1 
eluded Hir Aubrey and Isttiy lllomhfllr j 
Moses Schienemann, LoM Koshervil|ji^, 
Sir Felix Carmel, the Ohitvkliei* Btumip | 
law'sky, Miriam Lady Bomlelnmo^ i 
Mr. and iMrs. Wallaby Dumper 
the Lord Mayor of Jaffa. 


PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Sbptbmbhb 7, 1910. 



ENGLAND’S HOPE. 

fl*' annual report, of tin* MeteoroloRical OHh'c it is .slated on 
only live ocooHiouB diuiuK the iwwt tuelve nnmtliH was the demrlmeut 
tempted to forecast a spell of two days’ fine woathc-i. On Octoher 1 the 
Office is txi liave a new chief, and at the Hiiine tiino will he moved Iroiii 
its piesent dinuy quart 4 }i-H in Victoria Stieet to what the pi]>pi-H desciilw 
M a “ [talaiiar’ new buildiuttcrceted in Impeiial Institiit*' lload, South 
Kensingt on. The following nnes of eai nc.st exhortaf ion arc addressed to 
Mr. Lemvkhit, the new' Clerk of the Weather. ] • 

Sin, you are called upon to rule a roast 
That 's like to prove a tougli alTair , liul still it is 

A noble task, and brimful of the most 
Glorious possibilities. 

^four predecessor did bis best, it ’s true , 

And, if 'twas mostly evil that ho prophesied, 

What could one have expected him to do 
Wiien he his dingy office eyed? 

*ile did his work a*ccording to his lights, 

But they were far from brilliant ; and I guess he missed 

The Sun so badly that his days seemed nights, 

And he became a pessimist. 

No man could hope by methods such as tliese 
To woo the weather-gods, however well he meant ; 

With tactful flattery he should appease 
Eacli unpropitious element, 

You, Sir, with your as yet unblemished slate. 

Have no occasion for the least prop^ity 


To dark forebodings, which but aggravate 
The atmospheric density. 

For you wo ’ve built a palace which a king 

Might eyo with envy; there wo will not suffer you 
To lack for aught ; the best of everything 

Will scarce bo good enough for you. 

From fleshly cravings thus completely w'oanod, 

Look to it lest your character degenerate ; 

Be brisk and bright — and have your windows cleaned 
Once every month, at any rate. 

Then, should the Sun-god chance to pass your way 
(You know by now what a capricious god is h'e), 
He ’ll look you up, and see what you ’ve to say 
About his latest Odyssey ; 

And, if your stuff and style do not offend 
His fancy, he may l>e disposed to pleasure ours, 
And in our grateful company to spend 

A portion of his leisure homrs. 

So give your oracles a cheerful turn ; 

Wlmtever doubts you harbour, don’t exhibit ’em ; 
And, if thQ. trick comes off, be sure you ’ll earn 
' Your country’s thanks ad libitum. 


BooUd. Mad ^Personal. 

The Beport that )Sr, %mb has hden 

appointed ** Big-Stick^n-Woiting ” is premature. 








THE HIOH-FLIEB’S BETURN. 


Thb Eaibbb-Bibd (re-entfrin^ m*). “ IT 'S ALL BIQHT ; I tM OOINO BACK Of MY OWN &CIOOm* 
BUT— I GOT PiaSTTy NEAB THB SKY THAT TMB. HAVEN’T HAD SDOH A DAY OUT , 
fOB TWO YBAESl" 








SOME MORE STARTLINGLY LIFE-LIKE WAXWORKS OF BRITISH CELEBHITIES FOR THE BRUSSELS EXHIBITION. 


ODE TO A “RABBIT.” 

When, striding boldly to the stumps, you take 
“ Two leg " or “ middle,” as the case may be, 

It is not yours, niy lop-eared friend, to make 
The crowd, a-cjuivor with expectancy, 

Kemark, “ That ’s him ” (or “ he ”). 

Yours is a liuinblcr lot; to go in last, 

Scratch for some half-a-do/en balls or so, 
'J’hen, with the ecstasy of batting past, 

To stand bow-legged and lot the boundaries go 
Serenely througli the bow. 

Save when, Danic Fortune frowning on the side 
And batsmen garnering a goodly bunch. 

You bowl (the tenth expedient to be tried) 

The sort of stuff that even I could punch 
All day, except at lunch. 

Full many a time and oft I ’ve heard you say, 
Politely smiling as the captain cursed, 

You play the best that lies in you to play ; 

In zeal, at any rate, the peer of Hirst. 

Defend us from your worst 1 

Still, your 're a sportsman (let our censure cease). 

You do not play because you hope to find 
A bubble glory at the ^pping crease; 
l.iOV 0 of the game it Is that fills your mind. 
Love can be very blind. 


From a South African paper : - 

‘‘The StnifUavds ooniineiiRcd the Kmtiiil he] I' iii biilliaiit fushion rutd 
making t nick H for cijiialise, t)ic i>lrty ol the (iiijxwTng t'orwaul Hue nan 
Hale gnanleclby g(MHl watcditull Ixiek diviaioiiH, nauudy Kalie, K. Ulmrlt K 
(eajdaiii), and C. M. Anumigain, and the play being lietwin (1, H. Waul, 
C. P. Toniny, I. Timothy, and V, 0. llariy. lit Ik to l>e deuiivd, ad»* 
ill tliM )K)sitiunH Standavda did reinarkaldy well and got to the Htat** 
•luarter, tluH young lad Allicrt, now plaj^ng left out v\illi hix wuiittd 
<iefi*mx5 droved a good Hhooiiug which Moon aiohy aaved in goal, lluw 
ever C. P, Toniiny was on liiHOWii play waiting li»r the ball theire I'omea 
the Itall after a gooiliui\ehei'eheadN loniiny and uwuKed \ goal within S 
yardH and lieen sure for Iiih mark, and this event was soon foUowwl by 
another one similary ormiuised by the Htars, thus HtaiH 2 uoala, 
Standards 1 goal. Now tnc game boeonie to be fast(M' than wliatii was. ! 
However, F. Charles the nnselfesh (oaptain) leinaikod play up my l4)wh, ; 
we ill I’cach the Post, and w-lionf bo long, Yet tlie l^ads pressed well fm ; 
all they could, C. P. Tomiuy with grMid movement made a splendui Uiu ; 
an ended up a brilliant woik by sooriiig in tlie end,'* * 1 


XiudnesB to Animus. 

lleiiiove the aiiug of a wasp or Ixie with a wati'h key, I'le^^sing the 
jdoee with It; then nib the sting with a mHct ot ma moist 

bacT'O or a damp blue bag.” - Dufft/ MirAtr. 

Press gently, dry, dust with boracic powder and return it 
to the bee (or wasp). 


Her dark eye* narrowed oa they swont the biwakrast-imun, No, ta* 
was not there. NcverthclesH, «ho iackleil cold veal pie end di<tnk ‘'ofl^ 
lieing all the titue wholly uncoiiflQioua of the stumifiin; bUdv 
descend on her tiu witting head.” ' 

For the rest of the veal ^ie see next week's Bmno Circk* 
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at the play. 

• “HiimAYIlI.;' 

Nobody can accuse Sir Hkrbwkt 
fTiiKE tins time of having spoilt a good 
di’ama l)y excess of ombroidtery. Henry 
VI n. is too bad a play for that. It 
has, of course, its detached passages, 
full of dignity and pathos, and one 
great dramatic scene— in the Hall at 
Blackfriars— but for the rest it is a 
matter of pageantry and little else, 
Character and motive, in the persons 
of King and Cardinal, remain obscure ; 
Buckingham’s tragedy, coming before 
wo have had time to take any interest 
in him, leaves us unmoved ; and the 
final scene [(happily omitted at His 
Majesty's) of the christening of baby 
Elizabeth was the consummation of 
a courtier rather than a dramatist. 
Again, any study of Hknby was bound 
to bo imperfect which only shows us a 
brace of his wives, and gives no hint of 
that habit of re-marrying which be- 
came an obsession with him ; though I 
admit that the introduction of the King 
in his private box at Westminster Abbey, 
watching the Coronation of Queen 
No, 2, does perhaps offer a suggestion 
that this kind of thing was likely to 
recur from time to time as a form 
of operatic entertainment peculiarly 
adapted to his tastes. 

And, since a poor play needs all 
the accessories that it can get, 
must gratefully recognise that in their 
illustrations of the manners, costumes 
and architecture of the period, the 
management has done all of us (not 
excluding the autlior) a voiy true .service. 
Extraordinary pains have been taken 
over the smallest detail, oven down 
to the lettering, T. C., which figures 
on the livery of the urchins and other 
menials in the retinue of the Cardinal. 
(I am assured that Tc C. stands for 
Thomas, Cardinal, and not foi’ Tiike’s 
C ompany, nor tlio Turf Club, nor yet 
the Tooting Crusaders). 

Sir Hbubbrt, in his crimson robe 
that trailed half across the wdde stage, 
was a pageant in himself. Freed fron 
the managerial burdens of a first night, 
ho Vill do himself a liner justice ; but 
already his Cardinal’s personality iin 
poses itself. Miss Violet Vanbbuoh, 
a gplendid figure as (^tebn Katharine, 
gave their full value to her lines, 
and in the trial scene at Blaokfriars 
(an interior even more impressive 
and dignified than that of our present 
Divorce Court) touched a very high 
level o£ dramatic force; hut she had 
begun, in the Counoil Chamber, on 
mther too loud a note, and once or 
MUkS made one think a little of her 
namesake, the Shrew. To the tedious 
scene of her final decline from power 



Woheu (Sir IlERnEiiT Tree) to Thomas 
(Mr. llKuiNALU Owen). “Cromwell, 
my l>oy, you hftvc teeu a good aoci’etuir to me. 
I sliall Iwqueath t<^ou my liveries. You will 
fmd the initials T. <j. already sewn on them, so 
you won’t need to have them marked again. ” 

and health and happiness the old habit 
of the irrepressible smile lent a faint 
note of insincerity. Still, altogether, it 
was a notable performance. 

The most intriguing figure was that 
of Mr. Bourchikr’s IIrnry VIll. 1 
pass over his home-grown beard, a 
topic on which the curiosity of the 
public has been sufficiently tickled in 
Iho gossip of the press, and just say 



. Another Pavlova-Mor^Quii triumph at the 
PaUoe (Wolsey’s). 

fienry nil. ... Mr. Abthux Bouxcniait. 

iwuItiUim ... Miss Lau^ Oovtx. 


that the realism of his make-up was 
amazing. His postures, too, were 
astonishingly in the picture. And if 
he left us a little in doubt how far his 
hypocrisy went, and how much weak- 
ness of purpose was hidden under his 
bluff and masterful exterior, that, also, 
was perhaps part of the game. 

Mr. Henry Ainley, an obvious 
choice for the r6le of Buckingham, did 
not touch me very greatly, in part for 
the reason, already given, that wo have 
no time to get into sympathy with him. 
I was glad, for his sake, that he got off 
so early: and disappointed, for his 
sake again, to find that he had felt it 
his duty to remain behind the scenes, 
in his trappings of woo, so as to assist 
at the final bow before the curtain. 

Miss Laura Cowie was an extremely 
pretty and piquante Anne Bullen {sic, 
please). I thought she used her glances 
too freely at her first meeting with the 
amorous Monai’ch; but I learn from 
Sir Herbert Tree’s instructive little 
brochure, Henry VJIL and hts Ckmrt, 
that in real life “ slie had the beckoning 
eye.” 

Finally, to Mr. Louis Parker, Garter 
King of Pageants, to Mr. I^ejIoy Mao- 
QUoiD, specialist in antiquities, to Mr. 
Edward German and his late Majesty 
King Henry Vlil., who made the 
music between them, to Mr. Joseph 
IIarkku, who did the splendid and very 
difficult scenery, to Miss Margaret 
Morris (so called from the gay Morris 
lance she arranged for the Banquet 
Scone), and to Sir Herbert Tree, 
Moving Spirit and Overseer of All 
Things, I give my warmest praise and 
thanks. If I had had to choose 
between dumb show with their de- 
corative assistance, and all the talk 
without it, I should not have hesitated 
to say, “Cut the cackle and come to 
the pageant ! ” O. S. 

“The Fternal Question.” 

At the tense moment in the second 
scene of the First Act, when David 
Bossi (Hero and Leader of tlio Socialist 
Party m the Italian Chamber -of Depu- 
ties) tells Donna lioma Volonna the 
romantic secret of liis birth, I looked 
down the list of runners in my pro- 
gramme and tried to guess which one 
of them would turn out to be his 
missing father. There appeared to be 
only two actual starters — Baron Bomlli 
(Villain and President of the Council) 
and Pope Pins XL Out of sheer 
wilfulness I decided to put uiy little bit 
on the Pope . . . and to my surprise 
Act III., Scene 2, showed that J was 
right. 

1 mention thisi because it the 
only surprise I had during a lo^ and 
tiring evening at the Oamek. Whe&t 
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JJespoHifi ii( Pi'opt ii for Of' ir^iifhntff Uio/ik 
I’ll, IIA\r. 'iU (iUK IlKlt IIKI! MONK\ 1M(1K ' 

in 11 10 first scone, liovia announced her 
I intention of reven^infi liorsolf on ] tons' 

! by niakin<» liini fall in love with liorand 
[ then spnrnin^^ him (“ Within a wool; 

I be will lie as tamely to ni\ hand as a 
ripe apple on a wall ”), I knew she 
would end by falling in lo\e with liira 
' herself. When Bruno ftocco took liis 
seven -year-old son to a inas.s meeting 
of Socialists at the Coli.seiini (“Tmst 
me to take care of him, Sir. He's the 
ap])lo of my eye ”), I knew that Littl'C 
Jo.yrj)h would be shot liy tlie soldiers. 
Wiion, at the trial of Itusst for causing 
a riot, a dajjger w'as left carelessly on 
the table wdthin leacli of ^tbe witness 
linino, X knew that hd would kill 
r )mebody with it. Ho killid ^luimeolf ; 
and perhaps this tvas a little stirpriso, 
for I was by way of marking down 
Mtnghelli, tne Secret Service agent, 
as the man we should lose. But at 
moments like this one cannot think of 
everything — don’t let us blame Bruno. 

But I must tell you more about 
Horn, First, then, although he was 
the leader of the Socialist Bart^ he 
had never been photographed. (What 
an? felie Boman ha’penny papers doing?) 
So when the {>olice wanted him they 
had no portrait to despatch to the 


THE LAST STRAW. 

[ot hr puts on hh only I'cmiunhoj wrtyhf). “Ullvs MK, IP TltT-t Lin 'niH oil* l,VI*V 


(lovernor of every province in the I 
kingdom.” Stay I The bust of him I 
which Donna lioma had hetm sculping 1 
“Never!” cries Itovui, tli<j woman 
triumphing over the artist, and with i 
one blow of the mallet she bleaks it 
into fragments. 

Again, when the wicked Baron says 



The Hero and Heroine, aftej* a spirited coin- 
jtetition for tlte privilege of heliig tried for a 
murder of wliich iteitter is gtiitty, deride to ’ 
share the honour. (Prison Uovwnor, deeply 
touohod, takes off hia hat.) 

Ikwid Bmi He. Vianok Stkbl. 

lionm jftoma Mila TW3«{.L-Bf(VKB. 


Good-bye (or, rather, “ Addio”) to limm 
after this, and grtes away leaving his 
cloak Ixdund him (a tiling one is ahvi^ys 
doing), she Mays to Bom, who has just 
turned up, “ X^ook - the Baron’s cloak. 
He was here and left it behiiul hitii, 
and it’s the very thing to see >ou 
through the stnietH.” Ho Hossi. effects 
a complete lysgume l)> putting it ou. 
and eHcu|)e8 at leisuie. But tlie Imbit 
grows on him. When Honur is In 
prison charged witli murdering the 
Baron (ho had threatened Bimi 
with a pistol, and Bom had knocked 
his arm up and the pistol hod gone 
off — I suppose at tlie wrong end 
— and killed the Baron), then *Mimi 
puts on the cloak of Father 
deceives everybody again, and joina hot* 
Bo they ai-o coi^deiiuuHt for tu)quitt)|||ii — 
the play stops liem, luekil) ) togetlWr 
You guess, perhaps, by now it 
is a had play. Halfway tlunugll it 
Boma cried despaimiji^y, ** Is thewt no 
way out?” and I etieu back, “Tfcire 
is ; but I ’m in the middle of the g^w, 
and it would look rathet tude.” 1 
stayed, and pretended that X ws^at 
the Follies, Mr. Pmuiuuilti 
fun^ man^ but he hag a pewetful tiral 
in Mr. HarA Oaimk. m 
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COtONIAL ATTRACTIONS. 

[The eneri^ with which* our Colonies appeal 
to the Mower Country to exploit tbein is 
making ua daily more familiar with the re* 
soifrceB of tlie Empire.] 

Wbstbalia for liusbands I 
Three men to every woman. 

Assisted passages. 

State honeymoons. 

Wedding rings under cost. 

Three square miles, a kangaroo and 
a husband. 

Fiji for fathers of families. 

No dressmakers’ bills. 

No matinee hats. 

Chatham IsiiAKD. 

The rioh man’s refuge. 

13.000 miles from L^yd Gkobob. 

Andaman Islands. 

No golf links. 

The only place in the Empire with 
this undoubted attraction. 

Pure air and language. 

Uganda for sport. 

A Zoo at home. 

Lions' roars lull you to sleep. 
Ijeopards in the larder. 

Buffalo in the back garden. 

Gnus in the gneighbourhood. 

Don’t be nervous, Eoosevrlt and 
Winston have gone. 

Keep cool and go to Labradob. 
Lowest temperature in the Empire. 

100.000 square miles free rinking. 
Bring the girl and save money. 

Stop shivering and start for British 
Guiana, c , 

Nearest colony to Equator. 

Lowest Coal Bills in tbe Empire. 
Wealth and warmth. 

Bubber. 

Nigeria for bachelors. 

No white women. 

No Suffragettes. 

Strongly recommended by Mrs, 
HumI»hhy Ward. 

Somaliland. 

OameLriding on golden sands. 

Why go to Blacl^ool ? 

Warm welcome from local religious 
leaders. (M. Mullah, Sole Advertising 
Agent.) 

Falkland Islands. 

Farthest South, 
of rest. 

You cannot get The Daily Mail till 
eight weeks after publication. 


FISH FOR ALL. 

Great Demonstration. 

A MONSTER public meeting was held 
on Friday at Fishmongers’ Hall topro- 
mote the Consumption of Cheap Fish. 
The Chair was taken by Mr. C. B. Fry, 
who said that they were brought 
together by a common devotion to a 
groat cause— a crusado on behalf of 
Cheap Fish — in response to the clarion 
call of Sir J. Cbichton-Browne. It 
might be remembered that not so long 
ago that great liygienist had proclaimed 
himself a whole-hearted believer in the 
efficacy of chops. They were proud to 
welcome him as a convert to and pro- 
tagonist of the piscivorous propaganda. 
The task before them was twofold. i 
They must first break down the snobbish 
cult of expensive fish, notably the 
salmon, the sole and the turbot, and 
secondly they must strive to dispel tho 
foolish prejudice which had restricted 
tho consumption of ecjually nutritive 
but less fashionable members of tho 
finny tribe, such as skate and conger- 
eels. 

Mr. Gluckstein, rising in tho body 
of the hall, protested against the per- 
sonal tone of tho Chairman’s remarks, 
but was promptly ruled out of order. 

The Chairman having invited sug- 
gestions from the audience, Mr. Harold 
Begbie said that there was a great 
deal in the movement that appealed to 
him, especially tlio dethronement of the 
salmon (renewed protests from Mr. 
Gluckstein), that emblem of sybaritic 
plutocracy, from its pride of place. 
Further, as a convinced democrat he 
wished to register his protest against 
tho continued use of the phrase, “ Silly 
kipper.” Kippers wore not silly. They 
were the wholesome food of the poor 
but honest artisan, who, again, was the 
backbone of the nation. 

Mr. Bram Stoker said that it was 
impossible to write stories about Vam- 
pires on a fish diet. He had tried it 
wlien he was engaged on Dracula, 
but was obliged to return instanter 
to a carnivorous lEgimen. (Cries of 
I “ Shame.'’) Professional contortionists, ! 
he added irrelevantly, were partial to; 
a diet of eels. (Interruption.) 1 

Mr, Frank T. Bullbn said that he 
wished to put in' a plea on behalf 
of the whale. Tho extermination of 
whales was going on fast enough 
already without resort to whale meat 
as an article of diet. He begged to 
move that this massive and magniff-l 
cent monster should be regarded as an | 
historical monument and excluded from | 
I the list of fish recommended for whole-^ i 
sale consumption by the proletariate. | 
(fiheers.) 


Sir Frederick Pollock here favoured 
the meeting with a ffne rendering of 
“ Caller Herrin’/* aocono^anied on the 
tromba marina by Sir David Gill. 

Mr. Pike Pease cordially endorsed 
Sir J. Crichton-Bbowne’s eulogy of 
fried ffsh shops ; but they wanted 
a great Ichthyophagio Bestaurant to 
I servo as the central rendezvous of the 
I movement, where meals should be con- 
ducted to the sound of sea trumpets 
in sight of a magnificent aquarium, 
and where lectures should be delivered 
by expert pisciculturists all day long. 
Why should vegetarians monopolise 
all the occult and esoteric creeds ? Lot 
tho Ichthyophagists show that they 
also could swim in the mid-stream of 
transcendental mysticism. 

La Loib Fuller, who desired to 
associate herself with the humane 
remarks which had fallen from Mr. 
Bullbn, expressed a hope that a 
similar immunity would be extended 
to the sea serpent. La Loie Fuli^er 
added with much energy that it was 
quite untrue that she had ever thought 
of introducing a dance called the 
Conger Beel. 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle entirely 
agreed with the last speaker. <> Their 
enthusiasm for fish food should be 
tempered with discrimination. The 
fact that sharks occasionally devoured 
men was no reason why men should 
eat sharks. He appealed to his brother- 
novelists to take up the cause. The 
consumption of cod had been enor- 
mously increased by Mr. Kipling’s 
Captains Courageous. Why could not 
Sir Arthur Quiller Couch render a 
similar service to tho Cornish pilchard, 
or Mr. Hall Caine to the Manx Cat- 
fish ? They had all of them enjoyed 
reading The Som'ows of Satati. Ho 
suggested as a suitable pendant '1 he 
Delights of the Devil Fish. 

Miss Daisy Bucktrout was then 
escorted to the platform by Mr. George 
Haddock, and played a transcription 
of Schubert’s Die Forelle amid loud 
applause. 

Mr. Bichabd Whitbing said that he 
was convinced the movement would 
advance by^ leaps and bounds if they 
started ^i^ynewspaper specially devoted 
to its furtherance. He said that he 
thoT^ht it would be a mistake to 
connne themselves to a single fish, 
otherwise The Daily Whale, or, better 
still. The Daily Scale, would be an 
excellent title. 

The Chairman, in a brief concluding 
speech, thanked the speaker# for their 
luminous and instructive suggestions, 
and jBk motion was unanimously passed 
inaugurating the Ichthyopb^ic 
for the promotion of the CSieap 
Crusade, ^ 
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Utilfer. “ WeU,, OOOD-BYJI!, old man. I HOPS VOU’lL have a good game, and BS 1\)P BOOJlE]|, Wiril BIO FIODBEh)” 
Crkkekv , “ Oh, thankh awfuli^y. Aamk to you ! ” 


RENOVATED DRAMA. 

Thr action of Mr. HaIjIi Caink in 
jirodiicing a modernised version of his 
masterpiece, The Eternal City, with 
tlio dialogue brought down to date by 
tlie introduction of references to “ the 
Socialist movement and the Woman 
question,” has not unnaturally roused 
great interest in theatrical circles. We 
understand, on the most questionable 
authority, that various other classics 
of our dramatic literature are shortly 
to undergo similar renovations as 
below: — 

i t is reported that a feature of special 
interest, m the next revival of Hamlet 
in the West End, will be the introduc- 
tion of an entirely new and topical 
character, to be sustained by the now 
well-known actor, whom music-hall 
managers have learnt to appieciate as 
“Mr. Grobgb.” This gentleman will 
pky a part similar to the one with which 
bis name is already associated — that of 
a coupon informer, who, at the in- 
stigation of* King Glavdius, confronts 
HemUt during the Play Scene, and 
chaxgeA him with the production of an 
unlicensed dramatio entertainment. 
The iUbsequent dialogue has been 
specially composed by a member of the 


Managerial Association, and is said to 
put forth the views of that body on the 
subject of Sketches and the Gompro- 
miso, in an exceptionally able and 
dramatic fashion. 

Should the curtain rise upbn Mr. 
Seymoub HiCfKs’s long-threatened pro- 
duction of JiicJtard III., we are in- 
formed that playgoers may look forward 
to an altogether uncommon treat, in 
the form of a blank-verse monologue 
by the chief character on the subject 
of Poor Law Reform. Those who have 
hitherto known Mr. Hicks ratlier as a 
comedian than a lecturer on social 
problenis will doubtless be astonished 
at the power of his delivery of this 
trenchantly dramatic and polemical 
novelty. 

A tremendous success is anticipated 
for that distinguished and go-^ead| 
tragedian, Mr. Bames-Stormer, in his 
forthcoming revival of The Lady of\ 
hy<me\ late-special edition. The scene’ 
in Claude's cottage, including as it 
does some exquisite and original lines 
on the subject of small holdmgs and 
the French s^tem of intmuive culture^ 
is stated to be a distinct and welcome 
improvement on the play as hitherto 
^ isented. The cHmsf dl entotional 
mterest, however^ ik new fotuiA in the; 


scene between ilie hero and Utu 
ruffianly Land Valuers, which for ootn. 
hined pathos, passion, and poliiioa) 
instruction is stated to be without hts 
equal on the modern stage. 

Certain , critics have long held that 
the great drawback to The School for 
Scandal as a paying proposition was 
a lack of actuality in the subjects 
discussed by the characters, We ai>c 
happy to learn* that this defect is in 
process of removal, and that (or its 
next revival at the Victoria Thoatiti 
Shbuioak's snappy little comedy 
will he thoroughly omught Into tine 
with modern requirements. It is 
confidently expect^ that the scene in 
Lady SneerwelVs drawing > room, Ute 
dialogue of which has b^u entrusitMl 
to the able hands of the eiiiior of a 
well-known spoHing weekly and a 
memoir-writing peeress, will draw alt 
London. Further details it would Iw 
obviously unfair at this juncture 
disclose ; hut, when we mention that a 
special de^iartment of the box office 
has been instituted to deal with tlie 
expected pressure of UbeLwrits and 
injunctions, our readers vM be assured 
that the promised revival will ^of “ 
thoroughly intereeting ahd poki 
eharaotor. 
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OUR BOOKINQ-OFPICE. 

* (By Mr. Fmch's Staff of Lea ned Clerks.) 

Stkvenhon said (or quoted someliody else as saying) of 
William Black’s novels that they ougnt to be read three 
times : once for the story, once for the fishing, and once 
for tlie sunsets. How many times a novel by Meiiedith 
sliould be» read I would not dare to say : once for the 
shining spirit which breathed life into it, and twice for 
tluit, and thi-ee times — well, T only know that I have not 
lived with Celt and Sajron (Constable) long enough yet 
to appraise it rightly. It is only a fragment, little more 
than a quarter, I should say, of what it was to bo ; but 
there are chapters which it is like a home-coming to 
meet. “ The Dinner Party ” — how often the bodily refresh- , 
ment of his characters has gone to the spiriiuai refresh- 
ment of his readers; never more pleasantly than in 

this chapter. “ The Great Mr. 

Bull” — dare I begin to quote 

from that? “Then witli one 

big bellow, the collapse of 

pursiness, he abandons liis 

pedestal of universal critic ; 

prostrate he falls to the Jy 

foreigner; he is down, he is 

roaring; he is washing his 

hands of English jierformances, 

len<ls enir to foi'eign airs, 

jiatronises foreign actors, 

browses on reports from camps ^BL 

of foreign armies. lie diops his 
head like a smitten ox to all 

great foreign names, moaning ^ >5^ ' 

‘ Sliakespeare ! ’ internally for u gmmm 
sustaining apostropiie ”... 
written thii'ty, forty years ago ! 

Well, just so many years ago ^ - ‘‘‘'’’-’f vV:^ 

the story was given up; what l‘wj| 
it would have been and win V \J/W 

given up are things now onl) ^ ifflL 

wonder over. V^oiild Ad iantc 
liave taken her place with c' 

Clara and Carinthia, DahUa ,, ^ 

andi?o 5 £<? We hear of her for a V ” ^ ausvh* i 

moment, we S(^ her portrait. 

should w'e have been at her feet ir,..” ‘ ‘ 

with Philip? ‘“Philip, I’ve — 

put the knife to my father’s love of me; Io\e me double’ , 
and so she just half swoons, enough to show how the dear 
angellooks in her sloox): a trick of kindness lliose Iieavenly 
women have that w’o heathen may got a peep of their 
secret rose-enfolded selves; and dream’s no word, nor 
drunken, for the blessed mischief it works w ith us.” 

iMy sole oWection to Sir George’ h Objection (Nelson), by 
Mi*s. W. K. Qliffqbx), is that the title is a little ponderous, 
and that Sir George does not begin objecting till p. 382. 
Otherwise I have nothing hut praise for a hook of great 
charm and brightness, with just one long shadow' tlu'own 
by the past to give quality to its sunshine. Mrs. Clifford 
does not trouble her nice head about any literary style in 
particular; she simply goes straight on wiiere her heart 
and her good sense direct lier, and never misses the w'aj'. 
Of subtlety there is no pretence ; but her characters and 
lier delightfully garrulous dialogues are the very duplicate 
^dtOife. The author’s freshest study is that of a ddj>ays6e 
American w'ho intrudes herself at every turn with the 
happiest results. One lonely villain (feaaale) has to serve as 


Tiaii'lh'i. ‘ I' 
MYM'M.” 

(iMtifttOf I\'rt r 


foil to a collection of the most charming people, ainong 
whom, though he w'as a bit of a prig and on the heavy 
side, we must include Sir George, if only because he 
withdrew his objection just in time. And Mrs. Clifford’s 
scenes are made as lovable as her characters. The 
little village by the Italian lake, w'here nearly every- 
body in the book occurs at one time or another, should be 
the goal of many pilgrimages next season. Will she please 
let us know the real address? We w'on’t spoil the place, 
but w'e should just like, between two boats, to take that 
walk up to “ the other country." Meanwhile we are deep 
ill Iier debt for a clean, sw'eet story, good for all wliose 
hearts are young and their brains not too exigently analytic. 

To contrast Belgravia with Whitechapel and <io full 
justice to both is a heavy responsibility; it has been a 
little too much for Mr. Arthur Applin. But witli White- 
chapel he luis bean successful, and Hill, the Terror of 

— . — — -- — London, is w'Orth knowing. 

“They well forgot," is his 
C own account of himself to thc^ 

' ‘ » Salvationists, “tei- give me a 

§ soul when they made me. 

They only give me a halmiglity 
thirst.” ijady Letiy Lumley,^ 
on the other hand, was as 
clover as she was beautiful, and 
a little hit more virtuous still. 
Every one adored her : and the 
Whitechapelitos, including Bill, 
fell at her feet in a utass when 
she w'ont down to live and work 
sunong them. She will leave 
the average reader compara- 
tively col(l ; a little virtue one 
^ - can stand, hut her perfection is 
intolerable. Witli tlie plot of 
Hags (F. V. White) 1 hardly 
dare bore )OU. Suffice it tliat 
there is pathos in exco.-s wlion 
the Wist goes forth to visit the 
East, and a dastardly burglary 
when the East returns the call. 

^ . It is superfluous to add that 

I M I M, T.. CAKKV n„s „AK tho hoURO looted i. ifii.V’.V 

,1. luciir Silt. iiAsii IT looter is Bill. But 

there is so much that is human 

- — and hiuriorous in tlie book, that 

i you would be well advised to forgive the plot and Lady 
Lefty, and make yourself familiar with the worst side and 
the best side of a London slum. 


Suppose an airship which excels 
All others that were ever ma<le ; 

Equip it with explosive shells 
Of an unprecedented grade ; 

And anyone, if he possess 

A symxjathy with such creations, 

Can conjure up a limitless 
Sujjjdy of thrilling situations. 

It seems so \ery easy, yet 
Most airship stories come to grief, 

Because their authors quite forget ’ 

That there are bounds to one’s belief ; 

So, since GsoBaB Glendon knows just where 
Credulity may come a cropper, 

I s^ The Emperor of the Air 
(From Methuen) is a real tip-topper* 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Loud lioBEUTS, last week, informed 
the Gbbman Emperor of tho accession 
of KingGwoRUB. Unfortnimiely, how- 
ever, wo do not appear to be able to 
keep seenHs like our rivals. The 
Kaihku imd evidently been advised 
already of the event — through the 
agency, no doubt, of the wonderful 
system of espionage ^^hicll is at liis 
service. 

-i' 

In tho recent cavalry nuinaeuvres, 
which Sir John French described as 
highly successful, four horses suc- 
cumbed owing to tlioii- exertions. 
Army horses are so sciirce that a few 
more costly successes like tliis, and 
there will be no more cavalvy. 

‘ All American baby mIucIi is heir ^ 
£20,000,000 has recently crossed tho 
Atlantic. Eveiy precaution is taken 
to prevent its being stolen, hut the 
statement that it is lockeil up every 
night in a safe is an exaggeration. 

“ Fashionable women’s figures,” Tite 
Fjjrpress tells us, “are to resemble 
pillar-hox^s, owing to t he now mode j 
which abolishes tlie waist-line,” Our' 
information, however, is to tlie effect 
that the waisti-hne is not to he 
alioljshed ; it will nier(‘lv coincicle Avith 
tho neck. 

I'Vom Thf' Dai/j/ A'c/r.s - 

“ SWEETflJUin's’ SHIP. 

C ANADIAN lilNUU CMUniNO 
OIULH TO TflEia K1N\N('HES 
IN THE NEW WOULD.” 

W(] had feared tliat it might eomo to 
this. In a Now (and I letter) World 
there will he no men at all. 

One lu'ars inueli of the difficulty 
of ohlaiuing Curates nowarlays, and 
apparently illiterates are accepted. 
The hlcpresH informs us : - “ The Guraio- 
in-charge of one of tho Yarmouth dis- 
trict churches announces in the parish 
magazine that a member of liis con- 
gregation -as four terrioj* pujipios for 
sale.” 

We learn from a letter in The Daily 
Chouwlo that a Swiss Professor named 
Bunge has proved conclusively that 
there is not a word to he said in favour 
of alcohol. If “ Bunge ” he Swiss for 
“ Bun| 5 /' history knows no more con- 
temptible traitor. ... . 

In a paper which lie read at the 
Ootiferoiioo of Sanitary Inspectors, Mr. 
R. B. Barnard, tho Chairman of the 
Metropolitan Water Board, stated that 
if tliey could build .a tank the size of 


Trafalgar Square, and the height of 
Nelson’s Column, Tjondon would empty 
such a tank twice in tw^enty-four hours. 
We suppose that is why it is not done. 

sje ‘I. 

Mr. Barnard congratulated Lon- 
doners on tlie purity of the present 
water supply. Unfortunately there is 
no such thing as pleasing everybody. 
People are still heard complaining that 
there is not so much sustenance m the 

water as formerly. 

* 

With reference to the aloe which 
is now blooming in the Zoological 
Gardens, a correspondent asks how it 


came about tliat it is oouffuod there. 
The answer is obviously that it is a 
Avild flOWTT. 

All tho church collecting -boxes in 
Truro Catbetlral wei’e hircod opcm tlw 
other night, hut, as they had laien 
cleared in the morning after a long 
period, the thioAos, it is thought, unlf 
got a few shillings. This is iho sort «3 
thing which souj-s so many of oti 
criminals, and turns them into enemtet 
of Society. 

♦ * ^ 
“The wprst of autumn,’' said'^di# 
Inshmai3i,^*is that it gets late m early/* 
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TO* AN UNKNOWN DEER 

(ftOMKWHERPi ABOVE THE HEAD OP LoCH FyNE). 

King of tito treeless forest, lo, I come ! 

Tfjis is to lot you liave the welcome news 

That you will shorAily liear my bullet’s hum 

Sliattor Argyll am id her mountain -dews ; 

Will hear, from hill to hill, its rumour fly 

To startle (if the wind he not contnlry) 

The tripper gatliering picture-postcards by 

The pier at Inveraray. 

This is your funeral, my friend, not mine, 

So play the game, for slackness. I abhor ; 

Give me a broadside target, large and fine, 

A hundred paces off — don’t make it more ; 

If in a sitting postui'e when we meet. 

You mustn’t think of moving ; stay quite steady , 
Or (better) rise, and standing on your feet 

Wait there till I am ready. 

Lurk not in hollows where you can’t bo found, 

Or let the local colour mock my search ; 

But take the sky-line ; choose the sort of ground 
That shows you up as obvious as a church ; 

Don’t skulk among your hinds, or use for scouts 

The nimble progeny of last year’s harem 

To bring reports upon my whereabouts 

Jn case I chance to scare ’em. 

If I should perforate you in a place 

Not strictly vital, but from that rude shock 

Death must ensue, don’t run and hide your face. 

But let me ease you with another knock ; 

And if, bv inadvertence, I contrive 

Initially to miss you altogether, 

Stand till I empty out my clip of five, 

Or make you bite the heather. 

As for your points, I take a snobbish yiew : 

I dearly love a stag of Royal stuff ; 

But, if a doEcn ’s more than you can do, 

Ten (of the best) will suit me well enough ; 

As for your weight, J want a bulky beafJt, 

That I may win a certain patron’s benison, 
Loading his hoard, to last a week at least, 

With whiffy slabs of venison. 

Finally, be a sportsman ; try to play 

Your part in wliat should prove a big success ; 

Let me repeat — don’t keep too far away , 

My distance is a hundred yards (or less) ; 

So, ere the eager gillies ope your maw, 

I ’ll say, in tones to such occasions pro|)er, 

The while I drink your death in usquebagh, 

“ He is indeed a topper ! ” 

Nor sliall that sentence bo your solo reward ; 

Our mutual prowess in the fatal Glen 

Your headpiece, stuffed and mounted, shall record 
• . And be tlwf cynosure of envious men ; 

And when they see that segment of the bag, 

And want the tale again and 1 must toll it, 

I ’ll say how stoutly, like a well-bred stag. 

You stopped the soft-nosed pellet. 0. S. 

Overorowdimg. 

^ A, notice at the First-class end of the Biver Dart steani- 
says : — “ Circular passengers pay excess fare.” 
Quite right too. 

f 

H.I.M. TKE EMPEROR OP AMERICA. 

Extracts from “ The Timea” October 4, 1910. 

{By Marconi Special Service from our own Correspofi^ent.) 

New York, October 3. 

This morning Mr. Ropbevblt, by a daring coup dc 
mam, overturned the ivjpublican institutions under which 
these States have existed for one hundred and thirty-four 
years, possessed himself of the supreme executive power, 
and was promptly proclaimed Emperor of America. This 
astounding revolution has so far been unaccompanied by 
any effusion of blood. TJio secret, though it must have 
been known to hundreds of conspirators, had been well 
kept, and the strong measures taken by his Imperial 
Majesty and his friends paralysed any spirit of resistance 
that might otherwise have manifested itself. At 5 a.m. 
the White House was surrounded by a strong detachment 
of Rough Riders, and Mr. Taft and liis family wero 
arrested in their beds. They were subsequently conveyed 
to an unknown destination. At tlie same time the Vice- 
President and the nuynbers of tlio Cabinet wore seized and* 
imprisoned. The chiefs of the Army and the Navy have 
already swoni allegiance to the new Sovereign. At 10 a.m., 
his Majesty, attended by the Princes of the Imperial House 
and accompanied by a brilliant staff, rode through the streets 
of Washington amid deafening popular acclamations. 
Halting before the Capitol, ho made an impassioned speech, 
calling on all those who valued stability of government 
and lielieved in his policies to rally round his throne and 
person. Ho had, he said, entrusted tlie preservation of 
public order to the Editorial Board of The Outlook and 
any complaints must be addressed to them, though lor his 
part he coukl not conceive that any loyal subject would 
want to complain of anytliing. The great policy of Con- 
seivation would now be carried out. His Majesty concluded 
by saying that lie was having a bully time. 

Later. 

The New York American, in a special edition published 
at mid-day, calls upon tlio people to rise against the 
usurper. Mr. Hearst has been arrested, and will be tried 
on a charge of treason. Mr. W. J. Bryan, in an inter- 
view, declares that he lias suspected the Emperor from the 
beginning. The triumph of the Democrats, he thinks, is 
now assured. The Evening Post denounces the Emperor 
as an unscrupulous prevaricator, and declares that no self- 
rospecting American can consent to bow the kneo to Baal. 
The office of the paper has since been destroyed by an 
infuriated mob. Mr. Rockefeller has taken refuge in a 
chui’ch and refuses to come out. The Emperor is now en- 
gaged in composing a message of 100,000 words strongly 
affirming both the Monroe Doctrine and his own right to 
the Imperial crown. As soon as the message, has been 
delivered Congress is to adjourn for an indennite jieriod. 
Seen at 3 o’clock, the Emperor said that if he had known 
what a bully thing a revolution was ho would have started 
in much sooner. The order for the manufaciure of the 
Imperial crown has been entrusted to Messrs. Tiffany, It 
is to cost a million dollars, and is to be bigger and more 
brilliant than any other crown in existence. 

From “ The Spectator,*' October 8, 1910. 

We cannot pretend to be surprised by the news which 
has reached us from America this week. That Mr. Roose- 
velt (if we may be pardoned for speaking of him by a 
name which is now merged in a more splendid and, we 
believe, a more appropriate title) should have assumed the 
imperied purple cannot startle anyone who has made him- 
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self conversant, as wo have endeavoured to do, witli the 
tendencies of American public life and the opinions of 
American public men, especiall> of Mr. Roosrvklt liimself. 
There can be no harm now in saying tiuit during Ids recent 
visit to this country Mr. Roohkvelt (as ho then was) 
expressed to a few intimate friends Ids contempt for all 
non-despotic systems of government. He tliought that 
wlien America managed to sliako off Ilopublican institu- 
tions men of sense and honest capacity would come by 
their own. Tliat A\as his ideal, and lie could not help 
feeling— the expression was his own -that it was a bully 
ideal. 

We cordially congratulate his Imporiul Majesty and his 
loyal subjects on what has taken place. We aro amongst 
those who believe that his Majesty is, with perhaps the 
exception of the Archbishop of CANTKumfRY and Mr. 
WiLJJAM Higginbotham, the p-eatest and strongest and 
most statesmanlike man in existence. Since we need the 
Archbishop for the work of tlie Church of England, and 
since Mr. Higginbotham continues to de\'oto himself ex- 
clusively to the fight against Socialism in Balhani, Mr. 
Roosevelt was obviously tho only man Mdio ivas both 
sufliciently just and sufficiently tenacious for the great 
office of Emperor of America. It is just this quality of 
tenacity (on the importance of which we have so fre- 
quently insisted) that marks the latest Emperor off from 
those who may well be proud to consider tbemseh'es his 
fellowmien. We shall continue to watch his Majesty’s 
career with that benevolent and admiring intei’est which 
is tW to one whose purpose, we l>elieve, will lie to bind 
the sister Empires of Great Britain and America in bonds 
that oannof be tom asunder. 


fimotlcm ])Oflseadiig a Set of Aiiiiioiu Toetb deslgtidd by — 
bajfi'eem devotees attribute ^ir soooess to a visit to the - 
©spot.” * ' 


TO A FOX-OUB. 

I Yoi' stole through the hedgerow’s high tangle of bramblti, 
You knew of the gap by the Imsol -tree’s trunk, 

As sliarp as a needle, as red as a C\mi*bkll, 

Surprised, very likely, but not in a funk ; 

Demure as a kitten, yet wise and har<l-bilton, 

You pricked a keen ear to the orawb in the scrub, 

' Wljero Grateful and Glitter bad stirred up the litter, 

0 bandit^beginner — 0 cool little cub 1 

i Y'oii went like a dream, yet an eye of colil yellow 
You cocked in a crafty but cojifident glance, 
j As much as to tell me, “ Now, bo a good fellow, 

I Say notliiug about it and give us a clianoe , 

! Those lashing white ladies can galklp like Hades, 
j They’d slate me — at present — in less than a mile , 

1 1 ’m small, I’m a baby, sit quiet, and mayl»e 
I I ’ll live to reward you with something w<*rth while I ” 

I Discreetly I watched you dive under tho dowhle , 

1 moved not an eyelid, 1 give you my word , 

' If out of the belt by the ten-acie stubble 

I A jay screamed a menace, well, nobody htnii'<l , * 

j For far in the whinnygroen depths of the spinney 
' A brother, ill-fated, was biting the mud, 

I Borne down in a flurry^ of furies that awrry 4 

And bristle and clamour for blood, ami for blood I 

And so it ’s a bargain, my boy, you ’ll remember , 

Some day we shall ask you to settle the bill. 

Some soft, misty day in a distant Decemlmr, 

When you, a great dog-fox, glide out down the hill ; 
They’ll find you by noonlight, and run you till uioonlighi, 
And I would be with them the whole of tho day, . 

By brodk and by village, by grass-land and tlUhge, ^ 

To locHp ynu, or eat you, throe counties away I ;; 
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HOLIDAY TIME. 

^ IV. — In vhe Wkt. 

Myba gazed out of the window upon 
the driving rain and shook her head 
at the weaUier. * 

“ Ugh 1 ” she said. “ Ugly ! " 

“ Beast,” I added, in order that tJiere 
should be no doubt about what we 
thought. “ Utter and deliberate beast.” 

We had arranged for a particularly 
pleasant day. We were to have sailed 
across to the mouth of the — I always 
forget its name, and then up the river 

to the famous old castle of — of 

No, it ’s gone again ; but anyhow, there 
was to have b^n a bathe in the river, 
and lunch, and a little exploration in 
the dinghy, and a lesson in the Morse 
code from Simpson, and tea in the 
woods wiili a real lire, and in the cool 
of the evening a ripping run home 
before the wind. But now the only 
thing that seemed certain was the cool 
of the evening. 

“ We ’ll li^ht a fire and do something 
indoors,” said Dahlia. 

“This is an extraordinary house,” 
said Archie. “ Tliere isn’t a single 
book in it, except a lot of Strand 
Magazines for 1907. That must have 
been a very wet year.” 

“ We can play games, dear.” 

“ True, darling. Let ’s do a charade. ” 

“ The last time 1 played charades,” 
I said, “I was Hokatius, tlie front part 
of Elizabeth's favourite palfrey, the 
arrow which shot Bufus, Jonah, the 
two little I’rincos in the Tower, and 
Mrs. Pankhurst.” 

“ Which was your favourite part ? ” 
asked Myra. 

“ The front part of the palfrey. But 
! I was very good as the two little 
j Princes.” 

I “It’s no good doing charatlos, if 
! there 's nobody to do tl'erri to,” 

“Thomas is coming to-morrow,” 
said Myra. “We could toll Jiim all 
about it.” 

“ Clumps is a jolly good game,” 

' suggested Simpson. 

“ The last time I was a clump,” I 
said, “I was the first coin paid on 
acdount of the last pair of boots, 
sandals, or whatnot of the man wlio 
laid the first stone of the house where 
I lived the prettiest a\irt of the man w ho 
reared the goose which laid the egg 
from which came the goose whicli 
provided the last quill pen used by the 
! third man Shakspeare met on the 
i second Wednesday in June, 1696.” 

' “He mightn’t have had an aunt,” 
said Myra after a minute’s profound 
^^^ougbt. 

“He hadn't.” 

** Well, anyhow, one way and anothei;, 


you ’ve had a very adventurous career, 
my lad,” said Archie. “What hap- 
pened the last time you played Ludo? ” 

“When I played clumps,” put in 
Simpson, “ I was the favourite spoke of 
HALLCAiNE’sfirstbicycle. Theyguessed 
Hall Caine and the bicycle and the 
spoke very quickly, but nobody thought 
of suggesting the favourite spoke.” 

Myra wont to the window again, and 
came back with the news that it would 
probably be a fine evening. 

“Thank you,” we all said. 

“ But I wasn't just making conver- 
sation. I have an idea.” 

“ Silence for Myra’s idea.” 

“ Well, it ’s this. If we can’t do 
anything without an au<lience, and if 
the audienc/e won’t come to us, let ’s 
go to them.” 

“Be a little more lucid, there’s a 
deal’. It isn’t that we aren’t trying.” 

“ Well then, let ’s serenade the other 
houses about here to-night.” 

There was a powerful silence while 
everybody considered this. 

“ Good,” said Archie at last. “ We 
will.” 

The rest of tlie morning and all the 
afternoon were spent in preparations. 
Archie and Myra wore all right ; one 
plays the banjo and the other the 
guitar. (It is a musical family, the 
Mannerings.) Simpson keeps a cornet 
which he generally puts in his bag, 
but 1 cannot remember anyone asking 
him to play it. If the question has 
ever arisen, he was probably asked not 
to play it. However, he would bring 
it out to-night. In any case be has 
a tolerable voice; wliile Dahlia lias 
always sung like an angel. In short, 
1 Avas the chief difficulty. 

“ 1 suppose there wouldn’t be time to 
learn the violin?” I asked. 

“ Why didn’t they teach you some- 
thing when you were ahoy ? ” wondered 
Myra. 

“ They did. But my man forgot to 
put it in my hag when he packed. He 
put in two toothbrushes and left out 
the triangle. Do you think there ’s a 
triangle sliop in the village ? I gener- 
ally play on an isosceles one, any two 
sides of which are together greater than 
the third. Likewise the angles which 
are opposite to the adjacent sides, each 
to each,” 

“ Well, you must take the yachting 
cap round for the money.” 

“ I will. I forgot to say that my own 
triangle at home, the Strad, is in the 
chromatic scale of A, and has a splice. 
It generally gets the chromatics very 
badly in the winter.” 

While the others practised their 
songs, 1 practised taking the cap 
round, and by tea-time we all knew 
our parts perfectly. 1 had received 


r srmission to join in the choruses, ifhd 
was also to be allowed to do ^little 
dance with Myra. When you think 
that I had charge of the financial 
arrangements as well, you can under- 
stand that I felt justified in considering 
myself the leader of the troupe. 

“In fact,” I said, “you ought to 
black your faces so as to distinguish 
yourselves from mo.” 

“ We won’t black our focbs,” said 
Dahlia, “but we’ll wear masks; and 
we might each carry a little board 
explaining why we 're doing this.” 

“ Higlit,” said Archie ; and he sat 
down and wrote a notice for himself : 

“ I am an orphan. So are the others , 
hut they are not so orphan as J am. I 
ajn extremely fre(jnent." 

Dahlia said : 

“ IVe are doing this for an advertise- 
me^nt. If you like us, send a shilling far 
a free sample concert, mentioning this 
paper. Your money hack if we are not 
satisfied with it.” 

Simpson announced : 

“ World’s Long Distance Cornctisi. 
Holder of the Oboe Becm‘d on Grass. 
Kunner-np in the Ocarina Welter 
Weights {strangle hold, barred). Mixed 
Zither Champion (1907. Covered courts). 
Myra said : 

“ Kind friends, help us. We were 
trrecked this afternoon. The cornet ivas 
sinking for the third time token it was 
rescued, and had to be brought round, by 
artificial respiration. Can you spare 
us a dnnk of water ? ” 

As for myself I had to hand the 
Simpson yachting cap round, and my 
notice said : 

“ We want your money. If you can- 
not give us any, for Heaven’s sake keep 
the cap.” 

We had an early dinner, so as to be 
in time to serenade our victims when 
they were finishing their own meal and 
feeling friendly to the world. Then we 
went upstairs and dressed. Dahlia 
and Myra had kimonos, Simpson put 
on his dressing-gown, in which he 
fancies himself a good deal, and Archie 
and I wore brilliantly coloured pyjamas 
over our other clothes. 

“ Let ’b 800 ,” said Simpson, “ I start 
off with 'The Minstrel Boy,' don’t I? 
And then what do we do ’? ” 

“Then we help you to escape,” said 
Archie. “ After that, Dahlia sings 
'Bantu Lucia,’ and Myra and I give 
them a duet, and if you ’re back by 
then with your false nose properly 
fixed it might bo safe for you to join 
in the chorus of a coon song. Now 
then, are we all ready ? ” 

“ What 's that ? ” said Myra. 

We all listened . . . and then we 
opened the door. 

It was pouring. A. A. M. 
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•‘SIOHTrUt” SWITZERLAND. 

I HAD been reading Eeatb, and a 
desire to '^sit upon an Alp as on a 
throne'' brought me to Switzerland 
for a holiday. 

The *Hhrone," so far, has been a 
basket-ohatr in the glass verandah of 
the Kuhn Hotel," and it is surrounded 
by other thrones of the kind, filled to 
overflowing with people of German 
persuasion. I have sat upon it now 
tor seven days — watching the falling 
rain. 

By now I am soul-sick of my throne 
and these eternal ** Ja,ya’s," and want a 
change. I take up my Hotels und Berg- 
bahnen dor Schweiz — with an Engliii 
translation, Hotels and Mountain Bail- 
ways of the Switzerland,” and begin 
miy search. 1 have only turned a leaf 
or two when I begin to bo cheerful. I 
even laugh as I go further to think of 
all the delightful places tliere are in the 
world. 

There is that hotel in Rhoinfelden — 
“On elevated terrace oft the town in 
nice peasant, and from rough winds 
protected situation, witii friendly gar- 
dens and sliadowy pares, Modernst 
furnished it has the agreeable of a com- 
fortable cure place. It contains 70 
friendly noble fitted rooms and saloons 
(t)io greatest part of it with wide sight 
at the charming Rhine valley and the 
Schwarzwald, many of these with 
sightful balconies) comfortable accept- 
ance for 100 guests. Pleasant resort 
during day-)ioat offers the shadowy 
linden -alley before the Hotel witli groat 
stalactite grotto and beautiful garden- 
grounds with garden hall and next to 
it forest-park till to the Rhine. Eor 
the youth are Play and Gymnase- 
places, croquets, lawn-tennis and run 
about. Prom June to October there 



are concerts of the cure-music.” The 
only drawback is that “Terms vary 
after choice of rooms,” and I like to 
know where I am at the time. 

Bo perhaps 1 shall go to Aarau. 
There “A game-parc with numerous 
beasts in the utmost idillic small valley 
is situated 15 minutes from the town,” 
and 1 am so fond of beasts. But 1 am 
also much interested in geology and 
feel drawn to another place where 
“The richdom of shapes of these 
caverns is not to be thought greater. 
Besides animal like forms as crocodile, 
turilCi atone eagle and bear, there hang 
tender fruits and plants as grapes, 
s|K>ngM; moss and racine petrinca- 
tioas/‘ 

I Wh;|^. though, should I not be 
diverted as well as mstmoted ? Why 
not to Baden^which is ** The eentre 
of oimiisiiig bath-'iife. In the besyicw- 
eibte sltutttioii, free around, the Hotel 


‘Father." “Well, what is it?” 

* It bats herb, ‘A man is known by the cohpant hr kebi's.* Im that so, Father t" 
‘Yes, yes, yes.” 

‘Well, Father, if a good man keeps company with a bai> man, im the wood mam 

IISCAUSS HE KEEPS COMPANY W'UTI TllX IJA1> MAN, AND IS 'J'lIK MAH MAN OOOO ItBOAVSE 
IIB KEEPS COMPANY WITH THE OOOn MAN 1 ” 


has an embracing sight at the charming 
and by age honourable town of Bath 
and the changing country,” Well, I 
am unreasonably nervous, I suppose, 
but I do like the country to be fixed 
and not keep on changing. 

Davos Dorf might be possible. ** The 
Hotel lies in finest and vlewfuUest 
place opposite to the post office and 
railway station. The newly built Vesti- 
bule with an artful wall ol natural 
wood, is worth to be seen and offers to 
the guests an agreeable staying. The 
hotel not being adopted for health 
resort of ilia or phtisica, is only pre- 
served for ^ 8(^oam of ^asgeiigers, 
tounsts and gportemau/* 


I wish to see that artful wall of 
natural wood ; but here, in Bagats, is 
something more praoiioally soduotiVb : 
“House of old renowned reputation 
offers all desirable comfort. Large 
dining and society - halls, extends^ 
shadowy garden, 100 beautifully fow- 
nished foreigner-rooms, with 145 fO- 
Downed good bods. ExceUent cooking 
as well as only genuine wines " 

That takes me quite. I have t|o 
idea where Bagats is; but it seems lo 
contain all that man oould sigh Cot* 
No wine that isn't wine, renoymii 
good beds, and— before and beyond m 
--“speeial rooms for foxeignerst" m 
shall go to lU^ats. 
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WIfISTON DAY BY DAY. 

August 25. — Mr, Vinston Churchill 
decides that: the best place for a Horne 
•Secretary to spend his holiday is in 
Asia Minor. • 

August 26. — The Home Secretary 
invites Mr. F. E. Smith to accompany 
him on Baron de Forest’s yacht, 
Honor. If you can’t spike tho 
enemy’s guns, caiTy them off.”) 

August 27.-— Mr. F. E. Smith accepts 
invitation in a luimorous telegram 
which decimates tire oHicials at St. 
Martin’s-le-Grand : “Deliglited tolrvant 
to the Ijevant.” 

August 28. — Home Secretary and 
party start for Marseilles. While 
crossing the Channel Mr. F. E. Smith 
asks original riddle, “ Why is oiiv Irost 
like an unsaleable wood? Because 
he's a barren Forest,” Homs; Sec- 
RKTAHY dislocates his jaw and Mr. 
John Churchill has a spasm of tho 
glottis. 

Aiujmt 29. — Yacht IFonor, stai'ting 
from Mar seilles, collides with a liner — 
a “ surprise ‘ packet,’ ” as Mr*. F. E. 
Smith wittily calls it. Tho Home 
Secretary faints and dislocates his 
funny bone. 

August 30. — Nothing of iurportaiice 
occurs. Home Secretary mei’ely falls 
from the crow’s-nest, but breaks his 
fall on Baron de Forest ; and Mr. 
John Churchill, while aiming at an 
albatross, falls overboard and narrowly 
escapes l>oing devoured by a shark, 
which is, however, fortunately driven 
off by a well - aimed witticism from 
Mr. E. Smith. 

August 31. — Baron de Forest's 
yacht runs aground on tire coast of 
Crete. Mr. F. E. Smith remarks, 

How nice to be indiscreet ! ” Home 
Secretary has convnlsioas. 

Septemher 1, — WIrilb shooting part- 
ridges at Cnossus Mr. F. E. Smith 
peppers tho Home Secretary in the 
legs. “ Never mind/’ says tho witty 
K.O. to his victim, “it will make a 
good cartoon for Partridge.” 

September 2. — Amid the Isles of 
Ur/rece. Baron de Forest recites tire 
Odes of Sappho. Home Secretary 
in bed- with appendicitis. 

September 3. — Baron de Forest seri- 
ously considering tli^ wisdom of treat- 
ing Home Secretary like Jonah. 
“ Ah,” says Mr. F. E. Smith, thinking 
of Lloyd George and the Land Taxes, 
“we’re all swallowed by Wales now- 
adays.” Serious illness of Baron de 
Forest. 

^ September 4. — Arrival at Constanti- 
ilD]^. Lunch 'iVith the Sultan. Mi*. 
E. E. Smith delicts Hakki by saying, 
“You are the Boss ,for us.” The 


Sultan, who has not heard this before, 
appoints Mr. P. E. Smith Court Buf- 
foon. Order of Modesty (Third Class) 
conferred on Home Secretary. 

September 5. — Baron de Forest's 
yacht illuminated. During a display 
of fireworks Home Secretary is 
struck by a catherino-wheel, and has 
to be medically treated. “Cheer up, 
old fellow,” says Mr. F. E. Smith, “it 
will make good copy for Kouter, poor 
devil.” i 

September 6. — 11 o m k S k c r e t a r y, 
who is confined to his state-room, com- 1 
plains of the meagi’e proportions of tlie | 
Honor. “But wliai can you expect,” 
says Mr. F. E. Smith, “ wlien we ’re in 
Asia Minor." Home Secretary sprains 
his chest. 

September 7. — Arrival of the pai ty at 
Mitylene. Baron de Forest’s yacht 
runs aground on a sand-bank. “ We 'I’c 
caiTving too much grey matter,” says 
Mr. F, E, Smith. 

Septem her — C o n s i o r n a t i o n at 
Constantinople. Hesignation of Hakki 
Pasha. Turkish fleet of tugs sails to 
the rescue of tho strand(‘d yacht. 

September 9.— Arrival of Turkish tugs 
at Mitylene. Soronado by band of 
Lesbian lyres, playing “The Fhiwers 
of tho Forest.” Home Secretary, 
VN'hile tiolling for sunfish, is prostrated 
by sunstroke. Aci’Ing-Governor of 
Mitylene recites an Alcaic ode of 
condolence, lilr. F. E. Smith replies 
with an appropriate conundrum. 
Actino-Governou resigns. 

{To hr roof I mud.) 


WHO WAS DICKENS? 

The Latest Literary Sensation. 

The day having come when all think- 
ing men are agreed that pooide liavo 
had rather more than they want of tlie 
problem as to the authoi*sliip of the 
plays of Shakhveare, we hasten to 
put before the public a literary mystery 
more in touch with modern times. 

It will come as a surprise to many 
to learn that the novels commonly 
attributed to CHARiiES Dickens came 
Iroiu no less a pen than that of Samuel 
Johnson, At least we sincerely hope 
it will. 

The main difficulty in the search for 
tho real authorship of the “Dickens ” 
novels is that of deciding where to 
begin, but a little thought will soon 
overcome this. The Pickwick Papers, 
as being different in form from any of 
the other works, suggests itself as the 
key to the mystery, and so, on investi- 
gation, it proves. 

The attentive reader of The Pickwick 
Papers can hardly fail to be straok by 
% fact that both Mr. Pickwick and] 


his servant have the same Clp*is<aan 
name^ “ Surely,” be will soliloquize, 
“ this is more than an example of the 
adage, ‘ Like master, like man,’ ” and 
he will lie right. It is more — mtich 
more. We would even say very much 
more. 

Supposing you write down tho con- 
sonants of tile English alphabet in 
a column and let B equal one, C 
equal two, and so on. The consonants 
in Pickwick will add up to a total of 
fifty, and so, too, will those in Weller. 
At once we see a design in this 
apparent coincidence. We know that 
we are working on tho right linos, and 
it is a luasonablo assumption that the 
author’s real name will likewise add 
up to fifty. Does Dickens? It don’t; 
not even with Charles thrown in. 

But now let us go back to tho* 
Christian name. Why “ Samuel " ? 
Obviously because the author was fond 
of the name. It cannot have boon that 
of his fiancee. Wo are therefore driven 
to the conclusion that it was his own 
name; in fact, that the real author 
was called “ Samuel.” 

All that remains now is to find an 
author whose name was “ Samuol,” 
and a glance at the dictionary at onc(? 
suggests Johnson. Now comes the 
thrill ! J stands for seven, II for 
six, N for eleven, and S for fifteen. 
IV)tal thirty-nine (loud groans). But 
what about the second N? Another 
eleven and wo Juwe tho magic nunibor 
fifty. 

Having thus proved that Johnson 
was “ Dkjkens,” wo find a confirma- 
tion of the fact staring us right in tho 
face, thus proving once more that tho 
obvious is the best hiding-place. Tho 
title-page of tho key-book runs, “Tho 
Posthumous Papers of tho Pickwick 
Club.” Johnson was undoubtedly 
dead when it appeared, and the papers 
were admittedly posthumous. You 
thought it wuis tho club that was dead. 


Xing Arthur’s Bounty. 

“ €596 now paid for triplets by Pear- 
son's Weekbj." 

“Aid. .Tuhusfou moved that }x«)idji)g tho 
pauHing of tlio street bylaw, that all vehioleis 
on Columbia street be requh’ed to keep to the 
left going u]) and to the right going down.’’ — 
Thr liritish Colamhiao. 

Aid. Johnston frequently wakes up in 
the middle of the night with brilliant 
ideas like this. 


Conunercial Candour. 

The Hotel is admitted by all 

to be the most ungual they have ever 
stayed at .” — Italian Hotel Advertise* 
menu 








Albert {galhintfy gioiiifj im If). * Youns, PaktnERI 


QUI S’EXCUSE . . . 

Ik 1 allow niysolf twenty minixten to 
dress for dinner, I am five minutes late. 
If 1 allow myself lialf-aii-hour, I am 
t(Mi minutes late. Tliat is the naked 
truth, though I cannot explain it. To- 
night T allowed myself a good hour, 
M.nd there was every prospect of my 
never getting to the Johnsons’ at all. 

It was })artly the stud’s fault and 
partly Mr. Cviuii Maude’s. You know 
all about studs and very likely do not 
wisli to 1)0 reminded of their malice, 
out of business hours. You know all 
about Mr. Cyhil Maude, but you have 
never seen ray imitation of him. No 
one ever has. It is reserved for privacy 
and rhy mirror, and J may tell you 
that it is just about perfect. To-night, 
I was starting upon a new stick of a 
new sort of shaving soap, and the 
directions said : — This soap will pro- 
duce a rich, creamy lather, if spoken 
to nicely. In order to soften the beard 
and secure a perfect shave, allow a 
short interval to elapse between the 
lathering and the application of the 
razor.” I gave it its interval and 
amused myself meanwhile with the 
imitation. The rich, creamy lather on 
my cheeks gave it just that touch of 
humour and pathos needed to make it 
perfect, and &e performance, owing to 


the frequent encores, took much longer 
than it ought to have done. In fact, 
when I had finished shaving there 
were about 25J minutes in which 
to complete my toilet and get to 
Knightsbridgo by eight o’clock; ten 
minutes to finish dressing, Jive to get 
to the Tube, five to Knightsbridge, j 
five to the Johnsons’ flat (wherever 
it was exactly), and half a minute for 
general ijurposos. The thing could 
just be done. 

What with one thing (miscalcula- 
tion) and another (further imitations, 
full-dress rehearsal) it was five minutes | 
past eight when I got to tho Tul>e. j 
“ What T want,” I said, as 1 ap- ^ 
proached the booking-office, “ is a good 
excuse,” but they only gave me a ticket, 
and left me to it. Whether it was the 
ozone of the underworld or mere per- 
sonal ability, it is not for me to say, 
but I eventually found myself in the 
higher regions of Knightsbridge, with 
the most perfect excuse of modem times 
at my fingers’ ends. It ran as follows ; — 

“ 1 am deeply grieved to be so late, 
the more so as 1 am a man of the 
strictest punctuality. Acting in ac- 
cordance with my own insistent prin- 
ciples, I started aressing in good time 
this evening, and avoictod with scru- 
pulous care ady digressions or distrac*^ 
Itions which mi^t involve the least 


risk of pioovawtination. 1 bossed and 
prepared to start a quarter of an luiur 
liefore I nooded, 1 set forth at onc« in 
this din'ction. 1 remember mooting a 
cloe.k vvhicli informed me tluit I wan 
vastly in advance of schedule time, 
‘ However,’ I rt'colloct saying to ntyself, 
‘ it is bettor to ho early than bile or 
never,’ and so I arrived at Knigbts- 
bridge more tban punctually. What 
was my chagrin to discover that 1 had 
left your letter of invitation at honu\ 
on which alone I relied for your exact 
address I You will recall iu n)y favour 
that 1 have never been hero bfjfore,” 
(Here they wore to he at lilwrty to 
intermpt, and say something about 
coming again.) i know you lived in 
Knightsbridge, and I IxJioved it at 
3, or 33, or 333, Rutland soinsthlng. 
But that was not good enough, There 
was nothing for it but to return and 
get the letter, and, blaming /nyigilf for 
a slip for whi^f, thongb it was palhaps 
excusable, I could not evouso myself, I 
did so return, and hence the delay. 
PleaHc do not apologise.” 

After all, it was only H.15, aild that 
seemed an excuse quite long cnoualt for 
the time involved. “ Bo now,” | said, 
feeling in my pockets for I he all-|muor- 
taut letter, “now for their addiejih/ 

I You are quite right I kad foi|[Otten 
I the letter. 
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A SCORE OFF THE WEATHER. 

Ye winds that are wastin#' the hedge.s, 

Ye squalls that have blotted tlio lulls, o 
And have doomed us to toy with the edges 
Of ivory pills, 

You may laugh, but 1 tell you, by thunder. 

You make the most horrible blunder 
If you think that J minded this morning the moan 
of the rills. 

Not a protest of misery move 1, 

Nor gird at the heavenly powers ; 

Ntw, rather, O Juppiter Pluvi ! 

Come on with your showers ; 

Blow, hurricanes ! tempests, be bigger 1 
, And, James, will you pass me that jigger ? | 

We shan’t have to go to the Thompsons’ at Tettleby 
Towers. 

.All night I yras nq^lessly racking 
This brain for a decent excuse, 

And still with the dawn it was lacking, 

But, praisM be Zeus, 

I shan’t have that pow-wow to suffer ; 

Old Thompson ’s a nore and a duffer ; 

His wife is a snob, and the girl is a regular goose. 

And the place is miles off, and too many ’s 
^ Che times they have tortured me there, 


And there msy, or there mayn’t, be 
And what should I wear ? 


some tennis. 


And I liaie, I detest garden parties, 

And Dora (the queen of my heart) is — 

She mentioned it yesterday evening — invited elsewhere. 

So hero ’s to the blizzards that soften 
The links to a suety mould ; 

They have rained on us rather too often ; 

This time they were sold. 

Did you see that remarkable cannon — 

The way that it twisted and ran on ? 

We shan’t have to go to the Thompsons’. Oh, morning j 
of gold ! Evoe. 

A VERY PROPER CRITICISM. 

Sir, — I found in The Times the other day a letter signed 
by a Toronto gentleman, asking for assistance m the 
editing of the reminiscences of the late Professor Goldwin 
Smith. The writer particularly requires information eon- 
coming a number of names, which he copies out, remarking 
that his excuse must be that he is 3,000 miles from the 
British Museum Reading Boom and the Bodleian. Now, 
Sir, these two institutions are some sixty miles apart, and I 
any place in the Western Hemisphere to lie equidistant from 
both would have to be much nearer the Equator than Toronto. 
As a matter of fact, Toronto is practically in a line v^ith them, 
and thus, if it is 8,000 miles u'om Oxford it must be 3,060 
miles from London, or if 3,000 miles from London it is only 
2,940 from Oxford. Such looseness of phrase I cannot but 
think extremely deplorable in anyone pro^in^ to superin* 
tend the publication of Professor GonnwiK Sihth's Memoiiii. 

1 enclose miy card, and am Youzs, etc., Nih^tb Bbitom. 
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THE CAT-AND-DOG CLUB. 


ILiuly, having iinarrellrd witli al! lu'i IneinlH, 
(Ifsiies to iiHH’t aiiotlxT in sani * jMisition.”-- 
Aih, rt'scint’id tu “7’. J'.'s IVcrkhj. 'J 


Thkhe is such a relVoshing frankness 
ahout the above announcement tliat wo 
feel the matter ouglit to bo taken up, 
and are accordingly starting “ The 
Mutual Aggravation Society,” with the 
following provisional rules : — 

1, Individuals of either sex with a 
grievance, the more militant suffra- 
gettes, misogynists, inan-baters, candid 
friends, curmudgeons of establislied 
reputation, anonymous letter- writers, 
socialists, cranks, dyspeptics, red-haired 
people, and approved failures in any 
capacity, #hall be eligible for election 
to the Society. 

9. No candidate for election shall 
become a member unless duly black- 
balled by a proportion of one black in 
three. 

8. The objects of the Society sliall 


1)0 the promotion of acrimony by suit- 
able debattis, the washing of dirty 
linen in public, the recital of home 
truths, the exliibition of tactlessness, 
and general treading on corns. 

4. Discussions shall be lield at stated 
intfirvals ))etween Baconians and Strat- 
I'ordiaiis, Free Traders and Tariff Be- 
formers, Globites and Flat-earth ers, 
Vivisectionists and Anti-vivisectionists, 
Mr, Fbaxk Bichakdsojj and wearers 
of “face-fins,” Mi-s. Paxkhurst and 
Mr. Winston Churchill, Coroners 
and Christian Scientists, and pro- and 
I anti- partisans of any subject calculated 
to engender sufficient aspwity, 

I 5. The catering department shall be 
, in the hands of a fenmut incom^prisc 
\ with a ready turn for repartee, or an ex- 
I Anglo-Indian with a taste for pugilism 
, and cayenne. 

I 6. Confirmed snorers, club bores, 
I bill • disputers, by-law sticklers, and 
I waiter-liters shall be admitted at 
ihalf fees on gilding proof of their re- 


spective talents in those direct ii ms, or 
satisfactory reltMimccs from previous 
antagonists. 

7. Family gatherings of a sovenulii- 
bcription shall he permitted (,n visitnm’ 
afternoons in tlu' piuhlod tea-room, hut 
in case any matrimonml dispute should 
be in danger of Icrininating amicably 
tiie club chuckor out sluUl ho in attmul- 
aneo, and before prooi^eding to extrenn- 
ties shall remind thf3 offenders that tlio 
ordinary animosilloH of the- iiest British 
home life should be observc'tt, 

8. The lady fin T. P.'s Weakla) who 
has (piaiTolled with a)) her friends. *and 
the friends in question, shall bo alecicd 
honorary and original members. 


How to Spend m HonoymootSt * 

“ The ht>u«yiuoo« in liejiug hjK'iit OR t he j 
Sovitli CoaMt, the bride ^eeirluii; a jihecit tvi^inuie 
with a black liat."—- T/uj Htiwii, 

We know of few pleasimtev distradlions j 
for the early days of marHtMi life. 
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PALFREY’S TORTOISE. 

(An from ih 78.) 

Bynop»i» <f prcviom chapter. Tho characters 


of the stoiy are (1) the Tortoise ; (2) Palfrey, of 


as Vernon has never shown any affec- 
tion for me ” 

♦‘Why should he?” Carsill asked. 
“ What have you done for him ? ” 

“ More than you know about,” Pal- 


ovXo*^StoU.“ fray answered. “I spent eighteenpenoe 
(oxMptwhenitwMln tlio gtrcbii) and that h« wTOk m recovering him from the 
never took any exercise, except wth a paper Cleansing Department. When I saw 
knife ; (3 to 6, both in»‘lasive) Uarsill, Dumboll him last on Monday night he was 

asleep on a heap ot rubbish. He did 
Palfrey : (6) the Narrator, knonn as I or Me, . , , 

micoiSng to hie plnoc. in th. Kintonoe. Palfrey ®e8‘ “« as usual on my way from 


rdiiivY • ioj liw kiiuviii »« a uj jvlv. . * . ^ « « 

oocoiSng to his plare in tha aontonw. Palfrey “o* meet me as usual on my way from I 
at first led me to understand that he had taken the station on Tuesday evening, and) 

the Tortoise home as an act of~....— — — ... . . i n— ,. 

charity. Then he pretended tliat 

ho had acquired it to kill slugs, ^ - ' 

with two hours off everyday as a hi 

paperweight ; but his real puriKwe Am ' '' 

was to bo able to talk Tortoise, li| |l 

‘‘His what? asked Bew- 

star. ^ .^7'” 

8 aihr . “ Ujckn ’op-I'ICKIn’ again this year, mate ? ” 
swer^ 1 don t quite know ^ , 

what it IS. The circular says 'Ehe 's luok ! " 

nothing on that point. But 

he must have been sent into the world wdien I got home he had disappeared, 
for some purpose.” and so had the rubbish heap. 1 had 

“ Nobody could afford to employ to hire six boys, at threepence a hour, 

him,” Bewster objected, “ if he was to go through all the stuff lifted by the 
entitled to time - and - a - half for over- Cleansing Department that day.” 
time. And at piecework he would fall “ They found him, I suppose ? ” 
below the living wage, and come on Carsill asked. 

the rates, with his wife and family.” “ No, I found him under a large 
“That reminds me,” said Palfrey, flower-pot in the garden shed. No- 
“ I used to think him too reticent and body had put him there. He must 
almost unsociable. And this circular either have crept in under one edge, 
says that he is ‘capable of strong without upsetting the flower-pot, or 
feeling^ of attachment.’ ” elee got inside it when it stood upright, 

“ What to ? ” asked Dumbell. and then swung the fiower^pot oyer on 

“ The circular does not explain. But But as 1 was saying, he 


showed no special attachment to^me, 
and so I ’ve got another tortoise to be 
company for him.” 

“ Did they show any signs of anima- 
tion when they first met?” asked 
, Dumbell. 

“ Vernon did. As soon as Gertrude 
came into his garden he ran at full 
speed to the lettuce-bed — five yards in 
j twenty-five minutes. Gertrude turned 
{away, went slowly through the first 
) hoop on tho croquet lawn, missed the 

second rather badly, and went 

to sleep.” 

1^1 j “ You Tl get a lot of fun out 

jHiil of their respective peculiar- 

ities,” said Bewster, kindlv. 

HI ” So I thought up to this 

iQi I morning. I thought that 

i jjo |l their idiosyncrasies would 

jj afford me endless arause- 

n Ul ment, and might even enable 

Bra Hi me to give the N.S.P.O.A. 

1^ M / some tips for a new circular. 

y H But that can never be now.” 

I ? H “Why not? Have they 
L n wiped ono another out 

jH f already ? ” 

^nH ] fully; “but 1 forgot, to gum 

I a label on Gertrude before I 

SWm turned her loose, and now I 

I ' can't toll her from Vernon.” 


Self Help. 

“Tliis season and several 
others wore run by Miss 
Wj/^ Thompson and Mr. Mackin- 

W[} tosh, and proved a financial 

success,’ writes a theatrical 
I correspondent to Tkc Daily 

Mail. We thought Mr. 
Mackintosh had something 
^ to do with it ; this season 

S? must have been a roaring 

success for him. But we 
tfiSf. hope he won’t try to run 

^ ^ next summer. 

“ Visiioi'R arc leaving the Knga- 
dine round Lake Geneva." 

THE CAUSE. Daily Chronich. 

—What was the matter with 

the old site? 

“Horses and men, who are deeply bronzed 
after their campaigning, looked in the jdnk of 
condition." — JhMin Evening Herald. 

It 's wonderful what a lot of chestnuts 
you see in this sunless country. 

“It has been decided that a Kidpr of Royal 
Artilleiy or Royal Engines shall not be 
compulsorily placed on retired pay until he 
has completed ^ years’ service, or has reached 
the age of 02, whichever happens first.’’— 

XoAm Tribune. , 

We imderstand that the Bing is ^t 
taking any bets on this im. 
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JtUffC {lO'tiUuiuiimj JiUi.), “YoI/’uK. a bit KAUI.Y, Mmi KH, ain’t Yor ’ ThK fair A^IS’T Fv»lt ANOIlIF.t FWltTNUail.'* 


THE PUFF PRELIMINARY. 

(IfifJt ad-notrM{/nhcnfs to the Ptas Aycnt of 
th,' lircvhool OjKiu Vouiponij ) 

I’CHTHCOMINO PRODUCTION Of^ HkHR 

I’hidiheht’h “ Toxin." 

It is now {generally knowai that the 
plot of Ilorr Pliilibert’s Toxin, Mliicli 
will loe licard for the first time in 
lionilon on November 9, is substantially 
the same as that of Scalavaggio’s 
terrific melodrama, Tohhico, performed 
last year by the Calabrian players with 
such cataclysmic results. 

In Toxin, as in Tossico, there are a 
Prologue and two Acts. The scene of 
tlie Prologue is laid amid the verdant 
glades ’of the Apennines, where in the 
small hours of the morning two young 
chemist’s assistants are discovered en- 
gage in pharmaceutical conversation. 

Beppo, a genial young Hercules, 
rej^ts his enslavement to the gallipots, 
while Gian GaUazzo, a saturnine 
cynic, dilates on the tremendous powers 
which a knowledge of toxicology places 
at their ^sposal. 

Both i^he young men are in the 
service of Jlialatesta Spaghetti^ the 
prosperous owner of a drug store in the 
bieibutihil town of Polenta. 

The Prologue closes with Gian 
Ci^lBazzo^ proposing to poison MaUUiZta 


and forge a will leaving the business 
to his two assistants. 

In the First Act, the scene of which 
is laid in the town of Polenta, Beppo's 
marriage with Gemvia, the wiilow’ of 
Malatesta, has just taken ]>lace, and 
the streets are gay with a pfofusion of 
bunting. The iowmsfolk have all as- 
semble to celebrate the event; Gian 
Galea zzo has been the best man, and 
the w'edding presents, upwards of four 
hundred in number, have been both 
costly and elegant. 

Tlie townsfolk depart. Night comes 
on, and as Gemma and her husband 
are sitting down to their supper Gian 
Galea zzo enters the room stealthily and 
stabs Beppo in the hack. On Gemma's 
asking him, in frantic accents, “ Why 
did you do that?" he replies, “Be- 
cause he poisoned your first husband." 
Gemma is at first staggered by this 
awful news, hut, rapidly recovering her- 
self, fells the assassin with a flask of 
Chianti and falls senseless, while a 
number of the townsfolk sing a mocking 
serenade to the bride and bridegroom. 

The final Act is brief and soul- 
shaking; Gemma has be^n imprisoned 
on a charge of attenmted murder, 
while Gian Qaleazzo ana have 

both recovered. Moreover WBaimta, 
who was thought to b^ve 4ied, but 


really came to life while in liU eoftia 
and eHcu|>ed without the knowletlge of 
anyone, retiiros from America with a 
ricli Bostonian wife. DisguisiMl a« a 
tourist, he invites his former aHsi*iUuiM 
to dinner and poi.Hons thorn both 
Then, terrified at his act and drc'ading 
the retrihiiiion lliat must liofall him il 
the crime he discovered, he sei/.oiii hi^ 
wife, jiacks her in a huge haskel hag. 
lifts it on his shoulder, and when last 
W'O see him he is in the distance, fleinng 
wdtli her to his homl> pro(»f hutiga- 
low in the vinO'Clud siiimiuts tW' the 
Apennint's. 

Up to last April 1 tins wonderful 
opera liad lieen sung on the Continent 
no fewer than ,lBf)4 times. It was 
performed for tJ»e time at Moscow 
during tlie Congress of Pharumceutical 
Chemists. 

11. has been translated into B^sara^ 
biaii, Lithuaman, Vinoliim, 
Esjwanto, Caiiouciitauiim, and Manx. 
TheEnglisii translation of Halamfjnidix) h 
libretto is by Mr. Derek and 

is described by Mr. Cecil Doi?erH.s 
masteipiece terse yet hulhoti4 nien- 
tality." 

The underlying tnoi'ul of locale- 
vaggio’s drama, on whlj^i ilie 

libretto is based, aocerding to a iStmous 
literary man who i« also an ei^ahient 
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criminologist, is tfiat all wickedness 
1 and misery are due to education and 
I the gregaVfous instincjfc, while ignorance 
and isolation make for felicity. At 
the same time the poet seeks to em- 
phasize the value of the ^resources 
which science places in the hands of 
strong and self-assertive natures. 

Briefly, Tossico is the last word, on 
the expression of individuality at all 
costs, and this noble lesson is rein- 
I forced by the momentous score of Herr 
j Oddn Philibert. 

Herr Philibert, it will be remembered, 
is of French extraction, but was born 
in England. He subsequently became 
a naturaiised Hungarian, married a 
Bohemian lady^ and settled in Cracow. 
3-)eeply versed in contrapuntal science, 
he is also renowned for his prolificacy 
as a composer and the superbly un- 
bridled morality of his operas, which 
are based on a profound study of Casa- 
nova, Benvenuto Cellini, and other 
didactic humanists. 


FUB AND FEATHEB FASHIONS. 

[Alt American has i-oo^ntly taken out a patent 
for (‘yeglasses for fowls.] 

ALL SMART GIRAFFES 
' HUY OUR 

NECK WEAR. 

Our “Begent’s Park” collar gives 
stylo combined with comfort, and is 
unequalled for value. When ordering 
state number of yards required. 

Collam forwarded in our own crates, 
and delivered free to any Zoo in the 
world. 

NO MORE WET FKE'r. 

EVERY DUCK SHOULD ASK TO SEE OUR 
NEW GOLOSH. 

Hade specially for use in negotiating 
damp village ponds. Only geese refuse 
to wear them. 


Hofne Blobs contains every week a 
special article entitled *,* Chats about the 
Chicks,” telling hens w'hat their young 
ones should wear. Order it. 


Sheared Sheep Ijook Hebe. 
Great sale of Sheep's Over-coatings. 
All smart styles. Apply for self- 
measurement form. Wo guarantee all 
our goods to be free frppi wool. 

Barr, Barr, Black & Co, 


All self - respecting Storks should 
write for patterns of our up-to-neck 
Trouserings. 


V. 


To Elephants and Others. 
* Try our “Jumbo” 
Tusk Powder. 



AT THE PLAY. 

“A Bolt prom the Blub.” 

Imagine for a moment, please, that 
you had forged a will. What would 
be the first thing you would do? 
Obviously you would write long letters 
to the lady with whom you were in 
love, telling her all about it, so that| 
she might love you still more. Now! 
suppose that she quarrelled with you 
(for this or some other reason) and! 
threatened to expose you. W hat would 
be the next step ? Well, you would 
look about in the poorer parts of the 
city for somebody to steal the letters. 
You find, wo will say, an excellent man 
for the purpose — a professional cracks- 
iman, ready to break into the lady's 



The Problem op the U>. employed. 

Claude Itr^cia (Mr. Arthuk Wontnkr), in I 
scurt'h of work, accepts with a very bad grace, 
at tlic hands of Pire Tahtw (Mr. Kdmunu 
Owknn), a comfortable beith as deputy nnu- 
derer to a high-class linn, 
flat and obtain the proofs of your 
guilt. “ No use,” you say. “ I want 
a man who can wear evening clothes 
like a gentleman, make the lady fall in 
love with him, murder her, and ihc7i 
steal the letters.” The burglar replies 
that he can get the letters quite easily 
without murdering anybody ; at the 
same time, if murdering is in the bill, 
he has no objection, and could probably 
do it without making the lady fall in 
love with him first. “ No,” you repeat, 
“ I must have a gentleman for it.” 

Now suppose that you are the gentle- 
man — starving, and therefore easily 
bought. Loathing the idea of murder, 
you admit without argument that if the 
letters are to be successfully stolen the 
lady must be murdered. So you meet 
bar at a reception one midnight, make 


love to her for twenty minutes, and 
are taken home by her to supper, *(Ml 
quite proper, of course, just as if her 
uncle were a Dean.) By this time you 
are almost in love with her, for she is 
extremely charming, reminding you, in 
fact, more than a little of Miss Irene 
Vanbrugh. As you prepare to kill her, 
she is attacked by a real burglar (the 
one mentioned above, who wasn’t quite 
a gentleman). You defend her, fall 
wholly in love with her, and confess 
your fell purpose. She forgives you, 
she pities you, she says that you may 
have the letters — she never meant to 
hurt anybody with them. A moment 
afterwards the man who bought you ! 
appears in the flat ; you give him the 
letters and tell liim that you have 
murdered the lady. He pays over the 
blood -money to you in banlcnotes and 
departs. The lady returns . . . 

Now then. Would you ask her if 
you are to keep these notes? would you 
hold them in your hand for some 
seconds while you work the problem 
out? and would you then, slowly and 
melodramatically, as if doing something 
heroic, set fire to them ? . . . I wonder. 

Anyhow, without being a fwger or 
a murderer, you can see of what 
poor stutt is this play at the Duke 
of York's “ by Tristan Bernard and 
Alfred Athib; adapted by Cosmo 
Hamilton.” I expect Tristan and 
Alfred are the real culprits, but Mr. 
H.'yMiLTON and Mr. Frohman are 
accessories after tlio fact, and cannot 
be let off altogether, indeed, in the 
Second Ant Mr. Hamilton, unless I 
liavo quite forgotten his touch, puts in 
a little satii’e about the stage all on his 
own. I am afraid he is not a born 
satirist. 

Mr. Dennis Eadie and Miss Irene 
Vanbrugh were wasted on parts 
which they could always play on tlieir 
heads (figuratively speaking). But Mr. 
Arthur Wontner gave a very fine 
performance indeed as the gentleman- 
murderer. It made me wish that Mr. 
Frohman had presented him and his 
beautiful voice in the repertory plays, 
whore he could have played the part of 
a real person. M. 


“ The Malakand Icopai-d . . . one night met 
a native officer, who was goina his ronnds but 
escaped before he conld draw his sword.” 

Civil and MUUary Qaxetfe. 

Neglect of ceremonial may be forgiven 
at a crisis like this. ^ 


“ Sir, — Please allow me to support jwd’ cor- 
respondent * Mens Sana in Ooropore Sane.* ” 

This is from a letter to The MancheJt^ 
City News, signed: “Mon-sibi, iM 
omnibus.” A weird language, Iiatin. 




“Oil, Uncle’ Ifow awful!” “Wjiat on kauth ’m thk mattbuI” 

“One ok my .stcm'kinos has a hole in it, and 1 can’t iiEMEMnEi; which I" 


I TIIK MOST IJNKINDEST CUT. 

I f “ DicHsing w< ll tnids i«» a gcuoral retincnioiii. 

' urt‘lmmct«*r.” — l>mhj V(q>ct\\ 
llii wtood at niy suburban door 
In all his raggcdness, 

Soliciting (or asking for) 

Doles of my cast-off dross ; 

And, finding in his tragic talo 
A truth 1 dared not doubt, 

I robbed the local jumble sale 
And turned my wardrobe out. 

1 fixed him up from head to feet, 

And in a jocund mood 
Trusted he 'd think the patterns neat 
And that the cut was good ; 

Till he, responsive to my cliaff, 
Ventured a cheerful wink, 

And said, in vulgar slang, “ Not ’alf," 
And also, I don’t finL” 

Time passed ; some seven months or so 
Had made my memory dim, 

When next he crossed my path, and oh ! 

The difference in him. 

Within his soul refinement dwelt ; j 
His mien was so correct 
1 raised my hat, and really felt 
Inclined to genuflect. 


I realised how much my worn- 
Out clothes had changed him, when 
He showed a true patrician scorn 
For common things (and men). 
Disdaining my uncovered head, 

My deferential air. 

Ho absolutely cut me dead 
And froze mo with a stare. 


THE PROTECTIONISTS. 

It is now, when Summer — as we are 
constrained to call it, for want of a 
better word — is merging into Autumn, 
that the wise person begins to think 
seriously about taking cold, and does 
what he can to prevent it. You are a 
wise person, so let us consider the 
thing together. Many schemes are 
recommended, but the most popular of 
them is the hardening process. A new 
development of the hardening process 
scheme has just been propel in the 
daily Press, the inventor of which 
urges people to accustom their skins to 
the open air by sitting at the window 
for twenty minutes night and morning 
with nothing on, either reading or 


writing, or drying very slowly afU>r the 
bath. 

No doubt tliis counsellor has the 
root of the nuittor in him. To harden 
is the thing ; and the more ways ihore 
are of hardening, the better. U't us 
try to think olj a few. 

Sitting wilfully in draughts is good. 
It will also make you very ]>opulai'. 
“ Are you in a draught ? ” you wiU say. 
“ I ’m so sorry. But 1 Jove them. l)o 
change places with na*.” Draughts, of 
course, can bo found only too easily at 
any place of entertainment ; but in the 
daytime the mouths of the TuW Iffte 
are a sure hunting groumi. A ’I'ube 
lift man either never has a cold or 
never has anytlyng else. ^ 

Going long motor rides in py|amas 
is also oxcedlent. 

And pomading tlio hair with ice i^mm 
has had wonderful results. 

"(ioittg i.0 tho first, Wilkie laud«H) hit tldid 
wiUiui three yards of the pin, ami mieeofded in 
getting the hole with his hext eltot, whiljik vim 
a six yards’ W hig, » 

He must have lieen very t^Uy 
I stymied. 
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• met, includini; a liaid-wovking burglar, wiio for businesa 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. reasons liad temporarily assumed the nom ch querrcf^oi a 

mt ./ L-r- C7,*.> — "i“ “s.'." 

AssuMiNd that the titles given to Occidental nmga/ines quite a smart young man in his way, decided that Skittlo- 
ih Martin Eden (IIhinkmann) are real or recognisable, their himj w’as a successful London doctor, and tlie old man was 
editoi’s must either he sitting in sackcloth and ashes (a so pleased w ith tlie dignity thus thrust upon him that he 
very uncomfortable wmr for tliis time of year) or else decided to keep it till the end of the week. But when 
scouting for Mr. Jack London with six-shooters. The **I)r”Skitilehtn i/ took the Scotland Yard man by whom 
whip ol scorn has often been applied to newspaper men the burglar was wanted for a famous novelist, and the 
by novelists, but neviu* before, 1 should think, with so rightful owner of the borrowed pseudonym for the criminal, 
unsparing a hand. The hero of this book is a sailor wdio tilings began to got rather mixed, and at last Scotland 
has roughed it in many ports, hut being endowed with a Yaid fixed its eye on the “Doctor” as a suspicious clia- 
wonderful vitality and a keen sense of the beautiful, and racier, and very nearly ran him in. “In.steadof which” 
having by chance fallen in love with a girl of superior be performed prodigies of valour — but I mustn’t give away 
station, determines to carve out a career (“make good,” ibo whole storj. Only I strongly advise >ou to read it, 
be calls it) in literature. The scene is laid in Oaklands j wdiotber you can or can’t go to the seaside yourself. In 
(Cal.), and the story of the man s struggles tbrougb | either case you w ill find it consoling, 
grammar and etiquette ami economics and philosophy,’ 

the progress and final disillusionment of bis romancr', and * Of the making of village-books ibeie appears to be no 


Ills occasional bouts - 
of hard manual la- 
bour, are told with a | 
rude strength and ; 
realism that I don’t ' 
tliink any other Jiving 
author could com- i 
pass. Everybody dis- i 
courages Marlin Eden 
and tells him to “ got * 
a job”; editors per- 
sistently refuse his , 
MSS. or cheat him , 
out of payment for , 
them ; finally Euth 
il/or.s'c tliiows Jiim 
over. Then he sud- 
denly makes a hit, 
and two continents 
go wild over his work, 
w hich has h.)on in con- 
stant circulation for 
years amongst taste- 
less journals and de- 
spised by illiterate 
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FRESCOES FOR PUBLIC BUILDINGS. 

iMil'MIlV la iM. in.WAItaED UY FoRTI SK, BVNKiaU'l'f'Y 


-I. THE BANK. 


end. The latest, and 
not by any means the 
w^orst, that 1 have 
road, is Etaee Allen 
(SiD(,\MC‘K AND Jack- 
son), m which Mi.ss 
Diana Meykick 
))lcasantly depicts 
various riniil types, 
ami W’ea\es theii his- 
tory into one of the 
least convincing plots 
that I have ever (mi- 
' countered Onl\ one 
of tlie iiiliabitants of 
lU'aer AHeij can he 
i called in any sense 
iif*w to fiction , the 
le.-^l of them liav(‘ 
dwelt in every lit ei ary 
I! am let since the 
! tastiion for this kind 
I of book began. AZ/.si 
I l)eha Qnat endan, foi 


V • 1 i‘i ' ‘Im'I'miiv la iM. in.w .\iti»Ei» iiv Forti sk, B\nki!IU'1'CY iui.uamnu is Tin; ir\in , , t 

less journals and de- or Ii:\j'it\\ \i..vm k." \ l>eha Qianendon, io\ 

spised by illiterate - - example, is an olderl v 

friends. The wxnid is at his f ’et. hut ho is embittered by i and lovable spinster of direct Cranfoid descent, and the 
its li olio wnoss, take,! bis jiassago lor tiie South Seas, and, others, from the Jtec. Aloifnius KiiKjdon downwards, are 
quietly slipping overhoafd, drowns liimself, T am sorry to all moie or less familiar types. Tlie exception is Maisie 
seem querulous, hut at lliis point 1 am hound to say, Knujdon, an excellent and refreshing study of the ymtli- 
“Why?” Would it not have been belter to write a i ful fomalo bounder. She de.serves a hotter setting. The 
scathing satiro on tlie so-called cullmv ol the present device of keeping the lovers apart by means of a dro})ped 
generation and got it piihlislied in a nice green cover, say, letter, which turns out to ho a })ago from a niamiscri])t 
by Mr. IIeinkmann ? novel, is really too amateurish to ho allovs'ed to pass 

~ ■ without protest. 1 am sure, too, that Mi.ss Diana Mkvhick 

Why break >our heart for the hiiu> hreo/es of biacing is capable of liotter things: and 1 look to sec li(‘r wTiting 
Brigliton, or -my other of the allitorativo aUnremeiits of the thoin before long. The fact is tha', one is getting a little 
advertising agents, vheii you can onjo\ A Week at the Sea tired of “studies of lural life.” Theso students are in 
(Stanley Paul) sitting comfortably at homo, under the danger of outnumbering the models. If they w'ould only 
drip of your own umbiiflla on the Ico side of \our owui rain- select the same village, and “ study ” each other, J shou’d 
gauge? I’ersonally 1 look upon holidays sjient on the like to road tho result. 

beach as an over-rated amusement. 1 cannot dig with a . ... ; 

wooden spade; and to go down to the sea in bathing- nim- of duniouds known ils ‘ tlie 

I 1 1 1 ; i ««« rni-HP of Brotlaiul long Lolore the ludoj- < auijp w aa Imally tnwiied oa 

machines 1 am ashamed, wduch is one reason perhaps wdiy -.Daily 

I love Mr. Skittlebiirif, tho dear old watchmaker who is the ju even belfore tho Plantagaiiet cause was finally 
wheel within wlieels of Mr. Habold Avery’s diverting at Waterloo. 

comedy of mistakm identities. Mr. Skittlehury didn’t — 

bathe /luring his week's holiday because ho was too shy to “TUp nvei*<igp bag of Orouae ia 200 Brace. Tlie Fishing i« Motor 
ask the young lady behind the counter for the necessary Houses, and Tluou Cottages for men.' Jdvt. ia The Heohman,. 
minimum apparel. " But he made friends ^dth everyone he “ It ’s no good, James, the motor houses aren’t rising.’* 




Sbwbkbkb 21. 1910 ] PUNCH, OR THB LONDON OHAMVABL 199 



The Vhiu . *‘I haikn'i notkei* unxi: Wilme in Si’Mivv SriiiKU< i.AUcn, Mits. 
Biiown,’' 

Ml'S. Jtrou'n. ‘‘No, Zru. 'k iun as’ tauen a kisitivr imhmkk. lo 'iin- new CifuMK, 

Ir BE SUMMiri DHEAliFl'I. THE WAY ’« HO GO ON AIIOVT ’iM.” 




• CHARIVARIA. | 

Thk Army Council lias calleil fora 
list of all military statues or memorials 
known to exist in or near liondon. 
Optiniisis are hopiuj^ that tho most 
trying of these are to bo uped us targets. 

‘*Tlio House of Lords,” we read, 
“ is in tlie hands of the decoratoih and 
builders, and tho Peers will assemble 
after the mcess in what may be de- 
scribed without exaggeration as tho 
most magnificent legislative chamber 
in the world.” Can this, we wonder, 
be an attempt on the part of the Ijords 
to secure increased compensation in 
tho event of the abolition of their 
House? , I 

It is, we trust, a hopeful augury that 
ilie name of the place which Lord 
Kitchenek has bought in Kent is 
Broom Park. 

Lieutenant Hef^m, it is stated in 
Beiiin, merely came to our country for 
the pinpose of studying the laiigufige. 
He has alimdy learnt that s-r-v-i-N-o 
spells T-ii-o-u-n-L-E. And we imagine 
that ho realises noW that u Clorman 
officer might not to liecauglit mapping. 

, An official report just published 
shows tliat during 1910 £20,000,000 
will bo pFvid in salaries alone in tho 
Ihiited States to ministers of tlie 
gospel. The ugly feature of this is 
that tli€<so gontloinen will largely earn 
tills money In working on Ihe day of 
rest. . 

The whale which was recently 
w'iishcd U|) near Scarhorough is to he 
buried at the expense of tlie Board of 
Trade. Our sympathy goes out to tlie 
family of the docinisjd ; for among the 
best iisli it is considered a great dis- 
giaco to he interred at the public 
expense. 

From The I>((HtjM(ul fasliion page: 

NO\EIiTY OP THE WEEK, 

MAIiACCA CKUTCH STICK POU THE 
MOTOR CAR. 

The novelty for next w’eok is to lie a set 
of silver-plated arm-splints , and, for 
tlio week after, a complete suit of 
diachylon plaster. 

A contemporary informs us, in re- 
gard to ladies’ dress, that tho train is 
coming into vogue again. We are 
sorry to hear this, and wo Iiope men 
will put tlieir foot down on it. 

Tho following articles, an American 
journal tells us, were found inside a 
matt who was operated on for appen- 


dicitis in a hospital at Cairo (III.): — 
A button-liook, a hat-pin, throe keys, a 
lead pencil, a needle, and a toy pistol. 
It is tliought that .some of these may 
have been a contributory cause to the 
ailment from which he was suffering. 

We hear that the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals is 
about to offer a prize to the person 
wdio suggests the best means of inti- 
mating to lolisters that there is a close 
season for them. At piesent, we un- 
derstand, these poor ignorant creatures 
endure all the agonies of anticipated 
capture even when they might be lead- 
ing a life free from care. I 


A Way they have in the Navy. 

‘‘Now that Hi'h Ijunlunliiji, nttiM' mIbcKhk tlir 
aliipof Imliau H(at«* llntingh and aWm 
una hiiiiffiiig Ib'I’ t» a Imii’it ot a.italy, ta Uvliift 
(k»wii Ilia oars, Irt iis thank tlu- Captain for his 
gofMl seamanship.” - 7'4 • f'lnjiio' 


Jounia\iF|tic Candour. 

J’l'ou* a placrtitl of /\ /, /*. 

“THK rOLICK FOKCK KUOM WtTIltN. 
INCK KTHHI, K KX I'ONP It MH.” 


From the niusical programme hi a 
Bii niinghani ca f^ : > 

‘■OHAftAfTEBlSTir NU’.CF.. ‘ I M l 

What is there about liiti thatt ►io 
typical ? 
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WINSTON DAY BY DAY. 

Septefif^er 10. — The yacht Honor is 
successfully floated. •Tlio Home Secre- 
TABY -while watching the proceedings 
overboard, hut is successfully 
hooked and landed by F. #E. Smith 
with a porpoise lino. “ The first time," 
says “ F. E.," 1 ever caught a 5,000 

pounder." 

September 11. — Arrival at Bey rout. 
Baron de Forest insists on attend- 
ing tliB Beyrout Festival. Intense dis- 
appointment on discovering he has 
come to the wrong place. The Home 
Secretary, in order to appease him, 
sings “ The St.%r of Koe " with intense 
feeling and horrible brio, Baron de 
Forest faints. 

September 12, — The party travel by 
train to Laodicea, where tlio Home 
Secretary enjoys a lukewarm bath 
under the tank hose. Mr. Harris, of 
The TimeSt astonishes the nalive^ by 
his tweeds. Mr. Smith refuses to hathf*. 
“No tanks," he says. Benevved col- 
lapse of Baron de Forisst. 

September 13 . — Manchestet Unanhan 
bursts into lyrical raptine over tlio 
Home Secretary’s holiday. “ The 
Home SECRETiity’s political foe," it 
wrote, “ was no less ahamloniui in this 
glorious holiday, and ‘ Fred ’ did what 
‘ Winston ’ did. Time and place were 
ignored, all social trammels flung aside, 
and the wdiolo party, oblivious of the 
‘gallery,’ enjoyed their holiday like 
‘troutlets in a stream,’ ’ Panic among 
Manciiestor Liberals. 

September 14. — The Home Secre- 
tary and F. E. Smith arrive at Ephesus 
on the cowcatcher of the engine. 
Ephesians endeavour to caiiture Baron 
DE Forest to make now sleepers. F. E, 
Smith repels tliein with innuendoes. 

September 15. — Duck shooting at 
Boutiedge. F. PI. accidentally pours 
the contents of both baiTels into the 
Home Secretary’s leg^. “No doing 
things by halves about me," he explains. 

September 16. — Home Secretary 
returns to Smyrna to have tlie pellets 
extracted. Mi*. Harris of The Tim'-n 
obtains services of an elderly Minor 
Asiatic nurse named Gamp to attend 
him« F. Jil. develops w'onderful bedside ' 
manner. Beads 2)e Forest Lovers to 
the sick man. 

September 17. — Becovery of the 
Home Secretary, who, landing at 
Bhodes, and finding that the Colossus 
no longer exists, offers to stand there in 
its stead. “ Do," says F. E., “ and 
I teach me how to do it. I *11 be your 
I Bhodoi scholar." The Honor again 
I runs aground. 

i September 18. — The Home Secbe- 
I leaves for Constantinople, leaving 
I the rest of the party on their Honor* 


He is personally sho%n over the 
Treasury by Begwel Bey. “ Do you 
have Tammany methods here?" he 
asks. “ No," says the Bey, pointing 
to tlie water, “ we know better : this is 
the Bosphorus.” Home Secretary in 
convulsions. 

Sept. 19. — Beturn of the Home 
Secretary for England. Asia Minor 
in tears. Oflicial mourning in Yildiz 
Kiosk. 


MAIL-BAGS. 

No. 1 The Actor- Manaoeu’s. 

Dear Mr. Wilmington, — I really 
must W'rito to tell you how perfectly 
sircet you looked as the hero in The 
Stro)i(f Jiitjht Arm, and how noble ! I 
was in the third row* of the upper circle 
last niglit— did you see me? 1 was 
next to i^apa. All the girls at school 
are mad about you, and wo have got 
up a sweepstake on your age. I have 
cliosen 26, and 1 do hope it is riglit. J 
feel it must lie. Please tell us I 
Your admiring friend, 

Dulcie Hoi'k. 

{Ansirei : Mr. Wilmington regrets to 
say he is a grandfather.) 

Dear Sir, — I have never seen a 
finer performance in my life than yoiii s 
in The Strong Itujht Arm. The strength, 
the virility, the grip in it W'as tremen- 
dous. It electrified me. 1 have seen 
Garrick, Kean, IMacready and all the 
great actors, but they cannot touch 
you, Sir, in dramatic power. X feel 
you are precisely the right actor to 
})lay the title-role in my five-act drama 
in blank verse, Jfameses the Great. 
Probably^ you read tiiis when it ap- 
peared in the columns of the Toodleham 
Guardian in 1876. It was most favour- 
ably commented on in Toodleham and 
disirict. Believe me, Sir, 

Your sincere admirer, 

Jonas Goldsworthy 
(Betired District Councillor). 

{Answer : Mr. Wilmington is unfor- 
tunately not a constant reader of the 
Toodleham Guardian. He fears that, 
owing to the political situation, it 
would be unwise to stage a drama 
dealing with Egypt just at present.) 

My dear Wilmington, — You are 
absolutely great in the comic scenes of 
The Stiong Itight Arm. I laughed till 
my sides ached. It reminded me of 
the good old times when we played to- 
gether on tour in A Trip to Margate. 
You remember I always said you had 
the makings of a first-class comedian 
in you. Just now, dear boy, I am 
meeting with a streak of rotten luck. 
To be quite frank, I haven’t a fiver to | 
my name, and 1 owe more th^ that 


for rent. Of course it would be oniy 
a temporary loan — next week 1 hope 
to be straight again. * 

Your old pal, 

Mabmaduke de Montmorency. 

{Answer : Mr. Wilmington has never 
played in A Trip to Matgale, He en- 
closes cheque for one guinea, and hopes 
it will help Mr. do Montmorency to 
become straight.) 

Dear Mr. Wilmington, — I am so 
afraid you will think it forward on my 
part, hut I can’t keep my feelings back 
any longer. You must have guessed 
when you saw mo in the pit night after 
night — I could see you were trying to 
look away so that people wouldn't sus- 
pect. Dear Mr. Wilmington, you arc 
the lover of my dreams, my ideal of 
the man who should one day make me 
his wife. Please hit mo know how* you 
feck about this. 

Yours only, Mabel Binks. 

{Answer: Mr. Wilmington, while 
appreciating the honour, regrets that 
he is married at present, and engaged 
three deep beyond that.) 

Sir, — I have just been to sec The 
Strong Fight Ann, and I find it dififi- 
cult to give adequate expression to 
my indignation. Do you realise, Sir, 
that your play is lifted bodily from an 
unpublished drama of mine entitled 
'J'he Jjife and Times of Henry of 
Navarre Do you understand. Sir, 
that your play is the most unblushing, 
the most dastardly piece of plagiarism 
that has ever disgraced the British 
stage ? Are you aw*aro, Sir, tliat in 
this country the thief is punished, and 
]rimishod severely, by the Law, and 
tl.it a theft more deliberate, more 
scoundrelly, more — words fail mo. 

Sir, I await your explanation ! 

Jno. Thos. Jones. 

{.huHwer: Mr. Wilmington has added 
Mr. Jones’s name to his list of claimants 
to the autliorship of The Strong Bight 
Arm. Mr. Jones comes seventh on 
tho list, and his claim will in due 
course receive every attention.) 


“ It would 1 k‘ ovuel to too closely into 

the exact validity of the stories couuectiiig 
Edward II. witli the Castle of Oainnrvon. 
None the less, the conneotion undoiihtedJy 
exists, and tho fortress at the mouth of tho 
Conway lias only obtained its historic rights.” — 
Observer. 

It would be still more cruel to inquire 
into the geo^aphy of the editor, and 
the exact validity of the story oonneot- 
ing the Castle with the mouth of the 
Conway. * 

An All-round Kan. 

“Gai-doner wishes situation ; life experience, 
all branches ; wife, cow or poultry.”— t» 
' “ jSicotemoit J* ^ 
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We 01 ri:il A .SlHiOKs’lIOV to J-OJIEION lU-J irERH IAO^IOKO Ul'Oh ‘‘OUSJilfcVATIO.N ’’ WORK IN HIIS (•dUM'RV. -Whv KOI AMi«*IK 
IMIM.K UUT LFEKCrilVK J>I.N(JU1«KS SO AM TO 15KMJK11 YOOK J»ETKC‘TION lMI*OKsmLE ? 


TIIK ISLANDEllS, 

Mu. Samukl Haicih’k pnrcliase of 
tlio Calf of Man has given tlie island 
market a long-desired fillip, and prices 
now rule Ingli. We undorstand that the 
veiled lady who has long Ixien making 
efforts to acquire the Jslc of Man, but 
hitherto without success, is not, as 
some supposed, Miss TittkUj-Bkune, 
but a not unknown authoress of hectic 
novels with a gigantic circulation. 
Her avowed purpose is to sink it. 

Mr. C. K. Shobteb (the “ Spherical 
Sainte-Beuve ") is said to be in negoti- 
ation for Lundy Isle, with the idea of 
dating his weekly literary cmiserie from i 
that retreat. 

A spirited contest for possession of 
il*e Cocos Islands is said to be in pro- 
gress between Mr. GEonaK Cadbury 
and Mr.- St. Ijoe Stbachey. 

Several literary men are endeavouring 
to acquire Samoa, among others Mr. 


Biuinard C\i*ks and Mr. M\u«roTT 
Watson. 

Offers foi’ the Isle of Wight Imve boon 
received from the (lermaii Emperor, 
wlio proposes, in addition to l.he pur- 
chaso money, to bestow llie Order of 
the Bed Eagle on all the members of 
tlio National Ijil)cral Club. Negoti- 
ations are still pending. 

We have good authority for stating 
that a syndicate of titled Backwoods- 
men are negotiating the purchase of 
Borneo, They have, however, found a 
spirited rival in Mrs. Wiggs of the 
famous Cabana Patch Company. 

Mr. Solomon J. Soi:a)MOn, R.A., has 
i*ecently acquired the Solomon Islands 
and will shortly pay a protracted visit 
to his new' possession in the company 
of Djavid Pasha, Ijord Swaythlino 
and Lord Mondschein of Siaitis. 

Messrs. Lyons, the eminent caterers, 
with a view to consolidating their 
position in the Pacific, have purchased 


I the Sandwich Islands at eiioimous 
I cost. As the lireadfruit tree grows in 
j abundance aqd I ho islands are ovorrim 
j with pigs, tiie effect of their purohaMeis 
[anxiously awaited hy .several railway 
reafaurateurs, 

I “ The Silent Isle,’ Mr. A. C. Benron’h 
j newly acquired property, of which he 
I gives a charming aecount in his now 
i volume, is, wo undeihtand, one of the 
I Magdalene group, and is not one ef the 
; isles of Sunset, of w liicli Mr. Benron 


i is also the proprietor, 
j The Boilly JsJes are being iWJrved 
as a home of i^est for landowners who 
luive been foiled Id Korin IV, 


j “ Ar-coi’diiig to thv VHk*« Hoaifool, gitMsfwd 
I'nitKl. r4vyt(>i«it(«af‘, Burf WaiiHlml .ur ipHtuipf j 
j untn r Ttutfs, 

' Still, the other clubs may aa wgU I 
j amuse themselves hy feoiog the j 


preliminary rounds. 
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holidaV time. 

4, V. — Mauoonkd. 

“ Stroke, you 'ro late," said Thomas, 
buttinji^ me violently in the back with 
hie oar. 

“ My dear Thomas, when you have 
been in tlio Admiraltv a little longer 
you will know that ‘ bow ’ is not the 
gentleman who sets the time. What 
do you suppose would happen at 
Queen's Hall if tlie second bird-call 
said to the conductor, ‘ Henry, you 'ro 
late’?" 

“The whole gallery would go out 
and get its hair cut,” said Archie. 

“ 1 'm not used to the Morse syslein 
of rowing, that 's the trouble,” explained 
Thomas. “ Long -short, short- short - 
long, short-long. You 're s^xjUing out tlie 
most awful things, if you only know.” 

“ Be careful how you 
insult me, Thomas. A little 
more and 1 shall tell them 
what happened to you on 
the ornamental \vatera in 
Hegent’s Park that rough 
day." 

“ Keally ? ” asked Simp- 
son with interest. 

“ Yes ; I fancy ho had 
been rather overdoing it at 
Swedish drill that morn- 
ing.” 

Wo gave her ten in 
silence, and then by mutual 
consent rested on our oars. 

“There’s a long way yet,” 
said Myra. “ Dahlia and I 
will row if you 'ro tired.” 

“ This is an insult, 

Thomas. Shall we sit down 
under it ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Thomas, get- 


ards. Thither we rowjsd, and after a 
ttle complicated manoeuvring landed 
suddenly ; Simpson, who was standing 
in the bows with the boat-hook, being 
easily the first to reach the shore. He 
got up quickly, however, apologized, 
and helped the ladies and the hampers 
out. Thereafter he was busy for some 
time, making the dinghy fast with a 
knot peculiarly his own. 

“ The first thing to do is to build a 
palisade to keep the savages off,” said 
Archie, and he stuck the boathook into 
the ground. “ After which you are 
requested to light fires to frighten the 
wild beasts. Tlio woodbines are very 
wild at this time of the year.” 

“ Wo sliall have to light a fire any- 
how for the tea, so that will he very 
useful,” said the thoughtful Dahlia. 

“ 1 myself,” I said, “ will swim out 


Myra told it to me afterwards, and wf 
a^eed that as a boy it had gone round 
the world several times first. Ydfc I 
heard her laugh unaffectedly — what 
angels women are I 

Ten minutes later I returned with 
my spoil, and laid it Wore them. 

“ A piece of brown bread from the 
bread-fruit tree, a piece of india-rubber 
from the mango-tree, a chutney from 
the banana-grove, and an omelet from 
tl\o turtle-run. I missed the chutney 
with my first barrel, and brought it' 
down rather luckily with the ricochet.” 

“ But how funny ; they all look just 
like sticks of wood.” 

“ That is Nature’s plan of protactivo 
colouring. In the same way apricots 
have often escaped with their lives by 
sitting in the cream and pretending to 
be poached eggs.” 

The same instinct of 
self - pre.servation,” added 
Archie, “has led many a 
pill called Beauchamp to 
pronounce its name Chol- 
mondolcy.” 

Biinpson begged to bo 
allowed to show us how to 
light a fire, and wo hadn’t 
the heart to lefuse him. It 
was, ho said, the way tliey 
lit fires on the veldt (and 
other places where they ' 
wanted fires), and it went 
out the first time because 
the wind must have 
changed round after ho 
had begun to lay the wood, 
lie got the draught in 
the right place the next 
time, and for a moment wo 
thought we should have to 
take to the boats ; but the 



ting up ; “ only in another part of the 
boat.” 

We gave up our seats to the ladies 
(even in a boat one sli9uld be polite) 
and from a position in the stern waited 
with turned-up coat - collars for tlie 
water to come on board. 

“We might have sailed up a little 
higher,” remarked Simpson. “It’s 
all right, I ’in not a bit wet, thanks.” 

“ It 's too shallow, except at liigh 
tide,’‘’ said Myra. “The Armadillo 
would have gone aground and lost all 
her — her shell. Do armadilloes have 
sheUs, or what ? ” ^ ^ 

“ Feathers.” 

“Well, we’re a pi*otty good bank- 
holiday crowd for the dinghy,” said 
Archie. “ Simpson, if we upset, save 
the milk and the sandwiches ; my wife 
can swim.” 

The woods were now beginning to 
come down to the river on both sides, 
but on the right a grassy slope broke 
them at the water’s edge lor some fifty 


tp tlie wreck for the musket and the 
bag of nails.” 

“ As you ’re going,” said Myra, un- 
packing, “ you might get the sugar as 
well. We ’vo forgotten it.” 

“ Now you ’vc spoilt my whole holi- 
day. It was bad enough with the cake 
last week, but this is far, far worse. 1 
shall go into the W'ood and eat berries.” 

“ It ’s all right, here it is. Now 
you’re happy again. I wish, if you 
aren’t too busy, you 'd go into the wood 
and collect sticks for the fire. 

“ 1 am unusually busy,” T said, “and 
there is a long (junie of clients waiting 
for me in the ante-room. An extremely 
long (jueue—ahnoBt a half-butt in fact.” 

I wandered into the wood alone. 
Archie and Dahlia had gone ami-in- 
arm up the hill to look at a view, 
Simpson was helping Myra with the 
hampers, and Thomas, the latest arrival 
from town, was lying on his back, 
telling them what he alleged to be a 
good story now going round London. 


captain averted a panic, and the fire 
was got under. Then the kettle was 
put on, and of all tho boiled winter 1 
have ever tasted this was the best. 

“ You know,” said Archie, “ in Simp- 
son the nation has lost a wonderful 
scout-master.” 

“ Oil, Samuel,” cried Myra, “ tell us 
how you tracked the mules that after- 
noon, and know they were wounded 
because of tho blood.” 

“ Tell us about that time when you 
bribed tho regimental anchovy of 
Troop B to betray the secret password 
to you.” 

“ I ignore you because you *re jealous. 
May I have some more tea, Miss Man- 
nering ? ” 

“ Call me Myra, Scoutmaster Simpson 
of the Spectator troop, and you shall.” 

“ I blush for my unblushing sex,” 
said Dahlia. 

“ I blush for my family,” said Archie. 
“That a young girl of gentle biHb, ( 
nurtured in a peaceful English hofiie, 
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HOW MISS REOCLIFFE BECOMES LA PLUS CHIC DB TOUT KBNSINOTON. 


.brought up in an atmosphere of old- 
1 world courtesy, should so far forget 
.herself as to attempt to whoodlo a 
Ipromising young scoutmaster, who can 
light a fire, practically speaking, hack- 
,wards”this, I repeat, is too much.” - 
I , It was Thomas who changed the 
subject so abruptly. 

I “ I suppose tile tide comes as far as 
this?” he said. 

“ It does, captain.” 

“Then that would account for the 
.boat having gone.” 

“ That and Simpson’s special knot,” 
;I said, keeping calm for the sake of the 
women and children, 
i Archie jumped up with a shout. 
|The boat was about twenty yards from 
the shore, going very slowly up- 
stream. 

“ It ’s very bad to bathe just after a 
heavy meal,” 1 reminded him. 

“ f ’m not sure that 1 ’m going to, 
but 1 ’m ,quite sure that one of us will 
have to.” 

“ Walk up the river with it,” said 
Myra, “while Dahlia and I pack, and 
the one who 's first digested goes in,” 

We walked up. 1 felt that in my 
own case the process of assimilation 
would be a len^hy one. A. A. M. 

“ It may be said of him, as ' Hamlet ’ said of 
his father : — , 

^ 1. (His was.geutla; and the elomenta so 
‘ tmt«A itr Kim Chat Nature might stand up and 
say to sU Cite world : “This was a man.” 

, Darwm mnd Omnty CkmUe. 

HiKmlftt was full of these nice ideas 
about hb lather. 


THE COUKSE OF TKUE LOVE. 

June, 1908. — Announcement of the 
betrothal of Miss Tilkins,> daughter of 
Senator Tilkins, to the Duke of the 
Niubuzisi. , . f, , 

July, 1908. — Senator Tilkins denies 
that there is an engagement between 
his daughter and the Duke of the 
Niubuzzi. She shall matry, ho says, 
no one but an American citizen. 

A'ugust, 1908. — The Duke of the 
Niubuzzi expresses his willingnt^ss to be- 
come an American citizen. Announce- 
ment of his engagement to Miss 
Tilkins, daughter of l^nator Tilkins. 

September, 1908. — It is officially 
announced that the engagement be- 
tween the Duke of the Niubuzzi and 
Miss Tilkins has been forbidden by the 
King of Italy. 

October, 1908. — The Duke of the 
Niubuzzi leaves for the North Pole. 

June, 1909. — ^Eotum of the Duke of 
the Niubuzzi from the North Pole, and 
announcement of bis engagement to 
Miss Tilkins, daughter of Senator 
Tilkins. 

July, 1909. — Denial by Senator 
Tilkins that the Duke of the Niubuzzi 
is engaged to Miss Tilkins. The Duke 
of the Niubuzzi leaves for the Andes. 

November, 1909. — ^Betum of the Duke 
of the Niubuzzi from the Andes, and 
arrival in New York. He is in daily 
attendance at the Tilkins* mansion. 

December, 1909. — Ofiloial announoe^ 
ment of the engagement of the Duke 


of the Niubuzzi to Miss Tilkins, 
daughter of Stmator Tilkins. 

January, 1910.— The marriage of i he 
Duke of the Niubuzzi and Miss Tdkins 
forbidden by the Pope. The Ihtke nf 
the Niubuzzi ItMivos for the South Polo. 

June, 1910. - Iteturn of the Duke of 
the Niubuzzi from the South Pole, am) 
announcement of Itis engagement 
Miss Tilkins, daughter of Senahu' 
Tilkins. 

July, 1 9 10.- - Senator Tilkins ilm 
mands full Quirinal and Vatican righU 
for himself and family if the engago- 
ment proceeds. 

AvguHt, 1910 — Although the Duke 
of the Niubuzzi expresses hi.s readimNs 
to kiss Senator Tilkins’ too, the opposi 
tion to the match in tiio highest I 
quai’ters is too much for liim, | 

Smytemher, 1910. Offi<‘ial denial that 
the Duke of the Niubuzzi is engaged to 
Miss Tilkins, daughter of Senator 
Tilkins. 

Spanish Chestnuts. 

“On fke c*(*utrary, an tin* H{i«.iiiAid «u»d oti ^ 
l)Oan1 Mhiu when aHkeil it In* Imd had liis ; 
breakfaHt .*'— MaiL \ 

Why drag in Spain ? ’ 

“Hilliard TaMf, 0ii». .lin., aisps* 

Boriea.” — Add. in ‘ J)aily AVmw.*’ 

I Unless the accessories include a long 
rest we cannot take it. 

“Subcoiwoiomily Pei’oy luited tliat papkV 
bIiom wore of temblo thiokutNM^ amt uumbat^ 
at looat olevon.”— , 

It ’8 a mistake to marry into a cenH- 
pede*8 fiunUy. 
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• 80 SIMPLE! 

. We gather from Vhe repoit of the 
Whitehall Conference, held last Wed- 
nesday, on Land Valuation Form 4, 
that Mr. Lloyd Geobob Bt91 persists 
in considering its language to be intel- 
ligible to the merest child. As, for^ 
instance, the following paraj^raph from 
the “instructions" defining “site 
value" : — 

“The lull sitevulueof land ini-ttiuit lie amount 
wliioli 1 't‘uminH alter deducting from the gnjHH 
value of the land 1 ho 411(01*0100 (if any) Ixstween 
tliat value and the volue vvhioh tho fee simple' 
of tho land, if sold at the iimo in the open' 
market by a willing seller, iniglii lie exi»etod’ 
to l•caUso if the land \vci*o divested of any 
buildings, and of any other straoturos (in* 
eluding ft.\cd or attaehod niachinei’y) on, in or 
under the snrfive, vvhioh are a)>i>urtonaiii to, or 
used in eonnention with, any sin'h buildings, 
and of all gt'owiiig tinilxw, fruit trees, fruit, 
bushes, and other tilings growing thui'etm." 

It w, of course, quite admirably 
pointed and terse ; but still we have a 
feeling that the fourth-form boy, or, 
for tliat matter, the average house- 
holder, would better appreciate the full 
beauty of the passage if it were ren- 
dered in a more familiar dialect, and 
fortunately there is an available nuxlel 
at liand, as somewhat thus ; — 

This is tho Site that I^loyd George 
taxed. 

( We omit the crescendo.) 

This is tlio Piffling Amount at coimnand , 
By which the Gross Value, to wit, of 
tlio Land 

One fine day exceeded its fee simple’s 
Worth 

Attaclied at tJie time to that same Plot 
of earth, 

Which the Seller, impelled by ilictatcs 
of his heart, 

Converted and turned into casli in the 
Mart 

(The same being opon^l quote from 
Form IV.), 

That divested tho Plot of tlie Buildings 
it boro, 

Not to speak of tbe Structures and 
other things fixed, 

Such as pigstyes and barns and ma- 
chinery mixed, 

On,* in, even under the Landscape in 
view. 

And connected tiierewith and pertain - 
, ing thereto, . , 

That embraced gi’owing timber, finiit 
buslies and trees, 

And any removable thing you could 
seize 

On the Trumpery Site that Lloyd 
Geobob taxed ! Ziozao. 


Motto for Mr, Lloyd Gborqe'b Land 
Valuation Scheme: Small profits,! 
quick returns,'* i 


GUIDE TO BILLIARDS, 

Attitude . — For ordinary strokes it 
will be found by practical experience 
that the best results are produced by 
placing the feet on tbe floor — not on 
the table — in an easy, natural manner. 
If, this is done calmly and without 
premeditation the feet will spon- 
taneously adopt an angle of 45 degrees 
to each other. This angle is called the 
“ natural angle," a thorough knowledge 
of which is the basis of all good 
billiards. It is essential that the feet 
should be, as nearly as possible, a pair. 

The weiglit of the body is now taken 
off the cushion rail, upon which it has 
hitherto been resting, and placed upon 
the logs. The Iwdy is then gently 
inclined towards the table, care being 
taken that the chin is not allowed to 
rest upon the bed. 

While the stroke is being made the 
feet must be planted firmly on the floor. 
Should they show signs of mobilisation 
it is advisable to place a heavy weight 
upon them until the stroke is played. 
In clubs and public rooms the marker 
will lie delighted to sit on the player’s 
feet if necessary. 

Holding the Cue. — In making an 
ordinary stroke the cue should never 
bo held by more than one pei'son at a 
time. Some players bold the fcue 
loosely in tbe hand, a few indies from 
the butt-ond. Others grasp it fi)mly| 
at a point a few inches from the middle. 
Tho former arrangement is better suited j 
to the Spring-Tip cue, which is rapidly | 
ousting the old-fashioned aiticle. The 
cue-arm is generally l^ent at tlie elbow, 
but splendid results in all-round can- 
nons Jiate been adiieved with swing- 
ing shoulder shots. 

Many good patent cues are now on 
the market. For weak people tlie 
Percussion Cap Cue or the Bpring-Tip 
Cue may be reconimended. Tlie latter 
is an ingenious arrangement, wliich 
saves tho player a lot of trouble. You 
merely take aim at the ball and press 
with the thumb a button in the butt. 
This action releases a coil spring 
liehind the tip, which flies out in the 
direction aimed at, hits the ball, and 
returns to its place in a flash. Most 
people have found it impossible to 
acquire that steady, straight, piston- 
rod action which is desirable in good 
billiards. Tbe Spring-Tip Cue dis- 
penses with the necessity for studying 
this feature of the game. We under- 
stand from Messrs. Woii'oughes and 
Batts, tbe patentees, that it is impos- 
sible to cut the cloth with this cue. 
The Telescope or Guest-Cue— for long 
or short players — is very suitable for 
private house purposes. 

^ The Bridge, bridge is built 


about nine inches from the ball to be 
played, and may be constructed in* the 
old Boinun style or on the cantilever 
principle. For people with long th umbs 
jtlie latter is perhaps most suitable, 
i Nervous players should not make 
bridges.’, They aro advised to lay a 
piece of billiard clmlk on tlie cloth 
about a foot from the ball, place the 
patent Spring-Tip Cue across it, take 
aim, and fire. 

Addressing the }iall.~\T) addressing 
the ball the point is to make your 
remarks about your opponent’s stylo 
of play and the position ho has left for 
you as sarcastic and cutting as you 
can . During the address , if you h appen 
to touch the ball witli your cue, it 
counts one to your opponent. 

! Taking aim. — When tipping a cue 
tho marker invariably leaves parts of 
the' tip ragged and untrimined. This 
is to assure correct alignment for the 
player wlien he looks along tho cue — 
the imtrimmed part of the tip forming 
the front sight, and tlie liridge pro- 
viding the back sight. When taking 
aim jt is not necessary for the beginner 
to know where the balls will ultimately 
settle, if he should succeed in striking 
them ; this knowledge comes in the 
fulness of time. 

I Striking the Ball. — This is the most 
important feature of the whole game. 
Indeed, some authoi'ities liold that if 
the halls were not struck now and 
again it would lie almost impossible to 
i i)lay billiards. 

I What more tlian anything else dis- 
tinguishes a good player is tlie cor- 
rect contact of liis cue tip with the 
ball. That contact vdiicli emits a crisp, 
clicking noise as tho tip touclies the 
ball is correct. And this crisp noise 
may be produced liy sliglitly toasting 
tho tip before fixing it to the cue. 
Players of a “ soft " game use buttered 
1 tips, but jilain toasted tips, wlien 
brouglit into contact wdtJi nicely 
warmed balls, produce tho crispest 
noise. 

Never give your liall a hint of tlie 
exact spot upon which you inteml to 
strike it. Make a few feints before 
you hit out — so as to put it off. If, for 
instance, you wu’sh to 8ci*ew back, you 
must pretend you are really trying for 
a follow through ; aim to hit your ball 
on the scalp, and then, before he has 
time to recover his guard, jab him hard 
in the belt. Always act quickly. Ivory 
balls are very tricky and suspicious. 

Touch and Tojte. — A good^ear can be 
cultivated only with the aid of ivdry 
^alls. “I tri^ for a B*flat cannon, 
and got a losing hazard in G-sharo," 
id a common wail of thpse who , play 
with composition. 




THE PLANTAIN. 

Whenever I meet, as I sometimes Jo, 

A Hian wbo is all but bent in two ; 

Whose hand is tense, while liis eyes look down, 

And his brow ’s cross-hatched witli an awful frown ; 
Whose lips are tightened to show beneath 
Two furious rows of gleaming teeth, 

1 know him at once ; “ Well met,” I cry ; 

“ You ’re a Plaintain -Demon, and so am 1.” 

You should see me mark in a slow advance 
IMy track on the lawn with a two-pronged lance. 

I prod with might and I stab with main 
The deep-set root of the tough plantain ; 

And then with a heave and a groan I prize, 

And out, but never quite out, he flies ; 

He leaves an eighth of an inch or so 
And immediately sets to work to grow. 

Bometimes he fights, as a plantain can 
When he rallies his strength against a man ; 

1 settle ^6 lance-head deep and true, 

And it ’s up — come up ! But the leaves slip through. 
Then 1 set my jaws and 1 dig and dig. 

While the eei^ flies out and the hole gets big, 

And the gardener^ watching woi^k, looks blue in 
His gardening clothes, and the lawn 's a ruin. 


I wag never a man to work by snatches, 

So I stick to my task till the lawn ’s all patches, 

And the weeds attest in a heaped up lull 
My dauntless force and my deuclly skill. 

But, oh, when after a week 1 come 
To the scene of the fight my liypart is glum. 

For every patch where a plantain grow 
Ts alive with a new one, some with two! 

So J set my jaws, and I sot them tighi, 

And I stab with main and I prod with migiit, 

And, although I own that I cannot an 

Advance in my moie than Sisyphean 

Self-set task as a plantain- spit ter, , 

I won’t give up, for 1 ’m not a quitter. 

I shall die some day, for such liinours pith me, 

And then you must bury a plantain w'lth me. 

— . U..J,| iiiejLJJ 

“The Pmnicr says the work of inoiKsding lahhitM is eunloJ out hy 
properly (jualified omccrs connorted witli the export tradti. 

* I can scarcely lielieve,’ odds Mr. VVfule, ‘ they would ollow gtiy 
rabbits to go into consumption that are untit for fuaMJ.’" 

Sydney JHcr(%id, 

Certainly no rabbits w’hicb have gone into couHumption 
are fit for food. 

Students of Esperanto are complaining tliil there is^not 
a single ** sweat word ” in the language. 
a happy combination of the leading expletives df ifll nations f 



THE PHIEOMELOGRAPH. 

['* Duriiiff the coming wiutoi' the night ingiilcN song wiK ho keaid on 
the gramophoim.’’— />?«'<■)»(!/ /Afjvr.J 

BttOVi'N Attic bird, this is indeed a })loasure I 
No more in darkling woods to wait about, 

But all day long to have your liquid measure 
Emerging from a •corrugated B])out ; 

Thrice happy thought ! the youngsters whisper, ** Daddy, 
Turn on the nightingale and lo ! you play, 

Rending the calm that follows “ Yip-t-aildy 
Lay-i-ay." 

Ah mo, w’hai ocstasios the pagan poets 
Have missed by dying early ! What wild treats 
*Till now have never been recorded ! Oh, it 's 
A shame to tliink of Colkridgk and Keats : 

That he (the last), who loved your swift effacements 
, In labyrinthine gloom, could never write 
On what you soun^d like through Earl’s Court casements, 
Ope to the night ; 

Could never fade awa^’ when cares wore pricking 
Through parlour wmdows where the firelight gleams, 
And Jones pretends he likes your guttural clicking 
Far better than the latest comic themes ; 

Could never feel tliat voice (if thus translated) 

On Ruth, amidst the alien com-sheaves sad, 

Worse than aU else would probably have grated — 

It was too bad. * 


But wo are happier ; w e can bear it mingle 
With “ all the well-known operatic stars ; " 

Ay, and wdth all the catchy tunes that jingle 
In music-halls and restaurants and bars. 

What sounds shall smite tlio air, wliat vocal vi^de. 
When wails for Itylus sliall lead the van, 

Fighting (across tlie way) demands for Kelly, 

Kelly from Man ! 

And, oh ! unhappy bride beloved of Procne — ^ 

You whom a lurid past forbade to frisk, 

Eternally remorseful 1 now tlie cockney 
Can buy your wood-notes on a metal disc ; 

Whate’er to ancient Greece you do (or did) owe. 

If but the griefs wdthin your bosom pent 
Can utterly oulmourn the Meriy Widow, 

I am content. Evoa, 

“ PouTiTNE-TEi.Liis'o IS THE Teaoitp.— (’ all any reader give instruo- 
lions in fortune-telling by tea grounds, so that one can tell if they may 
exiKJct a visitor, letter, present, etc. ? Can I got a book with 
dii'octioua 1 — Pkaiil."— F arz/i, Fwfd, aiid Fireside. 

Yes, you can, but it requires a ver>' tricky combination of tea- 
grounds. It is much easier to get a visitor or^ letter. 

1 


Biscuit foreman wanted ; to take entiie charge of a small plant,**— 
Adi^. in ** Scotsman**’ , ^ 

We know several gardeners prepared to take entire ^ha^ 
of a smaH biscuit. 
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ANOTHER OPEN LEriBR TO 
MR. LLOYD GEORGE. 


POPULAR SONG ILLUMINATED. / 

t 


This subjoined would appear, from 
inteitial evidence, to have reached our 
office in mistake for that of a di.s- 
tinguished contemporaiy. Mr. Punch, 
liowever, wJiose politics are above 
question or party, has pleasure in puh- 
lishing it, witli the usual reservations, 
as a striking instance of — 

(a) Yet anotJior once-flourishing in- 
dustry ruined by the most predatory 
Government of modern times ; or 
(h) The grumbling of a discredited 
Tory minority (according to tlie taste 
and fancy of the reader). I 

Sir, — Permit me respectfully to call 
your attention to an especially sad case 
(my own) whose present unfortunate 
position is directly due to the iniquitpus 
measure associated with your name; 
though so far it has not, I believe, 
received even the consolation of pub- 
licity. Know then, Sir, that, as an 
occasionally literary man, it has been my 
custom, for many successive Augusts, 
to address, at the beginning of that 
month, some signed communication 
of general interest to the liospitahlo 
columns of a morning journal, whicli 
it would he superlluous for me, in this 
place, fiirtlier to particulari/o. As tlieso 
communications are invai iahly of such 
a nature as to evoke siithcient replies to 
last, with care, for two pages daily 
throughout the entire vacation, 1 Jiavo 
lieen in the liabit of receiving, at its 
conclusion, a generous pocmiiury l ewai’d 
from the grateful editor whom it has 
thus been my pleasure to serve. For 
tliis autumn, lielped perliaps by tlie 
recent spells of wet wither, so con- 
I ducive to composition, I had prepared 
a selection of topics of an exceptionally 
promising and provocative character, 
ranging in extent from queries such as 
“ Should Women Aviate ? ” to “Is 
Food Dangerous?” In short, 1 had 
every reason to look forward to a re- 
munerative season ; and my small hut 
de.serving family, whose annual holiday 
by the sea is in great measure financed 
by my pi'oductive pen, were already 
anticipating the delights of saluhi’ious 
Southend, when what. Sir, do 1 find ? 
That paper to which I have already 
referred, whose chivalrous welcome was 
ever (in August) extended to the down- 
trodden and tne verbose, is already 
filled, well-nigh from cover to cover, 
with real letters from real people on a 
real grievetnee. Sir, I ne^ say no 
mow. “ You take away the means by 
whioh I live ” (Shakspeare). For 
thi« year at least, an indignant family 
must go without their ozone, because 
‘the money to provide it remains un- 




“ — WhEJIK HKR Y0U.\<< hero .sI.KKI'M 
(Ku’Etera, etcetera, eiue— tkua !).” 


earned, and uneamable, increment. 
This is wliat your so-called land valua- 
tion scheme has done for 
Yours despairingly, A Side-VictiH. 


BROTHERLY LOVE. 

[“To a oei*Uiu extent evoiy iiiiiHimn is a 
poet.”— Fitpee.'i 

All down the street each day he caHs 
And turns his organ’s handle round, 
While blatant ditties from the Halls 
Throughout this tenement resound. 
His garb and trade appear to be 
Twin proofs of grmdmg peiverty. 


And I have cursed him well * at 
times. 

His music clothes with added pain 
The painful tas^ yf wremhiug rl^yaves 
Out of a none tno fertile brain ; 

I weep to think bow often “ Yip- 
-i-addy ” *s given mo the pip. 


But now my anger waxes dim ; 

He stands quite high in my reggrd, 
Since I can i^cc^ize in him 
A kindred sou^ a brother bard. 
To-morrow, when be eomus, 1 thinlt 
I ’ll go and offer him a drink. 
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' i rrmriLT i Splendid exofcise, all contests being 1 got ofif, landed, gone ashore or ofrher- 

\IIINTS ON YACFlTING. under B, of T. rules. (See also Spars.) j wise disembarked, as lawyers would 
To OA’n a yacbF “think of it! A iipanker, — On second thoughts, don’t i saj'. This being so, and an immediate 
yacht of your vcr> own, i-iding proudly bother about this. She is probably i start for the station being imperative, 
at anchor in Mudsca Bay— tugging at doing her best, and isn’t used to cook- 1 the yacht is left to herself and the 
her hoadHtall, as it wore, waiting for ing over a slush lamp. j ceremony is complete. The subsequent 

you to mount and, spuniinf^ the angry Peak Halyards , — Oh, those peak 1 transference of the Saucy Susan or the 
waves, to round the Noro on her, and halyards! How many a gallant main- Pr«% Poliy to her former owner at 
he as ill as you like. If you are a true sail has been lost for want of a few half-price is another story. 

Briton, the call of tlie sea will come peak halyards. Take identy of them.j 
one morning in your life- -on a Til urs- Fill your pockets wdth them. 'nT-mvrnxrm 

day, perhaps — and >ou will calmly On the Port Tack. —-’With strong- ELEMENT OF DlSCOIiD. 

inform your wife at hreaklast that you soled canvas shoes on, this should not It was a big crowd. Any Cabinet 
arc thinlcing of buying a small yacht. l)e very painful, but if your feet are in Minister would have been proud to 
Having chosen tlie kind of craft you “the altogether” at the moment re- address it. 1 stood on the outskirts 
can afford, you siiould pay for it, and member that you are not at home, near a young man with a cigarette, a 
immediately splice the main brace — and that Mrs. Boundorby was strictly buttonhole, and a flexible cane, also a 
but don’t ovoido it. Splice it once, brought up. girl next to the cane. Near me was a 

a^^i^d ^^1| a V e person wUh 

take the Bonn- VIRGINIBUS PLUVIlSQUE. social scale be- 

derbys with YOU — , »„ tween the two, and 

Shall ME sroi* Kow, 1)0 YOU THINK r , . vu 

if they will go, Wkli., r’liAws me ’ i> hettek. The light’s getting a bit thioky.” !" 

They Will ; so with Prime Ministers 

your new yachting cap, at the covoted Ckafs. — ^Theso are her (the yacht’s) who look like butlers or butlers wdio 

angle, one hand upon the tiller and hairpins, and will be found all over the are mistaken by romantic and foolish 
the other at your mouth, you shout, place, after the manner of these femi- i^eople for Prime Ministers, which is 
“Let go that painter, Bounderhy ! ” nine necessaries. hard on the butlers, 

and, hey presto! the thing is done — liecalmed. — If this should happen “Had him there,” said the dignified 

providing Bounderby knows what you on Monday morning, it will be doucedly gentleman, with the air of a man who 
mean, and docs it. Then with a “ Yo, awkward, especially if you are five has foreseen the inevitable, and hopes 
heave ho ! ” your craft slips over the miles from anywhere, and simply must he does not appear wiser than his 
shining w^aters, and Mudsea, flashing catch the next train to town, which fellows. 

like a jeM*el in the sun, lies under your leaves Mudsea in fourteen minutes. The young man with the cane 
lee. The call of the sea has now got There are two alternatives, so aptly smiled confidentially, and sent a cloud 
thoroughly into youi; oxjfressofl by Sir Peter Peary, the groat of smoko down his nostrils, showing 

don’t care if it snows. amateur yachtsman, in five words, very clearly how little the argument 

Setting the Dog Watch, — ^Tliisexpres- “Get on, or get out.” As, obviously, weighed with him. 
sion seems to have got w^arpod with it is impossible to get on, you must get 

ago. But the dogs must be sot to out and push the silly thing, 

watch, as there are a lot of tramps Putting the Yacht out of Commis- 

knocking around at sea. Turn this sion. — This is the easiest possible 

job over to Bounderby, and sleep till matter. You will probably not be on him coldly, 

eight ]>ell8, or when your wife says speaking terms with the Bounderbys “ I said— he — had — ^him — ^there,” hd 

breakfast is ready. Avoid hot ham. by the time you have waiped up at repeated slowly and turned away^ It'r 

J^oxifig the Compass, — This is Mudsea^ or have rowed ashore»«or nave was very decisive. 


‘ Wot d’ yer sajr ? ” asked a simple- 
looking little man in a dirty frock coat 
and soiled collar. • 

The dignified gentleman stared at 
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• Wh 0 re ? ” askeicl the now-conu*i' jti 
41»0 yoio0 of one craving for knowledge. 
‘/Whore? That’s what I want to 
know. Where? " He smiled, 

“ 1 suppose you think that ’s funny," 
skid the dignined gentleman sourly. 

The orator paused and eyed one part 
of his audience with some annoyance. 

“If >on want to ’ear yersolves 
talkin', go away," he said ; and a mur- 
mur of approval ran round the crowd. 

Tlu‘ dignified gentleman began to' 
e\plai!i. 

“Now stow' it," interposed the orator. 
“Jest hecorse you sport an Aunt Sally 
'at you think you can put in \er spoke 
where it ain't wanted." 

We all looked ashamed, except tHe 
uew-eoiiior. 

“ Wot 's the niaitcjv with his ’at'*" he 
asked indignantly, and criticisms were 
andihlo from all ])artH of the audience. 

“1 like it," said the new-comer 
sioiitly, like a man pr('pare(l to defend 
a lost cause. 

“ 1 don't care tijp))enco for In's ’at," 
cried the orator funousl v . “ wot 1 was 
savin’ was " 

“ It ’s a darned sight, heller nor your 
’at," resumed the new-comer, and 
turned with an (mcoiiraging smile to 
the dignified gentleman. 

But the latter had \anished 

“Wot J was saying was this— wot 
we want is not opportunity, rightly 
Hpeakin’, or hideuls - -- 

“'Mar, 'ear!" from llio new-comer 
with profound satire. 

“ Hidoals," continued the speaker, 
ignoring him ; “it’s mon* than that -- 
it 's iKW'or wo want." 

There was a tiramatic jiause. 

“Yus, it’s power wo want— T tell 
yer it 's power w'o want -er — ’’ (he 
coining a little confused and eyeing 
the now -comei- desperately) — “ it ’s 
power " 



Mrs. Junes {ir/tu, on ffniliinif J'revch soii, is mxmus to use her (out ehance u/ cncouv^'iitn^n 
family to speal' the Imigttmte of th>' roinitrif). “Au.ons! oir VOPS «KiiK» OAUOIIK DBinut.tniil ' 


The newcomer raised Ins voice. 

“ Yer wrong, Mister," ho cried in a 
spirited fashion. 

The orator turned helplessly u])on 
him. Wo all w’aited expectantly . 

“ It ’s ideas yer >vant,’’ screamed the 
new-comer triumphantly; and as rats 
are said to forsake a sinking sliip so 
the throng began to molt away and 
disappear. 

The sun was setting, grey sliadows 
event over the Park. The orator un- 
folded his stand in a moody silence. 

I looked for the new-comer. He 
w^as nowhere to be seen. Then in the 
distance I heard his shrill, plaintive 
voice. A» I passed another gathering, 
homeward bound, I caught a glimpse 
of an authority on Tariff Beform shak- 
ing his fist in the direction of the new- 
comer, w'hose face wore the look of a 
miwa craving for the truth. 


THE LAST TEEN. 

Whkn I was merely “ M or N,” 
Engaged in ^Ulolce far titenlr** 
(Meaning 1 did hut little then), 

1 thirsted for the moment when 
I should achieve the years of men 
And reach the glorious age of twenty. 

Nor had my ardour lessened yet 
When 1 discarded G. A. Hknty, 
Learned to indulge without regret 
The liumours of the cigarette, 

And, in a w^ord, contrived to get 
Most of the faults that come at twenty. 

As leaps the bullet from the l^om, 

As leaps the matron’s bosom when tea 
Advances coyly from the door, 

So leapt my heart a year before 
When 1 observed how little more 
I had to wait ere I was twenty. 


But ... be the years approaching lean 
Oi' be they fat {tiro volrnto). 

They will not ho as tin’s has l>eon. 

This lust and most delightful teen . 

And 1 shall muko a sud, sad scone 
On Friday no\i, w lien 1 am twcuty. 


** The Maeoleleaa Wonder,** 

“liijt'Ht I aslciHl <il tho l)f»rt]fing ftM' ‘at 
lK)tllcof HaHM ’ and lomkred tla* ivgultii Ikrf, 
hut tlu» joke wenesk ti> shde, fur tber ’'dwk, 
wiU.tiut moving ft inu»<clo, hftadiHl lan 1 1 
wilL aJawitv." — Kit marntH' Sfomhi'dt 

Wo shall look out for this clerk .at Uio 
Hippodrome one day. 

“Hutchor.— Siiiai’t yeuiut lUftU, 21, 
driving or walking round. "-—/tdiV. m 
Ohroniefef’ ^ • 

We should prefer cme who lil^koct 
without this form of pemuasiou. : , 
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A RIDING LESSON. 

Inter a ItidhujrHchool^ a large gloomy oblong building, 
the Jioor thickly covered with tan. The Hiding-Master^ 
a tveary and tnorti individual in the middle, directing 

* the vwvcnientH of three flunked, nervomly excited lady 
pupils, mounted, two astride and one sideways, on three 
boreddo-learsdooking hacks. 

Hiding-Master. Now, ladies, I shall call you No. 1, No. % 
and No. 3. Walk your ’orsos round the school. Sit 
strai#^ht in your saddles. *Ands down and ’eads up! 
Bodies erect and iieasy 1 {Tiitoim) W-A-L-K ! 

[They do so, sivaying easily in their saddles, but be- 
traying their inexperience by constantly adjusting 
the reins tn their fingers and their feet m the. 
stirrups. 

No, 2 (pretty, teaming to ride astride because her mamnii 
has her eye on a sporting fianeJ). I 'in sure my horse is 
vicious, ho keeps tossing his head in a most inconvenient 
manner. 

No. 1 (riding side-saddle because she has a good figure). 
Tiresome cmature ! I 'm so pleased you think my coat fits 
all right. It ought to, T had it built at Dobliin’s. 

No. 3 (stout but timid, taking lessons for her weight and 
paying for them out of her awn pocket). I wish wo could 
walk all the time. It feels so nice and safe. But 1 hope 
ho ’ll notice wo ’re starting ton minutes late and won’t give 
U9 a short lesson, hkich minute costs money. 

Hiding-Master. No. 2, you’re ’tinging on to jour cui-b. 
No. 1, your loft shoulder’s stickin’ out again. No. 3, try 
to remember your ’orsc’s moutli isn’t cast hiron. Now 
wo ’ll try the trot. Arc you reatly ? {fniones) T-K-O-T 1 
[All clutch their leins tightly and bump painfully in 
their saddles, with set and sujfeung expressions on 
their faces. 

No. 2. Do got on a bit faster 1 1 shall run into you ifj 

j’ou don’t. ! 

No. 1. 1 can’t, this creature dot‘sn’t take any notice of 
the cane. 

No. 2. Dig your lieels into him ! 

I N't?. J obeys, and promptly loses her .stirrups. 

No. S. Oh dear! Oh dear! This dreadful jarring may 
bo good for my liver, but X ’m sure it ’s bad for my spine! 

Hiding-Maker. One, two— grip ! One, two- grip ! One, 
two — grip 1 No. 1, you must keep your stirrups by a light 
and lieasy play of the liinstop and hankie. Oh, yes, you 
can if you try. No. 3, don't come down so ’eavy — ^you ’ro 
rising too ’igli. No. 2, don’t ’old your reins so tight. I 
want you just to “ feel your horse’s mouth.” 

No. 1 Uo Hiding-Master). May I have another horse, 
please ? This one has got such a cold. 1 nearly go over 
Ins head every time ho sneezes. 

Ruling -Masit^r. It’s grip you want, not another horse, 

I Miss, (intones) Grip 1 Grip! Grip! GRIP! GRIP! 
j G-R-I-P ! No. 3, you 're all over your saddle again. 

: No. 3 (pathetically). I can't help it : it ’s so slippery this 
moming. 

Hiding-Master. YqiWi’O riding too “long,” that’s what 
it is. 

No. 3 (aside). Good gracious I I ’ve barely had half an 
hour yet! I know he wants to skimp my time. (To 
Hid huj-Master) Oh, no ; I’m all right, really, thank you. 

Hiding-Master (intmes). B-I-G-H-T I-N-C-L-I-N-B ! 

• [Theptipils blunder into each other. 

No. 1 (to No. 2). There! That was your fault. You 

"[jagged your wrong rein. 

No. 2. I didn’t ! 1 jagged the left one. 

No. 1, Well, the left is the wrong one.^ 


No. 2. It may bo for you, you’re astride — but it’s 
different for me. 1 ’m sideways. # 

No. 3. Oh, do get out of the way — I shall be off in a 
moment 1 My lioi*so won’t stop, I ’vo no influenceover him 
at all. 

Hiding-Master. 'ALT \ ’ALT! Very bad ind^d. No. 3, 
why do you go hon when I tell you to 'ait ? (Picks up and 
returns sundry combs and hair ribbons to their panting 
owners, and makes them do it over again.) That ’s 
better -much better. Now, ladies, we’ll try the canter. 
Don’t rise in your saddles. Sit down as if you ’re in harm- 
chairs, and when I say “Canter,” raise your 'orso’s fore 
hand. 

No. 2. What does lie mean by tliat ? 

Jiiding-Master. No. 3, let your feet go “ home.” 

No. 3 (enwtionalli/). Oh, I wish I could afford to! 

Hiding-Master. C-A-N-T-E-R ! 

[Horses amble dejectedly round the School in a slow 
canter, indifferent to their burdens of squeaks, 
feminine cries, and heavy tluuls. 

No. 1 . Heavens™ iny — hair 's — coming — down ! 

No. S. So — am — I !• Oh — oh — I’m being bumped to 
death 1 

No. 2 (safety supported by pommel). Isn't it gloiious? 
(To No. ij Aren't you enjoying it, dear ? 

No. 1. Yes — (/jMwyi)- rather! — (hamp)—\i I can oidy — 
(bump) — get round this corner — (hump) — without losing 
my pedals — (hump). 

No. 3. My liat ’s gone ! Oh — 1 'vc had enough I I can’t 
bear any moi'o ; I must tell him so ! 

[Glances at clock —sees there is still five minutes 
moie to go, and heroically deiennines to stick it. 

Hiding-Master. ’AIjT ! That will do, ladies. 

[Whistles loudly, and grooms run tn and sympatheti- 
cally assist pupils to alight. 

No. 3 (tottering after the others, with a, frenzied look on 
her white, face). Wo ’ve had three minutes sliort time again ! 
It isn’t fair, ho ought to ho spoken to about it. 

Hiding-Master. Good morning, ladies. You 've done 
very well. Next, time you two astride jiupils must take 
your foet out of your stirrups and cross them on your 
horse’s neck. 

No. 1 (looking hack aghast at No. 3 as they enter the 
dressing-room). How awful! Did jou hear what-hc said*/ 

No. 3 (desperately, collapsing into a chair): Yes — 1 lieard. 

No. 1. But 1 shall never be able to do it as long as 1 Jive. 
Shall you ? 

No. 3 (with a groan). No- —but that can’t be very long at 
this rate. Oh ! why wasn’t 1 satisfied with my size? 


TO AN ELECTRIC KETTLE. 

You are a kettle still in shape and name, 

Though tethered now with insulated w'ire, 

And if, perforce, your brightness I admire 
Unsullied as it is by smoko and flame, 

Yot am 1 bound to say that all the same 
I much preferred you in tlio drab attim 
You wore when Polly put you on the fire, 

And thereby won you botli immortal fame. 

Yet still you sing, perhaps with louder pitch, 

And songs unnumbered ceaselessly provide 
When, summoned by an unromantic switch, 
Continuous ciirreuts through your beii^ glide. 
Should 1 too sing more often and grow rich 
If haply I might be electrified ? 
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A SON OF MABS. 

Ta'sl Culoiiel is a scarred, chipped 
veteran and, properly speaking, he W 
longs to onr reserves. James and I 
purchase three shining beautiful new 
balls apiece oveiy day, but tliey do not 
take kindly to actual service condi- 
tions, and sooner or latei* one of us is 
certain to call the grand old follow 
out, and send him, as far as is possible, 
to the front. I have sometimes sug- 
gested that wo should score, not by 
holes, but by number of balls up at the 
(3nd of tlio round; them are so many 
places on this course wliere a young 
feather-brained article is apt to lose its 
head and go wTong. Of those places, 
the two worst, I think, arc the out- 
held at the third, wlioso jnoprietor I 
suspect of holding ruhl)er sluires, and 
•the coppice at the nintli (it is callcxl a 
coppice on the map at the ehih-houf^e, i 
but .lames and I have found (juito a lot 
of other names for it). At any rate, it 
is at these two holes that we luivc sunk 
most capital ; 1, hocausis of the strong 
sea wind and tlio disgusting lies - - 
herbal inexactitudes, 1 mean — of the 
course; .lames through his rank had 
play. The Colomd, however, though 
he has roughed it such a lot and 
knows almost every blade of grass on 
the links, lias somehow survived, and 
yeisterday he achieved the cro\\ning 
triumph of liis career. 1 was unusu- 
ally unlucky, and pulled my tee-siiot 
at the third into tlie oat-held and my 
brassy at tlie nintli into the coppice. 
Later on, at tlie sixteeiitli X liit a very 
lino long deck shot just over the brow 
of the cliff. Tliis a very difficult thing 
to do against the wind. My caddy 
and I both ran to the spot instantly, 
and lieard a piteous sipieaking tliat 
proceeded from a clump of gorse. This, 
however, turned out to bo, not (as we 
had fondly lioped) the lamentations of 
my ball, but those of a young rabbit 
which was being butchered by a stoat. 

Bo the Colonel was requisitioned 
once again on the seventeentli tee. 
He deployed rapidly to tlie right at 
first, and, then, after a brief recon- 
naissance in the Jieatber, entrenched 
himt-oU strongly behind llio bunker 
guarding the green. I lost that hole 
^ind was one down. The eighteenth 
demands a straight high drive of about 
160 yards over a nasty patch of furze, 
and always into a head wind. James 
played a nice straight shot along the 
Oarpefc that gallantly skirted tlio ladies’ 
sand-liox and went light-heartedly on 
into the undergrowth. “This,” 1 said 
io the Colonel as I put him in station 
and gfkve him his sealed orders, “ will 
ceriulnly be your last campaign.” 

I Then I swung. The Cobnel soared 



Upa rtiui Mother. “What’s hik matteu < What are mu ” 

fStuny Hero {vho has hern taught nreer to erg for htnlHg imia). “ Oil, 1 1 JC HA I' mw M uN 

A BEK, AND— I’m HO AFBAID I Mirsf HAVE JIUllT IT ! " 


up straight and high, and passed 
rapidly beyond what poets would have 
called our ken. We searched high and 
low for him to left and right of the 
green, and even beyond it, where there 
is a fatuous and unprintable briar-bed. 
Then by chance James's caddy went 
up to the hole and looked into it — and 
there the grand old warrior lay lite- 
rally clasping the flag to his breast. 

it -» it it 

He did a lot of pedestrian work (for 
a Colonel) while ne served with the 
colours, but now that he has retired, 


James and 1 aie going to have hhn 
mounted. Ho was always something 
more than an oixiinary Coloiud, euii 
w'e speak of liiiy .reverently now as 
The Nut. 

“Hpaiiu'lH. — tor h« 1<*, lluw lui»aUliy dog ttU 
high, pmcticftlly ik’w, iiiohtdiug tilt, pfl*** 

Just the thing when youhu shooitpl^ 
under dogs. 

“ Cottuli ooBdliUioy. ' « 

Jilvt, in JJirmiHijhmn, fhttly 
Ah, where can you And it nowadays 




oOr booking-office. 

(By Ur. tlimch's Staff of Learned Vlerhs.) 

I HATB to have to confosH it, hut I am afraid tijat when 
I, Mr. Finukho’k hook, Timm's Sketches and Drawings 
(Mkthuen), cain(5 to ni€«^it iiiuHi have felt rather con- 
temptuous. Mr. Kinbkho has used tliese maBteri>ieceB of 
Tubneb’h as the starting points of many valuable and 
interesting journeys of conjecture, based on “ tlie problem 
of tlto relation between form and content, between treat- 
ment and subject, between })ortrayal and portrayed.” On 
most of these jouineys i followed him happily enougii, 
thougl) at times it was heavy going ; but at length J came 
upon this sentence: “If the work of art us ojierative is 
nothing but a connection of content, it can rely upon no 
other driving force tliau that of systematic rationality." 
When 1 road that, 1 realised tiiat the lK>ok mu.st have been 


ai’e thwarted ; in India and Scotland men see mysterious 
tilings which are not tliere; in England and Wales tlie 
coureo of love, after some hitclios and ii little* dola5^, i'Uns 
smoothly enough . in Cairo and elsewhere practical jokes 
are played in comical disguises. WJien so wide an area is 
covered, it would need the perfect cosmopolitan to check 
the accuracy of all the local detail, but even I know that 
“coolees” are generally spelt wdth an "i,” and that “sir- 
names ” are not worn among the educated glasses. Qf 
Miss ViOLKT Jac ob the old schoolmasters of my past wjould 
have reported that “slie shows considerable ability but 
lacks application." I .appropriate their phrase, and add 
that if she will take more troidde in future, will give Ipss 
jdav to hoi easy knack of writing conventional short 
stoi’ies and more work to lior good observation and imagi- 
nation, she mil} count mo in advance among her regular 
readers. 



laughing at me in its sleeve. F seemed to hear it saying, \'er i ty Jjitd.^ (Wkukeu LAiunE) 
“Thought you knew^ something about Ti uneii, did yc>u?" of letters wTitten by a Yorksliire 
Well, 1 ’m certain J 'm not the only one. However, even if a .small sliopkeeper, and soinebow^ 
that sentence, and others similar, did not add much to the air of unreality. Boys of eleven, 
genuine enjoyment 1 

got from the book, it l ' ^ 

W'ill 1)0 very useful to * ^ 

me in other ways. It \ o \ 

will bo priceless next ^ — L aJI ? to r~ 

wdiiter when airmen 
are w'eatlier-bound and | ^ 

table-talk flags. j 

Alfred Allnigton, the " 
hero of The Lost Halo ^ 

(Methuen) and the — 

son of a small hoot- 
maker, was, at the ago H 
of twenty or so, preach- 
itig to tlie Bible Inde- f 

5 )endents of liittlo ^ 

^^ield Street on “ Man’s b .. 

Nearness to God," and FRESCOES FOR PUBLIC BUILDINGS. - II. SCOTLAND YARD. 



professes to be a senes 
boy of eleven, the son of 
r that gives it for me an 
, tbqiigli they may havp,! 
— I all . the miSjChi^ lyid 
I ingenuity and ingenu- 
ousness and imagina- 
tion of young Harry 
Verity, are not^ geno- 
rallj' so capable of 
putting these tljings on 
paper. Still, perhaps 
in Yorkshire — niy ex- 
perience is limited -- 
the young idea sligsgij^s 
earlier than elsewhere 
into })lu'ascology of an 
undeniable quaintj^ss 
and descriptive value. 
If you can accept 
this as a liypothosis 
(and, after all, why 
shouldn’t >ou?) I 


to his sistiT on ilie “.frsjn k iJUTi.sii i.ot>sK thk Frinfcs on 'iiib tkm k oi Puime.” recommoiul Mr, 

danger and sin of hypo- ^ —-Keighley Snowden’s 

crisy. So far Alfs hat he said to have been too book as a very pleasant entertainment, 

large for his bead, but alter lie had writbui a book — which 
lie wdshed to call “ I and my God J am sorr> to sjiy 

that his head wm too swollen for liis halo. Indeed .so ^ !MAKCH1NG TOMMY’S APPEAl^. 


suddenly did be lapse iluit, ulread> an epicui’o in emotion, s, 
be became also an djiicure in wine. In those clays even 
his materially-minded sister was shocked at him. hut on 
recovering from Ids excesses (and vej> little was too much 
for him) he started on such a desperate game of Hunt- 
tho-llalo that ho upset many plans and people. We leave 
him on the way to join “a religious body with monastic 
aims," and its nothing except cluimpagne inclined him to 
matrimony, 1 think that perhaps it was time foi- him to 
withdraw’ from ordinary society. Mr. Pehoy White is not 
at the top of his form in this novel, hut he ha.s drawn Ids 
characters with so much sympathy that 1 alinost wish 
that there had berti*a final election to a Halosldp. Alf,\ 
how^ever, had to he less bibulous before lie could be really 1 
biblical. 

The Fori line Hunters (Murjuy) and the twelve short 
stories included in the same volume, luiving for the most 
part appeared already, might better have been allowed now' 
for the most part to disappear. Their easy style and rare 
touches of very happy humour do not justify their i*epro- 
duction. In Venice knaves compete to marry money and 


When we used to straggle all acrorst the way 
(Same as droves o’ sheep and pig.s and cattle g»>). 

Till the oi’Hcers called, “ Hi ! 

TiOt that motor-car go by," 

You ndglit ’oot an’ ’oot, hut ’ad to run dead .slinv. 

But now we keejis so careful to the left, 

That you ’re able on your “ Third " to thundvi by, 
Showerin’ dust when it is ’oi, 

Scatterin’ mud whem it is not -- 
W Inch is had for our complexions, w'ct or dry. 

So wlieii w^e go foot-sloggin’, toe and ’eel, 

Wlien w’o leg it, tramp, tramp, trampin’ down tJie road. 
If you ’ll keep your gear to “ Fimt " 

’ You ’ll be blest instead o’ cursed, 

And ’are done a bit to ease the soldier’s load. 


Commercial Candour. 

“ Having Urtight the jtirk of tlws market, I am d4'tormiiieiI to reg.'iin 
e confidence of my ciistomors alt<‘r 34 years’ standing " 

From a ruf<do^uc. , j 
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, “The elderljr woman of says last week from ^ aliop {twl 

CHARIVARIA. I Thn Gmtleii^mn, ** ta chic." That, wa Holbom. .. jr 

^.^fytSRAli ihouBand seta of artificial suppose, is as near aa she can |jet to , > 

teeth were stolen last week from the being chick. .. “ Yes," said tna untiring |»amh 

premises of the Invicta Teeth Maiiu- 1 worker, “ I had a difiloulty in getting 

faoturhtg Company. For some time We hesitated to believe the rumour enough mothers to come to my 
past burglars have been complaining , that in the coming season all smart Mothers* -Meeting, so I invited a 

of the diflioulty of negotiating prison coats for ladies will have pockets, for number of unmarrieil girls as well, itnd 

food, and here, possibly, may lie found wo could see nothing absurd in this called tliom ‘ ProhatioporH/ ” 
the explanation of the theft. ' new fashion. The report, however, is ■' 

turning out to be true, hut the pockets, “ A locust of the apmtioH fiMind in 

Mr. PiKRPONT Morgan is having an it siema, must on no account be used Figypt has l»een captureii/* wn read. 


edition of the catalogue ot p 
his miniatures reproduced in 
colour on vellum, and will 
present one copy to each of 
the crowned heads of Europe. 
One can understand now why 
Prince DaniIiO of Montenegro 
was BO anxious to become a 
king. 

In Hun day Paper circles 
SLU'piise is being expressed 
that, at the .sale of Dr. Crip- 
pen’s furniture, nothing was 
acquired for the nation. 

The preparations for a 
General Strike are described 
as “A now Tiade Union 
Step.” Suggested title for 
this new Step: — “Tlie Pub 



’“at Newton Ablwit.” *thi« 
reflects groat cumiit nn the 
local oonstahulaiy, and we 
trust that any extradition 
proceedings will be nluniu- 
ously resisted. 

‘ 

Hoyal g])ort indml I Hays 
a Morning Leaded' tolegtuiit- 
“ After three days’ suoomsful 
shooting Kaiser Wilhelm 
vostertlay left the Archduke 
Frederick’s Hungarian estate, 
it is said that the Kyiser 
WHS greatly satisfied with 
his sport, liis titosi sumn ss. 
ful shot being a Hthf 
twentff antlns." Tl»e italics 
am ours : the trophy the 

Emperor’s— perhai>H. 


l li ” 4 


'4 m 

. W'' 


StreeU 'Worth Walking Up. 

Dear Mr Punch, My 
friend William mports hi um 
Irom Northern Frauin* as 
below, and 1 pass the Infor 
mation on to you for what it 
is wortli. 

In the first place he has 
diHor>vored a strtRst, hnl. has 
forgotten where, in whirb the 
^ houses am nundjored One, 
Two, Three, Four, Five, Six, 
Seven, Eight, Nine, 'Pen, 
Knave, Queen, King. 1 luqiw 

ixexb year, 11 , isarinouncea, you «>vill he kind enough k> 

there will be held in Ijondon * MnvINr^ APPPAI give him credenee. Uknow- 

the first Universal Kacos ^ nflOVINe APPkAL. ^ 

ConKross. It wiU tako place, “TiiKiiK’a no imui.f ti.:»k ■loi- T,,e 

wo Hiippose, in the Htiidiiun ' . o .. . fornmtion in veiilied Viv full 

at biu.piierci s liusfi. particulars, “ In Uouon, he 

^ leclams, “J have seen with 

^ There is some talk of Shakspeare’s or they will make the costume look my own eyes and traversed with mv own 
Tempest being produced entirely by baggy. .. . hoots La Jiue d’H6pltal First caihd the 

cluld actors. Will its name, wo hospital, then a cemetery, tlieii a stone- 

wonder, be changed for the occasion to A large pike, known to almost every mason who siwcialiHud in gravcHtotu's, 
A Storm tn a Ted' Cup? angler in the Wigston district of then a florist wlivs^peciahscd in wmaU»s* 

. . " Jjeieestershire, wiiich has been hooked then a stationer who sjiecialised n\ 

A Yorkshire tOiHor, The Express ielh and has escaped on numerous occasions, mourning cai’ds, and last and Wat 
us, has just completed a house which was captured at Kilby Bridge last obtrusive was a cafe. The namenff^his 
he lias built ontimly himself. He drew week. The authorities are now l>eing last was Caf^ dc la Consolation.*' 
the jplana,, dug the foundations, pre- asked, in the interests of sport, to Your Incredulous CoRRESpoMDkiNT. 

pared the stone, and executed all the place another fish in local waters. ‘ 

brickwork, joinery, painting, plastering, The Hope of Wis Hide* 

and slating in his spare time. More. Winter is almost on us— and wise , ‘ Ciaiit. Mimiwoii Ua* a ^ 

»nuirkable stUl it « naid thut he is j men realise it. About twenty over- 

going to live m It. coats xvere stolen by housebreakers rnurmt r 


“1)ei*artu«e of Auhtra- 
IjIa’s First Destroyers,” 
runs a headline in a con- 
toniporary. Wo trust tliat 
they may prove to he not her 
destroyers hut her saviouis. 

In California proliistoric 
iiuinan skeletons liavo iiem 
found with distinct traces of 
horns. Alas, my poor father! 

Next year, it is announced, 
there will be held in Jjondon 
the first Universal Kacos 
Congress. It will take place, 
we suppose, in the Stadium 
at Shepherd’s Bush. 


16 jplana,, dug the foundations, pre- asked, in the interests of sport, to 
area the stone, and executed all the place another fish in local waters. 


Your Incredulous CorrespomdiI;nt. 

The Hope of Hia «lde. 

MiM’i'iuon Ua« a atui iiiieittb', 

forwKm Rtroke M'hiuh r(»iiuilt«d tti lua Noourlag a 
uumbpr of Initthiut log hyea sud ii. ddru 
rnurnut t ‘if 
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• FORM IV. 

[Extrfett frojn K«Lurn f*lioMi»g how soine of the (jUfetioiis 

should he jiuHwetcd. ] 

Vaitirulan extracted fnm the Hate Booh. 


PariftlK • Ht. Cloorgo’s, Suburbia. 

Niinie of Oceup er. John Smith. 

Doscription of Property. lIouRe. 

Situation of Property, 9, Banclersnatch Avenue. 


Particulars required hy the Commissioners. 


PariKh or Parishefi in whicli 
the Land iw situated. 

Name of Occuiner. 

Christian Name and full 
postal address of the person 
making the Return. 

Nature of Interest of the 
p'*rson making tJie Return in 
the Jjand. 

Whetlier Freehold, Copy- 
hold, or Leas(*hoUl. 

If Leasehold, term of lease 
and (late of commencement. 

Name and precise situation 
of tlie Land. 


Description of the Land, 
with particulars of the huild- 
ings and other structures (if 
any) thereon, an<l the pur- 
poses for which tlie properly 
is used. 


If the person making the 
Return is also the Occupier, 
state the Annual Value. 

Amount of Land Tax (if 
any) and by whom l)orMe. 

Amount of Titlie Rent- 
charge or of any payment in 
lieu of Tithes and by whom 
borne. 

Whether all usual Tenants’ 
Rates and Taxes are borne 
by fhe Occupier. 

By whom is the cost of 
repairs, Insurance, and other 
expenses necessary to •main- 
tain the Property, borne ? 

Whether the Land is sub- 
ject to any : — 

(i.) Fixed Charges. 

(ii.) Public Rights of Way. 

i 


Lloyd George’s — I mean St. 

George’s, Suburbia. 

John Smith (as alwve). 

Still John Smith (as above), 
9, IJandersnatch Avenue, 
Suburl)ia (as above). 

A puzzled surprise. 


Lea'^oliold. 

There you have me. I quite 
forgot. 

9, Band(;rsnaich Avenue (as 
above). Turn down by the 
“Rod Lion” and it’s tho 
fourth house on the left, 
opposite the lamp-post. 

Gravelly and very dr>', ex- 
cept tho paths, which are 
muddy and wet. One 
house, one cycle shed, and 
the grejrter part of a cucum- 
ber frame. House used for 
eating and sleeping and 
shelter from rain (partial 
only in case of attics) ; 
cucumber frame as retreat 
for cats ; garden for the 
Ijenefit of tlie gardener. 

That depends updn whether 
you want to buy it or to 
assess mo at the amount 
declared. 

Am not certain, but I know 
most things are borne by 
me 

One shilling in offertory for 
Clergy Fund, borne by my 
wife. 

Yes, and more. 


Me ; but why rub it in ? 


No ; the cliarges appear to 
rise every year. 

Access to front-door for visi- 
tors and postmen, to back- 
door for tradesmen and 
tax-collectors. 


I (iii.) Public Rights of User. 

(iv.) Right of Common. 

(v.) Easements affecting 
the Land. 

(vi.) Covenant or Agree- 
ment restricting the use of 
the liand, and, if so, the 
date when made. 

Observations. 

Does the person making 
tlie Return own the minerals 
comprised in the liand ? 

If so, state ; - ~{a) Whether 
the minerals w'erc, on 30 
April, 1909, comprised in a 
mining lease, or being worked 
by the projnielor. 

{h) Whether tho minerals 
are now comprised in a 
mining lease or being worked 
hy the proprietor. 

If not, state tho name and 
address of the proprietor of 
tlie minerals. 


Signature of person making 
this Return. 

Rank, Title, 05 Description. 


As a depository of ruhbffeh 
from neighbouring gai^dens. 

Pasturage for a large number 
of cats, snails, etc. 

The armchair in which my 
wife sat on the grass-plot 
has made four holes in it. 

My wife has promised not to 
put the chair on the grass 
again when the ground is 
soft. Last Saturday, after 
the rain. 

[These are suppressed. Ed.] 

Partly : t he shilling I lost 
somewhere in the garden 
is mine, hut not the sar- 
dine tins. 

One of tho sardine tins must 
have been opened about 
that date. 


Would gladly lease or sell 
th(Mn ; at present am work- 
ing them into the soil as 
far as possible. 

Not certain, but I strongly 
suspect that the sardine 
tins belong to Jones at 
No. H. 


John Smith (don't you want 
my address again ?) 

Medium height ; well iiro- 
2 iortioned ; liair sliglitly 
giey since filling in tliia 
form. 


WILD-GEESE. 

They ’re shy as the otter, they 're sly as the fox, 

They 're worse to approach than the craftiest hind, 

You may freeze on the fore-shore or crouch on the rocks. 
You may soak in the sea-fog or wait in the wind. 

Though their magical music will give you no peace, 

Yet your bag shall go empty, for aren’t they wild-geoso ? 

Jlonk-honk, honk-honk, tho distant voices clank it; 

The wot retriever trembles at your knee ; 

For he liears the lone notes falling, 

Where the long grey tides are crawling. 

Through the shouting West-wind’s buffets or the dripping 
fog's chill blanket, 

As the wild geese come shoreward from the sea,! 

You may stalk them at sundown, at dawning’s first flame. 
They ’ve ears for the wariest, softest of treads, 

And, stook-tinio or snow-time, the end is the same — 

A picket gives warning and up go their heads ; 

Yes, your boots (wet as sponges in spite of their grease) 
You may w’^eor to brown paper in chasing wild geese I 

Yet Honk-honk^ a northern charm shall fold you, 
Though Shot shall shake the raindrops from his sides. 
Though you catch the drifting clamour * 

Through the sleet squall’s sting and hammer, 

Still the flight shall work its magic and the breathless 
stalk shall hold you, 

When the grey geese come calling off tho tidoj 1 
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Fo>nl Mothi)' {H'hoxr chihiini have, hern to lai pinii/). “ Ai:E TiiE citriJUiEV hA-CK " 

riKffcf. “Yk‘<, my i-ady; isrr they have been vpseI.'’ Fond Mother. *‘Oood iikwknhI In the l•uNYf'AIlTI 

TtnUrr, ‘'Is'd, my i.m>y, TtiEiis-pn - their dioesuve FUsmoNH.” 


TO Tim FOliLIES. 

VVur.N life scorns drear and bollow, 
When Eortuno wears a frown, 

I haste to the Apollo 
And plank my iiionoy down. 
Outside the tempest vollies 
Af'ainst uplifted hrollies; 

J earo not, foj* the Follies 
Are back in London tow n. 

rp.usBiii.R, prince of “ potters,” 

You earn our grateful thanks-— 
Y on and your fellow’ plotters, 
Co'pai-tners in your pranks — 
For slating smart inanity, 

Or Fashion's last insanity, 

Or histrionic vanity, 

Or madness d la Manx. 

At times you’re Corjbantic, 

Then for a change you choose 
To illustrate romantic 
Or sentimental views. 

Till pipes grow esoteric, 

Potatws atmospheric, 

And haggises hysteric, 

When oidden by, your Muse. 


From introspective thinking 
In any minor key, ♦ 

Good Sydney, grimly blinking, 

You set my spirit free. 

If laughing makes one fatter. 

Then lisb’ning to your cliaitor, 

O very harebrained hatter, 
lias added pounds to me. 

Nor must iny brief laudations 
Omit the genial Dan; 

Or Harvey’s imitations, 

Framed on a novel plan ; 

Or Ben, tliat priceless super, 
Moustacluood like a trooper, 

Who plays like Margaret Cooper 
W ere she a superman. 

'Twould need the fire of Uriel 
To hymn your female stars, 

For Muriel 's most Mercurial, 

And Gweknie ’s surnamed Mars. 
O Gwennie, you ’re a miraede 
Of mimierj^ satirical, 

Yet, when your mood is lyrical, 
There *s not a note that jars. 

There 's Ethel, quick and clever, 
With laughter all afroth, 


And Efeik, cook who never 
Bpoilod anyl»fxly’B broth. 

And all these Htars who Hpriiikle 
Tiro dome of Kolly, twinkle 
Witlr evVy knowing wrinkle 
To luro 11)0 human motli 

Hail, morrieRt of niuuimers! 

When dretD'ily nwigricwt 
To over-dripping smmners 
And life ’s uncruiHing grind ■ 

When vvoiTiwl hy the wrecker 
WIk) rules o’er the J'!xchequei‘, 

You only raise my p(‘cke) 

And mollify my mind. * 

“T1k‘ wayt! (»f tlio iniutor uu* rt>) * pornlau ' ka 
( how of ft liiatonc ('hari«f(<*|- of Un f t 

«]«okp last week j» 

with a hunii)if{«juo>ition of local admiiiiiitlSiH))), 
The ‘comp’ nut an ‘f for a ‘j’ aiwl mSdr It 
umuMugly (lidTovcut.”— ffV/emh it (yhron^r. 

WI)o supplied the “ d ” ? (WeniealL 
the one in/z/dgA*— not the subsoquemt 
ones.) 

Mr. Lloyd Geord^ has heeit^kttJiii| 
an adder. He has hitherto rest^ved 
his vengeance for sultiraotfus. 
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'N. HOUDXy TIME. 

VI^A Littlk /jHicket foh an 
Wndino. 

We canio back from a “ Men Only 
Bail to find Myra bubbling over with 
excitement. * 

“ I Vo got some news for yon,” she 
said, “ but I ’in not going to toll you till 
dinner. Bo quick ami change.” 

“ Bother, she’s going to get married,” 
I murmured. 

Myra gurgled and drove us off. 

*‘Put on all your medals and orders, 
Thomas,” she called up the stairs ; 
“ and, Archie, it’s a champagne night.” 

“ 1 believe, old fellow,” said Simp- 
son, “ she ’s married already.” 

Half an hour later wo wore all 
ready for the news. 

“ Just a moment, Myra,” said Archie. 
“I’d better warn you that we’re ex- 
pecting a good deal, and that if you 
don’t live up to the oxcittiment you 've 
created you ’ll be stood in the corner 
for the mni of dinner.” 

“ She’s quite safe,” said Dalilia. 

“ Of course 1 am. Well, now 1 ’ni 
going to begin. This morning, about 
eleven, 1 went and had a bathe, and 
1 met another girl in the soa.” 

“ Horribly crowded th3 sea is getting 
nowadays,” commented Archie. 

“ And she bsgan to talk about what 
a jolly day it was and so on, and 1 
gave )ior rny card— I mean 1 said, 
‘ I 'm Myra Mannoring.’ And she 
said, * J 'm sure you 're keen on 
cricket.^ ” 

“ 1 like the way girls talk in the sea,” 
said Archie. “ So direct.” 

“ Wliat is there about our Myra,” 1 
asked, “ that stamps her as a cricketer, 
even when she ’s only got lier head 
above water ? ” 

“She’d soon mo on land, silly. 
Well, we went on talking, and at last 
she said, * Will you ph^y us at inixecl 
cricket on Saturday ? ’ And a big 
wave came along and went inside me 
just as I was saying yes.” 

“ Hooray ! Myi*a, your health.” 

“We’re only six, though,” added 
Archie. “ Didn’t you swim up against 
anybody else who looked like a cricketer 
and‘ might play for us ? " , 

“ But we can easily pick up five 
people by Saturday,” said Myra confi- 
dently. “ And oh, I,dp hope we 're in 
form ; we haven’t played for years.” 

‘ 5 - 

We lost the toss, and Myra led her 
team out on to the field. The last five 
places in the eleven had been filled 
with care: a jireparatory school-boy 
and his little sister (found by Dahlia 
*on th^ beach), Miss Debenham (found 
by Simpson on the road with a punc- 
tured bicycle). Mrs. Oakley (found 


I by j^chie at the station and re-dis- 
1 covered by Myra in the Channel), and 
I Sarah, a jolly girl of sixteen (found by 
I me and Thomas in the tobacconist’s, 
where she was buying The Sportsman). 

“ Where would you all like to field V” 
asked the captain. 

“Let’s stand round in groups, just 
at the start, and then see where we ’re 
wanted. Who ’s going to bowl ? ” 

“ Me and Samuel. 1 wonder if I 
dare bowl overhand.” 

! “I’m going to,” said Simpson. 

“ You can’t, not with your left liand.” 

“ Why not? Hirst does.” 

“Then I shan’t field point,” said 
Tliomas with decision. 

How’evor, as it happened, it was 
short leg who receive<l the first two 
balls, lieaiitiful swerving wides, while 
the next two were well caught and 
returned by third man. Simpson’s 
range being thus esstablished, he made 
a determined attack on the over proper 
with lobs, and managed to wipe off 
half of it. Kncoiiraged by this, ho 
retiirmnl with such suceess to over- 
hand that the very next ball got into 
the analysis, the batsman reaching out 
and hitting it over the hedge for six. 
Two more range-finders followed before 
Simpson scored another dot with a 
sneak ; and then, at what should have 
been tlie last ball, a tragetly occurred. 

I “ Wide,” said the umpire. 

“But — but 1 was b-bowling nmhr- 
hand,'" stammej*ed Simpson. 

“ Now you ’ve nothing to fall back 
on,” I pointed out. 

Simpson considered the new situa- 
tion. “ Then you chaps can’t mind if 
I go on with overliand,” he said joy- 
fully, and lie played his twelfth. 

It was the batsman’s own fault. 
Like a true gentleman he went after 
tlie ball, caught it up near point, and 
hit it hard in the direction of cover. 
Sarah shot up a hand unconcernedly. 

“ One for six,” said Simpson, and 
went over to Miss Debenham to 
explain how he did it. 

“ He must come off,” said Archie. 
“Wo liave a reputation to keep up. 
It ’s his left hand, of course, but we 
can’t go round to all the spectators 
and explain that he can really bowl 
quite decent long hops with his right.” 

In the next over notiiing much 
happened, except that Miss Debenham 
missed a sitter. Subsequmtly Simp- 
son caught her eye fmm another part 
of the field, and explained' telegraphic- 
ally to her how she should have drawn 
her hands in to receive the ball. The 
third over was entrusted to Sarah. 

“ So far,” said Dahlia half an hour 
later, “the Babbits have not shone. 
Sarah is doing it all.” 

“ Hang it. Dahlia, Thomas and 7 


discovered the child. Give the credit 
where it is due.” ^ 

“ Well, why don’t you put my Bobby 
on, then? jdoys are allowed to play 
right-handed, you know.” 

So Bobby wont on, and with Sarah’s 
help finished off the innings. 

“ Jolly good rot,” he said to Simpson, 
“ you ’re having to bowl left-handed.” 

“ My dear Hobert,” I said, “ Mr. 
Simpson is a natural base-ball pitcher, 
he has an acquired swerve at bandy, 
and he is a lepidopterist of considerable 
charm. But he can’t bowl with 
either hand.” 

“ Coo ! ’’ said Bobby. 

The allies came out even more 
strongly when wo went in to bat. I 
was tlie only Rabbit who made ten, 
and my whole innings was played in 
an atmosphere of suspicion very trying 
to a sensitive man. Mrs. Oakley was 
in when I took guard, and I played out 
tho over with great care, being morally 
howled by every hall. At the end of 
it a horrible thought occurred to me : 

I liad boon hatting right-handed ! 
Naturally I changed rojyndfor my next 
ball. (Moremrntff of surprise.) 

“ Hallo,” said the wicket-keeper, “ I 
thought you were left-1 1 anded ; why J 
aren’t you playing right ? ” | 

[ “ No, I ’m really right-handed,” I 

said. “ 1 played that way by mistake 
just now. Sorry.” 

He grunted sceptically, and tlie 
howler came up to have things 
explained to her. Tho next hall I hit 
Icftdiandotl for six. {Ijoml mutters.) 

“is he really right-handed?” tho 
howler askcl Mrs Oakley. 

“ I don’t know,” she said, “ I ’ve 
never seen liirn before.” {Sematiou.) 

“I think, if you don’t mind, wre’d 
rather you played right-handed.” 

“Certainly.” Tho next hall was a 
full pitch, and I took a right-lianded 
six. There was an awful liush. I 
looked round at tho field and prepared 
to run for it. I felt that they suspected 
me of all the undiscovered crimes of 
the year. 

“Look here,” I said, nearly crying, 

“ J ’ll play any way you like— sideways, 
or upside down, or hanging on to the 
branch of a tree, or— — ” 

The atmosphere was too much for 
me. I trod on my wickets, burst into 
teare, and bolted to the tent. 

t'fi Sif * 

“ Well,” said Dahlia, “ we won.” 

“ Yes,” we all agreed, “ we won.” 

“ Even if we didn’t do much of it 
ourselves,” Simpson pointed out, “ we 
had jolly good fun.” 

“ we always have that,'* said M^yra. 

I The End. 

A. A, M. ^ 
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k LYING 8PIBIT ABBOAD. 

/y vino veritas : but then, you »e?, 
George. James and I are teetotalers. 

'* I remember,” said George, though 
1 begged him to forget , — ** I rememter 
what a narrow shave xny brother 
Thomas once had of getting married. 

. Whether it was done for a jest,” 
George continued, “or because he did 
not know whfrt-else to talk about as they 
were sitting out between the dances, I 
don't know, but there is no doubt that 
Tom said tilings that might be con- 
strued, with a little' ingenuity, into an 
oflFpr of, marriage. I should say that 
Miss Bickerstan, who had more years 
than money and whose name (through 
no fault of her own^ was Jane, did not 
get many opportunities.' ' Anyhow, she 
took this ontj, and - in a couple of 
months Tom found himself in chmrch 
saying all sorts of things he didn't 
mean. Fortunately for the moment, 
he found, when they got to the im- 
portant part, tliat he liad forgotten the 
ring, so the ceremony had' to be put 
off.” 

“ But ...” I intorrupled. 

“No,” George shouted mo down, 
“they all thought of^that at once, but 
found it to bo impracticable. Besides, 
there were not any curtains in that 
church. Anyhow, in another montli 
she made Tom liavo another try, but 
tills time ho w’as so busy remembering 
the ring that he forgot all about a parson 
to officiate, so another adjournment 
was found necessary. Jane Bickerstaff 
was determined to go tlirougli with it 
and said she would make one last 
attempt, this time herself looking after 
things. And so at the next date oveiy- 
thing was in order half-an-hour before 
time, with ring and parson complete 
and some spare sections in the vestry 
in case of accidents. But it was not 



to bo. Old Torn's carelessness was one 
too many for them, for this time — would 
you believe it? — he actually went and 
forgot himself.” 

“ That is a remarkable story,” said 
I, “ but it seems to me to w’liiit 
developing in parts. 1 didn’t know 
you over had a brother." 

“Now I come to think of it,” said 
George, “ I donT'beliove I over had.” 

James, who had but recently woken 
up, now began to open his mouth. 

' “ If it is going to bo a yawn,” X said, 
“yawn it by all means. If not, tell 
us what talking about Jane reminds 
you, of, and let 's get through with it,’* 

Sitid James, “Save ever tried to ^come 
up.jla town £rom St. Albans by the 
9.at train?” 

But surely it *s name wasn't Jane? ” 
I said, reaching for the Bradshaw. ,, 


vf Vitice from tlic Stairs. “Is that somRO 

l : nd ( iet . “Tim kot, Ma’am. 'Tis bomkw^ 

“I admit that its real name w^as 
Mondays Only, but whatever George 
had said, it was going to remind me of 
that train. Whether it was the af- 
fected art shade of its boiler or because 
it bad once blowm a lot of smoko into 
his signal-box, Henry de la Touche, 
the signalman at Bt. Panoras, took 
a violent dislike to the engine, and 
nothing -would induce him to let it 
poke its funnel into St. Fancras sta- 
tion. Week by week it used to run up 
as' far a» the signal-box, but it never 
got any further. Tu*! engine-driver 
used to^pfifer de la Tou,?h,e a oouple of 
nice bits of coal and as much hot 
water as he wanted, and the guard 
used to offer him a nice new green flag 
to play with, if only her wnuld let Biem 


B WHO M'ANTS TO Hl'KAK T<» MU.. iJUllHltl « 

N WANTS TO HAVB TU» WUCiNO NUMIIKU-” 

through that once. But, no : do la 
Touche, who, mark ><>u, was m fond 
of a green flag as imy of us, wovdd 
never give in and as regular as olock- 
wwk that poor old tram had tc^ to t\ 
round anil go dismally back to Hi. 
Albans.” 

“But surely," said I, “that 
though as hon^ely and as {lathetip^md 
in its way as poignant an any i tjvtt 
heard, cannot be true?” 

“Ah, well! ” said James, closing h'S 
eyes again, “if it cannot be truiir, it 
probabij isn’t.” 

I see that the reader is surpriseid f<o 
learn that twoBtmh liars as (ieerge and 
James ever existed. TV tell the 
they never did, / 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

Of Stags and othbr Gamk. 

Dearest Daphne, — Here I am, 
putting in a lovely time, vwith Bosh 
and Wee-Wee, deer-stalking. My own 
friend, it ’s the game of games, the 
sport of sports! You’ve never lived, 
my Daphne, if you ’ve never stalked !— 
hieti cntendu^ of course, th^ you ’re one 
of the few women who look really 
fetching in a sporting rig, that your 
complexion is windproof, and that 
you’ve a nice, amusing partner. I 
don’t sajr I ’ve oven seen a deer yet 
(this is in’ confidence),' but stalking 
them is divine. 

Lulu Mainwaring and I take cover 
behind some hushes or something on 
the hillside or somewhere, you know, — 
lie holds both the rifles because 1 find 
mine a bit of a bore in more ways than 
one, — 4md sometimes wo peep round 
the bushes to look for the game, and 
sometimes we forget to, and we talk 
all sorts of absurdities in whispers (it ’s 
de rigneur to whisper when you ’re 
stalking, or the door will hear you). 

Jjulu is such a funny hoy ; so de- 
liciously hoiX)lc8S about liimself and 
everybody else ; so lively in a melan- 
choly way, and so melancholy in a lively 
way ; and so gi’ateful to me for taking 
any trouble with him 1 I find him 
quite an interesting study. Then his 
eyes are just a little hit remarkable. 1 
don’t know eve7i now whether tliey ’re 
grey or brown ! At luncli wo all talk 
(leer — liow far they can see and hoar 
and snifl”, liow to manage tlie wind, 
and how to get near the boasts, Norty 
suid.ho should adopt the Indian method, 
so as to get close up to the game, and 
disguise liimself as an animal tliey 're 
not afraid of. He says ho siiall come 
out to-morrow on all fours, got up as a 
sheep. “ Why not coiiufas an ass?” 
said Lulu. " No good,” saitl Norty ; 
“ thei'c ’» one of those on the premises 
already ! ” 

Joaiah has been going on in tlio old 
sweet way, forbidding everything and 
d isappro vmg of every th ing else. You ’d 
hardly believe, my dearest, how many 
‘ nots ’ an hour he ’s capable of. Just 
now his idea is to form a collection of 
pictures, and he’s on a tour through 
somh of the great coiftiftental galleries 
“ to form his taste ! ” Isn*t that lovely ? 
He po'iitivelg wanted me to go with 
him. There’s no limit to what these 
men expect of one. Wasn’t it enough 
that in my innocent youtli I was 
dragged through those galleries, a help- 
Iqss victim, by my educational pastors 
and masters I 

I gave him, however, a few hints as 
to how he might recognise some of the 


best known masters without the trouble 
of consulting a guide, printed or other- 
wise. “ If the picture is a woman 
horribly in need of corsets and pearl- 
powder,” I told him, *‘it’^ Burens. 
If it ’s cows, it ’s CuYP ; and if there ’s 
so much sunset light that you can’t see 
what it is, it ’s Claude. If it ’s a man 
in a flopping hat or a woman dressed 
in cardboard, it’s Vandyck. If it’s 
boys with grimy faces and too much 
tooth, it *8 Murillo. If it ’s hares and 
poultry standing on their heads among 
fruit and vegetables, it’s Weenix. If 
it ’s so big that you have to walk back- 
wards through several rooms liefore you 
can make it out, it’s either Paul 
Veronese, Tintoretto, or SAiiVATOR 
Ro-iA. And if you see a group of 
people with their mouths wide open 
and no speculation in tlieir eyes, it s a 
dead cert, they ’re looking at a Haphael 
or a Titian I ” 

Did I tell you of the sly trick that 
little cousin of mine, Rosemary, has 
))layed on us all *? You remember she 
was with me in town in the summer, 
and I sent lier home thoroughly tmdl 
engaged. Jack Muschamp is a better 
match than she could have ever hoped 
for; — one of the Monmouthshire Mus- 
champs, with a house in (Jrosvenor 
Square and two places in the country. 
I lis temper may lie a weeny hit pefeu- 
liar, but he only wanted managing; 
and, as to what jieople say about mad- 
ness in the Muscliamp family, a great 
many families have madness in them. 
Norty was saying tlie other day that 
wo ’re all mad ; the only difference is that 
some can hide it lietter than others ! 
.\nd then when everything was going 
on quite nicely, tlie day fixed, and tlie 
presents lieginning to come in, the 
child gave them the slip at home and 
she ’s “ o’er the border and awa’ ” with 
that young strolling artist wlio had 
been making love to her before her 
})eople asked me to have lier. 1 ’d a 
long rigmarole from lier last week, try- 
ing to excuse her runaway matcli, and 
raving about their happiness and about 
love in a cottage, and all sorts of bdtises 
of tliat kind. “ You absimd little 
i<Iiot ! ” I wrote back. “ What do you 
mean by writing me all that ricky stuff 
about love iu a cottage? The 20th 
century knows nothing about love in a 
cottage. That cottage fell down ages 
and ages ago, child, and they ’ve built a 
block of flats on tlie site, — and, I sup- 
pose, even yon will hardly have tlie 
lace to gush about love in a cheap 
flat I ” 

I ’m just an ittey bit horribly envious 
of the cmip Beryl Clarges has succeeded 
in bringing off. She positively per- 
suaded the powers that he to let her 
»^have James Parkinson and Ada Batts, 


the chief figures in the Forest Hill 
murder trial, down at Clarges Hirk 
for a week-end. She ’d a rag crowd 
|to me^t them, and everything went 
with a snap. I’m • wnipping my 
brains to think how I can get even 
with her. • 

Apropos de Beryl, I hear that, during 
a flying visit to town lately, for slip- 
ping, she was waiting for her car one 
day outside Fallal6rio’s, wearing one of 
I the straight, waistless gowns in the 
now red, and several people came up to 
lier and tried to post letters— in her 
mouth, T suppose : it 's quite wide 
enough 1 Ever thine, Blanche. 


MAIL-BAGS. 

II — The Poet’s. 

Hubert Valentine, Esq., 

119, Cheyna Walk, Chdsea. 

Dear Sir, — W o have in course of 
preparation an anthology of English 
Masterpieces of Verso, which will ho 
published in fortnightly aumbors at the 
popular price of Id. not, and by mean.s 
of lavish advertising will reach the 
home of every peer and peasant in the 
11. K. This collection will contain gems 
from the pen of such well-known writers 
as Messrs. Austin, Browning, Byron, 
Kragson, Tjongfbllow, Milton, Pj^ilis- 
HiER, Shelley, Sims, etc., etc., and wo 
shall be happy to incliule your name in 
the list of authors if you will kindly fill 
ill the eiiclo.sed form and x*eturn same 
with your cheque for ton guineas. 

Yours faithfully. 

The Absolute Limit 

Publishing Co. 

N.B. — This offer is open only until 
the end of the month. Take it now I 

{Answer : Mr. Valentine feels hiin- 
sell unworthy of the honour. He sug- 
gests that application should Ixi ma<le 
to his fellow-craftsman, Mr. Wir4KiE 
Bard.) 

Dear Mr. Valentine, — 1 quite went 
into raptures over your charming Semgs 
of the East when I came across the 
poems yesterday at my bookseller’s. 
Really, I was almost tempted to buy a 
copy. What a gi eat jwet you are I I 
think people ought to know more about 
you, so I want you to come and 
give a recitation to us at my Penny 
Reading on Saturday evening. Do 
come ! It is quite easy to get here — 
you only have to change at York and 
at Morton Peveril, and then a hiotor-bus 
runs you from Haddon Bridge to within 
two miles of the rectory. 

I think something light and amusing 
would be best for the recitation — our 
people always like that kind of thing, 



and I am Huro you could Ixj realhj 
Juunif if you liked to. 
yours very truly, 

Henrietta McMullen. 

{Amwer: Mr. Valentine regrets that 
he is confined to the liouso with a 
severe attack of melancholia.) 

Dear Mr. Valentine, — I wept all 
night over your beautiful Sonya of 
the East\ Oh, how exquisitely you 
express your thoughts ! What a lovely 
mind you must have ! My poor little 
manuscript — Buttercupa and Vaisiea 
[is the title — seems so paltry in com- 
parison! Will you help me with it 
and put in some of those delightful 
little touches of yours? I am sure 
lyou could transform it utterly I 1 am 
'at home to-morrow evening and the 
leveninj? after 1 Let me know, what 
time will be convenient ! I am longing 
to liave your help I Will you use your 
great innu^noe to place it for me ? 

Your very sincere admirer, 

Lavinia Brown. 

, (^Answer : Mr. Valentine regrets that 
•lie is confined to the house with a 
jaavere attack of writer’s cramp.) 


Sir, — Should like t<i have your name ! 
in my autograph collection, rieasel 
send six specimens by retum, in ready 
addressed envelope, and oblige, 

Youi H, etc., Sam Snkllino. 

{Answer : Mr. Valentine has pleasui’c 
jin enclosing six typewritten aiito- 
! graphs.) 

Dear Sir, — Hearing you’ve been 
writing some songs of the Hast, I beg 
to say that if you want real snappy 
acoomps. for them, yours truly is the 
man. I expect you know I turned out 
I the big panto, successes, “ Won't you 
be my Goo-Cloo-Goo ? ” and ** Harriet, 
aren't yon, Mamed Yet ? ” and in fact 
anything with my name to it has got 
the op. ses. with the managers. On 
the Oriental lay I’m just dead nuts, 
and if you do coster songs as well I 
can make your forcb. Terms mod. 
and satisfaksh. guaranteed. ** Prompt, 
puno. and pally ” is the motto of 

Yours truly, Axjp. Dawkins, 
Composer. 

(Anstver: Mr. Valentine is afraid 
that his songs would provide but poor 
material for Mr. Dawkins’ talents.) 


THK POMT’B PAnADIHL. 

There was a time 1 feaiTnl the poet’s 
bays 

Wfsre not for me, since rh\m«s wei't! 
very coy, 

.\nd many an hour of weaiisome 
employ 

Left mo still semching for ilio proper 
phrase. 

Blank verse I viewed witli vevereui 
am axe. 

Too modest to attempt the ininstMd 
hoy 

In such a metre, lest I might ilestitiy 

The pleasure i derived fiom HhaK* 
steahb’s pla>s, 

But now my donrits have all heeu put 
to rest. 

My Muse and 1 from half-pas| ten 
to five 

Laiiour together daily, Unoppressed 

By details of technique, for \vu iwm* 
trive 

Vei'ses that need not rhyme nor lK'-ai> 
at all : 

We’re writing lyrics for the Music 

Hall 
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SARAU IN OUR “COM.” 

Who -would ever have thought to 
find Babah in a London music-haU? 
No one, ten years ago, or even five 
years ago perhaps — but to-day tlieie 
IS nothing strange about it: nothing 
“ bizarre,” as Little Tick, one of the 
most illustrious of her nsw colleagues, 
says of the gas meter in the bath-rooui. 
Everything is changing (except Sabah 
lierself), and the Halls are changing most 
of all. “Indignity” has passed from 
the actors’ dictionary — and a very good 
thing too — and it is now considered as 
desir|kble to delight or thrill an audience 
that smokes as an audience that (h) 
order of the Load Chamberlain) may 
not. But it left for Sarah — 
supreme as ever — ^to put the crown on 
the new movement: to supply the 
Halls with their apotheosis. In spite 
of the passage of time Sabah is still 
the greatest star in the Thespian 
firmament, and Sabah is doing her 
“ turn ” at the Coliseum, amid variety 
PjDtformers, twice daily, and filling the 
House imore consistently than it can 
ever have been filled before. She gives 
the ‘Second Act of L' Athlon, where the. » 


little Duke of Iteichstadi plays with 
tlio wooden soldiers. It -would be too 
much to say that Sabah is a realistic 
youtli, bill even if she is not altogether 
la (fuerre, she is magmfiqiic, and the 
audience remains spellbound. And 
they have had to endure something 
too Ijoforo the Great Attraction arrives 
— at about 4 o’clock and 9.30 o’clock — 
for if one excepts the Balalaika 
orchestra, it must be admitted that 
nothing but some very small minnow’s 
liavo been engaged as programme -asso- 
ciates of the great Tiitoness. 


SWEEP. 

Auld Sw’eep, your muzzle ’s giey 
As the rime at skreigh o’ day, 

Ye ’re no fit to tak the brae, 
Grass, nor ploo, — 

You that wds sae gleg an’ hauld, 
I* the bet an’ i’ the cauld, — 

Ay, ye 're wearin’ gey an’ auld, 
Sw’eep, the noo 1 

Ye ’d come, 1 ken it fine, 

Limpin’ far ahint the line, 

Sittin’ doon at dykes, to whine 
Sair perplexM; 


Hirplin’ on aye, stiff an’ lame, 

Till the Laird wad pit yo hanie, 

Wi’ the cairt that taks the game, 
Maybe vexed I 

Yo 're doef an’ slaw’ an’ blin’. 

An’ ye ’re by wi’ muir and whin. 
Pickin’ up or drivin’ in, 

Braw’ an’ douce ; 

An’ ye ’re a’ rheumatic pains, 

Gin the w'et gets to your bancs, 

Sae yo ’ll need to bide your lanes 
Bon the boose ! 

The young dog ’s fleet an’ spang, 

An’ he ’ll rin the hale day lartg, 

Yet it ’s sweir am I to gang 
Wantin’ you. 

For traivel East or West, 

Aye the auldest freonds is best, 

An’ ye ’re aulder than the rest, 
S-w’eep, the noo ! 

“The ship, which cost about £2,500 and 
was insured for £24,000, belonged to the 
Gerinan Airship Kavigation Company.” — 
Leieesler Jhvify Po9t, 

That ’b the way to do business. 

Why is an earth-keeping aeroplane 
like a sulky trout ? 

Because it won’t rise to a fiy. 
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THE PEODIGAL FATHER’S RETURN. 

Bn* T*rr, <‘SAy, IP THAT’S POPPA'S NOTION OP • LITBEABY CALM,’ I WISH HE’D NEVEfl 
00MB HOME." ' . 

Ur. Boowralt, replug on Soptember 1} to n rMineat to oonunrat on tbe DMnoontio Tiotov in Voino, fa loportad to iuvi< tfarUiuA 
Ui» nuMon being, liave just returned from a hygienic tour to stem myself in Uteraiy osJai.*^ 
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MR. PUNCH’S AUTOGRAPH SALE. 

l^XTUACTS FROM THI<3 GaTALOGUK. 

Hewlett, Maurice, A.L.B., to »JonN 
Sknhouse, Esq. 

. . . 1 doubt if uiler all I can allow Saucliia 
to educate the uuinevouH hoiih that arc coiuin^ 
to you. 1 shall Rciid theni to Eton. Aftci 
“licNt Harrow,'’ “Floreat Etoua” will be mich 
a goinl title. H 0 

, Roohevelt, Theodore, A.L.S., to a 
member of tlie R.H.P.C.A. 

. . . Lot me, with all the eiujduiais of whi<'h 
I am capable, deny that there was cruelty. It is 
true that several were left after I had shot 
both the male and female ostiich ; but Kkumi r 
and 1 Httt on them onmclvcR and hatched out 
all but one* They aie Hue strong birds, and 
until tlieir day arrives will eontiiiuo to be the 
})ets of my younger chibLen, As for the 
that would not liatcb, i am keeping it for 
I’resideiit Tafi*. ... £1 10 0 

Shaw, G. Bebnaed, A.L.S., to a corre- 
spondent who had sympathised 
with him over a hostile notice. 1 p. 

Dear Sin, — Thank you for your letter. The 
aiiiolo did not trouhlo in.*. My liest I’cvicwcra 
and most intelJigent critics are not yet born. 
Youm faithful]^, IS/ffmt/i/r.] £2 2 0 
Ware, Fabian, Editor of The Morning 
Post, A.L.S., to the Right Hon. 
Aubten Chambeblain, M.F., 
Bept. 23. 

. . . Hope yon saw our first leader this moni' 


iiig, III which wc comjwed your su|)erb ivtieciiee 
about the Ooufereiiee with the blazing imlisere- 1 
lion of Kdwaud (Jrky, and wrent on to say — 
“The Foreign Seeivtary is in bome politics far 
nxj violent a partisan to caro anything foi 
national iiiteiests or to oliservo the.mTlinary 
dictates of ]H)litical prudence and aceeney. ” 
That’s the way to touch olT a respouHiblc 
Minister. We 're getting on, aren’t we ' . . . 

2id. I 

Caine, Hall, A.L.S., to Magistrate’s i 
Clerk, explaining why a dog I 
licence bad not been taken out. j 

8 pp. 

... I assure you that tliere has Ixien a grout 
mistake. Is it likely that foi the sake of saving 
seveu-aiid-sixponei*, the priec of hut three pit 
seats at luy play in Tjoiidon, whieh is diiLWuig 
erowded houses every night (so much so that I 
think of re-naming it Tfic NoctunMl Coiigcution), 

I should delilieiutely defroud the I’eveime ? ; 
Surely you must sec this, A leader of thouglit 
in my position is hardly likely so to imperil liis 
IKwitioii. I theicfoi’e doiuaiid that the fine lie 
set aside. ... £050 


I George, D. Lloyd, A.L.S., to the 
Home Secbetaby. 

. . . You will notice in the istpcrs that I 
have liooM doing what 1 can tc get a holiday 
roj^utation too ; but not to mueh puT|)ose yet. 
Criecioth offers fbw oppoitunities cuniiiared with 
Asia Miiio^ and the Master of Kii>]iANK, though 
a good fellow, is not an F. £. Smith. But 1 
kiiled a snake yestoiday'^-'a I'eal one^-and next 
W'eek. . . , £10 0 0* 


Joke* of the Week. 

“Form foul’s," - Her viewable, laud vahuUmu 
joke with mibtiiry fiuvour. 81111)111)10 for ii'gi 
meiiUl I’lubs. Nearly new'. 

“AV,’ .SVAo* jf/.'/vt < /r/oV, (/!».* ' ](i»areb|e 
eoiirf-martiai joke with latin aeceiit. Han 
l)oen iHipulurut “At boineHt," but now sligblly 
iUnojat\ 

Mr. Pttnrh heg« (o thunk the 
corre8}K)mientH who liuvo hrightinnHl 
his life with tho^ihovp. 


Do we eat too muchP 

“At the close of Ibe w ‘s»(ou the 1>aity 
in Itched at Univeisity, thieeu’s, Trinity, Wipr 
ham and New Ci lieges ' thufy VhnmiH*\ 
“The entree was a.s follows 

Hainiuii and (hwumber, ♦ 

Hoast Beef and Horse mdish H uiee, 

Jlo.st Fowls, TiilHe, 

Jellies. 

Stewed Fi'Dit^amt (‘usttiuls 
IJipiers. Claret. B'bihkey." 
liaht 'tid (iml Cn/n' Vnll-u 

This would Hcem to ho ([uito tho Ihiwt 
enir&e to satiety. 


“SrruiMVAuirs Vioi.iv v\m Hvi.k CiitttAi* 
Almost new," 

Adv(. ill “ 7*^5 

The product of Stradivaaiub’b 
days in the Tottenham Court Hoad. 
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DcrciiHJicn ocri iiMcrn on© mntoli loft. it b out. • Nt^vor tuintl, ]i***Tl 

THE RESUMED RELUMED. another balf-doBon of voiir», old chap. IVh 

[ •‘Never seen me smoke u pipe before? Ob, come, I wonderful what a lot of niatobes y^n get hr a penny 

say, that *» absurd. I used to smoke lots in the old days nowadays. It beats me how they can nmnago to do it. 

-^-this is one of 'em; I fislied it out again from the top Of course that’s no reason for wasting ’out. 1'hero‘s tint 
shelf in the cupboard- in-puff,ni-pufff,m*pu{fff. Thanks, first one broken-^that 'a the worst of ttiosn wchkIVu 
I' ve got a match-box— ni-puff, in-puff, rn-puff. That’s matches, and the wax oneif make such a Blthy stnoll. 
got if . Well, you see, I found f was smoking too many There goes another— oh 1 it 's on rri)' thumb. 'u tlm 

cigarettes. Oh, dear no— not my wife. Sim didn’t object third for luck- m-puff, m-puflf, m-puftf— got limi. Utme 
- novel- said anything about, it. 1 just made up my own gee. whore was I ? Oh, yes- - the Ooneral Klootitm, You 

mind, you know, got out ilie old pipe, and there 1 was. mark my word : it’s certain to come in Jainutry. J tnot a 

Of course it ’s much healthier than cigarettes. You don’t chap yesterday— no, it was Tuesday— \\ ell, miylinw, he 
inhale, and it’s better in every way. May I have one was a Member of Parliament -m-pufT, m*pufff,'m tmffff. I 
of your matches? That was my last one. Thanks— It’s no good, old chap; 1 simply can’t top the ihing 


1 of your matches? That was m 
m-puif. Sorry ; I blew it out. — 
May I have another ? I '11 take 
half H'dozen if you don’t mind. 
M-piilT, in-piiff, m-pufff. There, 
it won't go out again, 1 ’ll het. 

No, it isn’t bird’s-eye or honey- 
dew-. It’s a mixhire of my 
own. My tobacconist makes it 
up for me. Vadr Mecum Mix- 
ture, ho calls it. It ’s the only 
cool tobacco in the w-orld, and 
it’s capital stuff for keeping 
alight. Most tobacco w-ill go 
on going out, ’s my 

prodder? It >vas on the table 
half a minute back. You know- 
the thing, w-iili three sorts of 
thing.s all tacked on to it, one 
for stuffing the baccy clow'n, 
and another for prodding it or 
raking it out, and the oilier 
thing for- — Well, upon iny 
word, 1 never knew- wimt the 
third ihing wa.s for. Oh, there 
it is, on the lloor. Thanks. 1 'm 
afraid 1 ’vo stuffed f.his jiipe too ^ 
full. 1 ’ll dig it out ami put in 
another fill. Tliero, that ought 
to he better. M-piiff, m-puff, 
rn-puff. Got it this time. Yes, 
we have had a perfectly beastly 
summer, and then I hose new' 
taxes coming in on the top of it. 

No, I liaven’t got any land 
m\.solf, but I know a lot of 
chaps who luivo, and tliey toll 
mo -m-pufff, m-puffff. Bother 


Jrt,shin<tii (t/s aomconc limka at Ins (tour). -‘.Sui'liE, U’ I 
don’t ANNWKU, 1T'.S some W'AN to CIVli MK A JOR, AN’ U’ I 
DO it’s the LANDLOim APTKU THE lllKI.” 


the pipe, it’s out again. M-pulT, ' — -- a1 

m-pufft 1 thii.k tljftfa fixoa it. Pact is one Nolsuoi.amTI Por I ha 

inustn t i.e careless about lighting a pipe ; one ouglit to A pleasant plumpness th 

see that the thing s really caught on before cliuckmg Change to a hbeous rotnm 

the match away. It s a knack, 1 suppo^. Some 

chaps have it and some hayei. t. 1 general y manage And often am malevolently 

to-m-puff. in-pufff, m-puffff-no, you don t-m-puff. 1„ carriages whem there at 

it H all right, but it was a near— m-puff. There, it ts ® 

out after all. Still, it did pretty well that time. Yes, Although you play for wea 

she ’s drawing all right. I cleaned her out yesterday — You will not find mo pro 

blew' half a w'ine-glass of sheiry through her. The pipe ’s For only sleeplessness pa«s< 

right enough. M-pufl‘, m-pufif, m-puflf. There-— m-puiff — To ban the further bulgii 

she 's going like a furnace. Oh, the Conference — m-puff — Bo since your music bids it 

I never took much stock in that myself. It 's bound — Give me excess of it. Pla> 

m-puff, m-pufff — it 's bound to bust up soon. Of course— , , ■ ■ - i 

m-puff, m-pufff, m*puffff— they all pretend it’s going on cumigeinent w antiounciwl of Mimt Mr. jima Mim M. 1*1.. lo 

quite smoothly, but — m-puff, m-pufff — she’s out again; Mr. S, L., of Attokland," — md ANfd. 

no, she isn’t — m-puff, m-pufff — yes, she is, I 've only It often comes to that in the eni 


[ simply can’t keim the ihing 
alight. 1 ’m out of form to-day. 
A cigarette ? Well, as yi»u are 
so pressing, I don’t rnind If I 
do, just this onco. M puff 
well done, little ono ! N(»vv wo 
can talk,” I 


TO THK MAN AHOVK. 

I “Stout ]>(H)ple «ttouM mlioiiMH thdr 
thiu^ i»r rrmt if Uioy a'Oitt to ttuov ditti, ‘ 
for weight. lA pRt on vmy rii)tiiti> during , 
fi'eekffi Pajm'.] 

Thoro are, my friend, who'd 
fetd inclined to swmt , ' 

If, laU^ returning from vour 
toil, you took 

Your jocund flute and, iK'iitnig 
out the air 

With feet 'neatli whielt >oui* 
floor (their ceiling) shitok, 
Poured, as I plainly tu^ai >011 
pouring now, 1 

Your woul out in a dicketts of 


Who’d tind entirely tluhtitute 

I l|\ Your tuneful inslrmnent's 

entiancmg tontw, 

w And, nightly vvrenchoil hack 
-J from the gentle arms 

Of Morpheus by the heavy 

. Vi«^T ^ 

— Would (as I 've mcntieiiUHl) I 

rWj. -‘Sui-uE U’ I very likeh say I 

-c_MKAjo«.AN II I ,.T„t.'r;ifm'.,uilea .liaaglHs- 
-- — -- able way. 

Not such am T I For I have had to see 
A pleasant plumpness that lK*camn me well 
Change to a hideous rotundity* , 

Which many an anii-fat has failed U> quell. 

And often am malevolently ejod 
In carriages where thoro arc five a>si<le 

Although you play for weary hour on hour. 

You will not find mo prone to rage (»i sulk, 

For only sleeplessness possossos power 
To ban the further bulging of iny hulk. * 

Bo since your music bids my fat hegoiu'. ^ 

Give me excess of it. Play on 1 play on ! 
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AT THt PLAY. 

“The Man FitpM the Sea." 

Mr. Locke nlrnck tlie wron;;j note 
for me in the First Act, when ho per- 
miacled Ruth and Daifttj to skip into 
tho Dean's garden at Burdloham, 
announce with a swing of the racquet 
tliat they were about to play a set, 
and tlion skip out again. There 
are certain stage conventions wliich 1 
am just learning toovcilook; as, for 
instance, that every man who has read 
a letter taps it before lie puts it hack 
in his pocket ; or that it is impossible 
for a man to tell tlie time without 
extending his watch in the palm of his 
left liaud and supporting both with his 
right. But when a stage lawn-tennis 
player skips into no matter how 
realistic a drama, then, as far as T 
am concerned, the illusion goes. liuih, 
I am sorry to say, was alw^ays .skipping 
about tho stage. Tiie impression this 
creates of youth and high spirits and 
happiness is not a lasting one. ; 

Mr. Locke himself was as con- 
ventional. Wlion one character said to 
another, “ I wonder who Mrs ', J rerill 
really IS. Nobody seems to have heard 
of her before she came bore"<; when 
Mrs. A vcrill and Marion Lee discussed 
tlie case of a village girl wlio had fallen, 
and the former \\m very tender and 
forgiving, and tlie latter said in a loud 
voice tliat slio could never forgive any- 
one — auffonc — who sinned in that way ; 
wlien tho J)ean mentioned that his 
brotlier-in-law, J an Ucdlamler, was just 
coming back from Australia, and Mrs. 
Aver ill (in tho front of the stage) 
started and pressed lier liand to her 
heart; well, well, well, Mr. Locke 
knows how to got tlie croak of the 
machinery across the footlights. 

Jt was a pity that he couldn’t get to 
work upon his theme— the struggle of 
a good woman’s Jieart with her con- 
science — without all This business. 
The problem Marion Lee liad to solve 
was whether she should tell tJio Dean 
(put like that, it always mode mo smile 
— 1 suppose liecause 1 cannot imagine 
a dean being told anything serious) 
tho storv of Daphne Aver ill's past. 
Dapiinc bad lieen married to a villain 
in Australia ; be left her to go to prison, 
and slie came away to live in Durdleliam 
with Dr. Ai^rill. Marion's conscience 
tolls lier that she miiSt "denounce this ; 
Daphne makes the old, old plea that it 
is a “special case." Marion was 
true to her conscience until the last 
moment, wlien her love for Jan lied- 
lander made her true to her heart. 

That is the idea of the play,- but 
there is really lots more plot than tliat. 
How Pontifex Pye overheard a private 
conversation between Jan and Daphne ; 


how he found a letter in Marion's 
blotter addressed to the Dean and 
delivered it; how Jan pretended lie 
was married to a lunatic ; how a tele- 
gram came saying Daphne's convict 
husband was dead — a pageant of real 
life on the stage is presented to you in 
pictures like those. 

Mr. Robert Loraine and Miss Nina 
Boucicault did their best — a very good 
best — with the parts of Jan and Mariosi. 
The author did not seem quite certain 
whether the breesy i-over vvlio had 
looked beneath the veiled curtain of tlie 
eyes of savages was himself or Jan. 
Perliaps Jiedlander was a great reader 
of the modern novel. At any rate ho 



Mil. Kohert Louaine {Jini JlmUamkr). “ Do 
you licar the sea calhug iu tho slicll ? ” 

Miks Nina B<»ttciCAULT {Marion Lee). 
“Well, really it’s rather difficult to lioarariy- 
IhiuK while you are on t he stajfe. If you ’d stop 
talking for one second 1 might have a ciiance.'' 

recited several pretty little pieces by 
Mr. Locke (notably one about a shell), 
wOiich lie must have learnt by heart 
in the siFence of the South Seas. And 
somehow 1 found it hard to believe in 
Marion ; it seemed impossible that 
Jan could have fallen in love with her 
or slie in love with anyone. But 
Daphne 1 accepted thoroughly, and 1 
ofl'er my thanks to Miss Beryl. Faber 
for her line performance. M. 

The Matchmaker. 

“A telegram from Lille stales that the 
police are on the track of a new ease of 
esiiionage. Someone lias atte]n}>U‘d to bride 
snlaltern of!icei«,” — Lhtih/ Graphic. 

“It is a picturemiue fourteenth century 
building, and one of the tiueat Hjiceimens of 
Kli/:ahrthan architecture iu Stralfoid-upon- 
Avou.” 

So said The Daily Mad twice in the 
I same article, in case you thought 
Elizabeth flourished in the sixteenth 
century. 

* * Tho enervating in^enoe of a LaoodeQKmiau 
latitudiuarianisni would be fatal to its exist- 
ence.” — MaachrMer Guardian, 

Bight O. 


THE APPLAUDBR OF PLUCK. 

He was sitting on one of the seals on 
Primrose Hill reading a review of the 
cricket season, and now and then he 
sighed and glanced at me. At last he 
spoke. “It’s a hard thing," he said, 
“ to have seven dull montlis before you." 

I agreed. * • 

“No fun in life for me,” he went on, 
“ until next May." 

“ 1 ’m very sonw," I said. “ Arc you 
ill?" 

“No, not ill," ho said; “merely 
without any motive, any real interest." 

“ But wdnter has plenty of entertain- 
ment,” I suggested. 

“ Not for me," he said. “ Cricket ’s 
my game. 1 caro for nothing else." 

“ Oh," I said, “ 1 see. Do you play 
much ? " 

“ No, I don’t play at all," he replieil, 
“ I'look on. I never miss a mateli at 
Lord's, and if there ’s nothing at Lord’s 
I go to tho Oval. ^ I have a kind of 
semi-oliicial position." 

“ Indeed," I said. “ Wliat is that, 
may I ask ? " r. 

“It’s not paid, o’! course," he 
answered. “ And tho M.O.C. have 
nothing to do witii it. As a matter of 
fact, 1 lead the applause on botli 
grounds." 

“That must keep you busy," T said, 

“ Oh, I don’t moan all the applause," 
he explained. “I don’t clap every- 
thing. The applause that 1 lead is 
not for strokes, but for heroism. , 

“ I don’t quite understand," I said. 

“ Well," ho continued, “ you must 
often have seen a batsman get a nasty 
knock from the ball ? Yes ? Well, 
then you have noticed that lie stops a 
moment or two to rub his leg, or stamp, 
wlille very often the wicket-keeper pats 
him on the back ? " 

“ Yes." 

“ Very well, tlien, when lie has done 
and resumes batting, there is a ripple 
of applause round the ring, isn't there ? 
I lead that." 

I congratulated him. 

“ Yes. I felt that such courage and 
endurance ought to bo recognised, 
especially after attending a match or 
two where no notice was taken of it ; 
so I took up the thing seriously." 

1 congratulated him again. 

“ But this has been a bad summer," 
lie said. “ Too wet. The ball rarely 
rose. A dry summer is tho time ! But 
it ’s all over now, anyway. No fun till 
next May." 

“What about football?",, I asked. 
“ That ’s full of injuries." 

“ Oh, I can’t stand football," lie said. 
“ It ’s too cold. Besides, injuries are 
part of the game. No, 1 *m a crieketer 
all throiigh, that ’s what 1 am." 




,, ij \ *< MV Tnounuxrt you, vSin, but wouw) vt u mini> 

Valrol Lcmhr {ucdouj uv ohl bauiy IN want of cuveb f' 

WB E\mc TUK liSEMY KIlOM HIK NOKHl AND AKE BADLY IN WAM 


INl> HIEBV'INO KAST ANU Wl'HI', 


DIFFIDENCE AT DINNER, , 
Dkar Mr. Punch,— I am profoundly , 
porplcxed over certain problems raised 
in my mind by an article, printed in a 
recent number of The t^paciator, on 
“The Shyness of the Superior, ler- 
sonally, bein« a shy man, I found the 
article extremely soothing ; indeed it 
offers an explanation for iny sliyness 
which I myself had liitherto been too 
sliy to formulate. “Now and then, ’ 
says the author of the article, “ stupi- 
dity has a terrific effect in inspiring 
shyness. To be obliged to spend a 
given amount of time— say, the length 
of a dinner— in company with some 
one Upon whom it is our duty to leave 
a fairly agreeable impression, and who 
is evidently very stupid, is enough to 
turn one to stone.” How heartily do 
I echo this valuable remark! It has 
occurred to cue, nevertheless, that though 
in my own case — may 1 say, in om own 
cases, Mr, — this particular 

form of prandial petrifaction could 
nevet bo confused with that induced 
* by other causes, the diagnosis might, 


with some people, be less obvious. I 
suggest, therefore, that you ^ should 
enliven your pages with a competition 
in which awards are offered lor the 
Iwjsl guesses in answer to propounded 
situations such as the following 

Mr. Bernard Shaw dines with the 
Editor of The Spectator. 

Which of the din''rs [tj cither) iS shy f 
Mr. Granvidhe Barker dines with 
the Author of The Utemal Questioit. 
Which is the more oiit of countenance ? 
Miss Chhistarbd Pankhurst dines 
with Mrs. Humphry Ward. 

Which is the stonier ? 

Sir Henry Lunn dines with a re- 
fractory Swiss hotel-keeper. 

, Which is the nwre sheepish I 
, Mr. Bonar Law dines with Mr. 
f Chiozza Money. , . , . , . 

» Which of the diners feeU it his duli^^ 
I to leave a fairly agreeable impression, ' 
I and what are the consequences ? 
i Rev. Sir Wm. Robertson Nicoll 

: dines with Rev. R. J. Campbell, 

I Both of course would be tongue-tied ; 
i hut whose tongue would be tied the 
/tighter? 


Master Winston CiiuiicHim. dmes 
with his old nurse. 

Which is the himhlei 

Tho German Kaiser dines with 

No, that would he too msif. 

Believe me, dear Mr, Punch, 

Yours, etc., DiffioI’NT. 

Mr. Harold SniNDnu in The iMdy 
Chronicle : 

“We ftte anglinii for big HhIi on an hm»[[4i' 
ledge of rook Bonio twenty 
—kneath un kcvl. Ih^v do we know that 
that ledge in Ikere ? ” 

It isn’t. A fathom is six f<ict. * 

The story of Mr. Llovd Georois mtd 
the snake havitiig .proved uo popular, 
keep VDur c\o on our columns 
wejk ’for the true inoid(‘nt of Mi'w 
: Haldane and the hii>popoU»UB. , 
Special to this paper. i 

‘ “ T!ii» Wd ditr of trftVTm'k wa«, sVl : 

mimiw, the bite of au oW of the 

• Ouhonidlwu# ’i 

? Some of these old volcttuoos artfifl^ry 
touchy about ohangifig thoir »tU>. 
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odiR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of LcanioA Clerks.) 

When 1 took up The Lantern Heavens (Methuen) it was 
with a glow of pleasunt anticipation , partly l)ecause 1 had 
been waiting this groat \\4hle for somebody to call a novel 
by that very title, and partly because Mrs. Alfred Sidowick, 
who has now done it, is a writer for whose work I enter- 
tain the highest regard. But I am bound to admit that 
the result is just a little bit disappointing. You know, of 
course, who the original lantern bearers were ; the Ijoys of 
Stevenson’s delightful memory, who went about with 
lighted bull’s-eyes bonoath their buttoned coats, spiritually 
upheld by the smell of blistered tin and the consciousness 
of the bidden flame. Mrs. Bidowicik’h lantern bearers are 
her hero and heroine ; and the light they carry is the fact 


shared with me a conviction that her latest creations were 
by no means so human. ^ 

The County Coast Series (Fisher Unwin), to which T/t- 
Cornwall Coast is the latest addition, merits a cordial 
greeting. The reader -bo he l^ent on motoring, cycling, 
pedestrian ism, or even on learning something of a country 
of which ho knows little— is in no danger of indigestion 
from the information provided for him. To Mr. Salmon’s 
book on the Cornish Coast 1 give an osfiecial word of praise, 
and even if he bad not done his work so well I should have 
found it difliculb to criticise an author whose point of view 
is so admirable. Mr. Salmon has a tender regard for Corn- 
w'all; and while pointing out its beauties is at pains to 
show that they can lie easily damaged. Until, however, a 
change sweeps over the Duchy it is no place for the tourist 
w'ho delights in brass-bands, and wdio marks his devastating 



IMPROBABLE SCENES. 

I.-- (}(»^ KiiNAiKNT Office Ci.krk^^ .m'oiumj to okt at iheir work. 

that they have bee i ^ajcretly luaiTied. llehjet Jhyne course by a litter of paper ard banana-skins. Clearly wa 
the daughter of a (leriiuin mother and a father who liad se^ that Cornwall remains tlio land for those who wis'i to 
been ruined by an unscrupulous partner named Ashley, spend their holidays free from meretricious ac.iompani- 
The lirynes were very poor, so much s-o tliat, till she was inents, and that to take away its restfulness is to take away 
nineteen, and the story began, Uelqa had never oven lieeii ja large part of its charm. But J am at variance with the 
to a party. But she goes to one m Mie third chapter, and, ! author when ho suggests that such a custom as the Helston 
having bi*en warned all her life to aviud all iiitercoui'se j Furry dance “might as well bo decently buried.” For 
with the hated Ashley s, the very first young man slie 1 although it is true that the coiintry-i)eoplo smile at these 
meets, and promptly ialls in love with, is— who do you ceremonies they love them all the same, and there are less 
think ? Quite riglit. So Chve .'J.s7i/r// and flehja are united drastic ways of treating ancient customs than by abolishing 
by the registrar, despairing of their parents' consent, them. Excellent photographs add to the attractions of the 
Which was wise, as* ffcr as it went, liecauso shortly after- book, and I iiope Uiat this particular Salmon will not be 
wards old Mr. liryne. hit Mr, Ashley on the head in public, out of season for many a year, 
and there was a lot of trouble. And then, just when 
matters were nicely involved, and I vsas thoroughly in- 
terested, the whole thing comes to an abrupt end, with l?Voin the report of a tariff tripper, as report^ proudly in 
overj'^body blessing everybody else, and preparing to live SheffeM Daily Telegraph : — 

happy ever after. Much as 1 enjoyed the story, I protest “ Hero we had a look round the sho^. The i»rit!c of foodstuffa 
emphatically against Mrs. SlDOWick (of all people !) lotting oonii>sre8 easily with our home iirioes, clotliiug and booU especially." 
me d<t)wn with so abrupt and inartistic a jar. I incline to If Tariff Reform means boots for breakfast, why not say 
think, indeed, that the author of those adorable Severim so ? 
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Thk Hi»I' 5 Aker has been elected per- 
tnancnti Master of t)ie Blencatlira Fox- 
noinids. We congratulate liim on this 
graceful tribute to the way in which he 
has managed the House of Conimons. 

Si 

Speaking at the Church Congress, 
th<! Bishop of Bhibtol expressed the 
view that motoring had done inucli for 
the Church. Yes, hut not so niucli as 
it has thuje for tho Churchyard. 

At a mooting of tlio Yarmouth Cuat- 
dians, it was stated that an inmato of 
ilio workliouso had received a land 
valuation form to fill iij). This is hut 
a forc'taste of tho tinui wlien all land- 
tax foi'ins will liav(‘ to ho addressed to 
the workhouse. 

“J)o not lose courage," said "Mr 
Kkiu llAinnE to tho Jilgyptiaii Na- 
tionalist Congress “Tlio Young 
Mgypiians will one day see tlui statues 
of ali'.sT.Ai'A Kameii and l^’Anrn Hkv in 
tlic stiee.ts of tho> will 

iuhhI all tlieir courage if the statues 
should 1)0 anything like the inajoritv 
of tliOBo out) secs in tlio streets (»f 
iiondon. 

One of tlio most iiitcrohting rc\ (Na- 
tions made at tho Congress W’as ilie 
name of Mustafa Kamki.’h brother. 
It is Am Buy .Iahmy Kamijl. lie 



•'Now 'HIICN, MisTKU Tllltk,)' ,V-l’l.\N\, Wt MEAN DV KNOl'MS 

a I or 'UiE ai.oowis' maiikki 


sounds a rollicking fellow, and wo are 
propured to like him. 

In a race across tlio Atlantic the 
Nortli (lerman Lloyd liner, (iooiyc 
WaUinKjlnu, lioat Jior compotitors hy 
five hours, and tlio captain, on being 
inierviewod, stated that he liad not 
forced his ship unduly. Wo ahonld 
like to hear tho ship’s own view about 
this Tf there is anything in a name, 
wc ought to gel at tho facts. 

Ijeieestor has lately lioen on fete to 
welcome her home - coming citi/ons. 
Now Colchester is preparing to giA^e 
a haiiqpet in honour of the return of 
her native.^. . 

Lady Dorothy Nevili. in her new 
book montioris the case of the Duchess 
of OLEVIOIiAND who WHS SO pi'oud Of 
her siiiall feet that she wont to extra- 
vagant lengths in her endeavours to 
attract attention to them. This re- 
minds us of the Irish lady who was 
similarly gifted. She used to wmr| 
extra big shoos in order to compel! 
|)eople to notice the smallness of her 

I 

It is really rather thoughtless of I 


Miss ( lEHTRUDK KiNCiSTOK. Tlio naiucs 
of tho authors of tho pieces slio pro- 
duces at her [jittle Theatre arc not to 
h(5 divulged until after their pi c?wno-c,s. 
This means that many critics will not 
know until it is loo late A\l|^tlier the 
pla> s are good or not. 

Tliesugge-stionof Mr. Uenua Airmuit 
JosEH that “a candid person should 
make out a list of tho hu>ings and 
doings that provoke the loudest laugh- 
ter at the theatres ho visits ” has been 
actcxl on by The h'.rpres.s, which sent a 
reprosentath Ground tho play-houses to 
lake note.n of the current jokes. Even 
outside the ranks of War Correspon- 
dents there are bniAe men on our 
Press. 

Aleau while Mr. Jones has suggested, 
a.s a result of tho journalist’s revela- 
tions, a tax on foolish and banal jests 
in theatres. It might l>e called the 
Undevelo|)ed Brain Tax. 

's; 

We are glad it is not dying out, for 
it is such a quaint, picturesque old 
custom. A Peer w^ded an Actress 
last week. ^ .. 

‘‘Braisil having laid down a ship of 


32,000 tons, it follows »s a mailer of 
courso,” says The Naval and 
iiVrerd, “ tluit in the near futuio tho 
naval auiliorities of England, (lei many 
and iXmoricu w ill go one iKittm . ' 'iHiat 
should come to just 32,001 tons. 

“ Bomiuhded with Bhownisos ' 
is a Huh-heading in The i'all htall 
(iazette'd iicconnt of the Berlin imU- 
It sounds Htrangi'ly like an im-Iio of 
tlio old iluAS df the Kohert Biowmng 
Clubs. 

With reference to the new Post 
Oflico regulation as to Hats, The 
Mail says: “A now factor lias been 
introduced into the dispute by the sus- 
picion that some p<istnien ur<» Volun 
tardy climbing stairs rather than of^elul 
the tenants by standing on the strict 
letter of the rtyulaiion.” MV) stand on 
their letters (whether stiiot oi* hot) 
would indeed be a giatuilous iu'ialt to 
the tenants. 

A newsboy tenor made Ids //Mwf in 
Tjondon at a National Bun day Lqiikgufi 
concert the other night. \Ve uinTer- 
stand tliat it is liopea to train a #M>r 
of them, to be callod^ '* M’liO Evwng 
Pipers.*' r; 


VOL. CXXXIX. 
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‘ TO SUMMER. 

[Pioliably off by tlie time tbeise lines apiK'ui.] 

Wblcomr, Stranger, though your face 
lx)ok8 a little out of placo 
in the order of the dancing Seasons’ cy<;le ; 

Though you ’ve inisstxKhe last cuckoo, 

And there ’s only left a few 
Of tlic fatted geese beloved of Holy Michael. 

Never mind the gathered sheaves 
Or the lisp of falling leaves ; 

Don’t you fret about tlio narrowing hours of daytime , 

Try and fancy, just for fun, 

That your race is yet to run. 

That you *10 starting, bright and punctual, wjth the Maytimo 

If you could arrange to stay, 

We could keep you fairly gay 
With tho kinds of sport )ou seldom take a jiatt in ; 

Very rare those visits are 
When you dodge the calendar 
And illuniinato the Mass of good St. Martin. 

Can’t your flitting be defon-ed 
Till tlie driven partridge-hird 
Drops like manna on the stark October stubble ? 

Won’t you sinilo on Reynard's track 
Till the parched and tonguoless pack 
Deems the game is really hardly worth tho tioidilc? 

I Won’t you melt tho morning rime 
Till tho Jjiong-tail in his prime 
Tjoavos his foatheis round the wistful jaws of Hovet ? 

1 Won’t you please — it ’s getting near- - 
Btay and warm our Christnuis cheer ? 

Won't you kindly wait, in fact, till Wintci ‘sovet O S 


THE STAY-AT-HOME. 

1 . 

1 HAVK some depressing news for you. Youi o]<l fiiend 
(jeorgo is becomo intoloralile. 

In a way it may be said that James began itjbut I am 
loth to attacli any of the blame to Iiirn, because James 
I happens in real life to lie myself. Kpeaking tlien from an 
! entirely unbiassed point of view', (Jeorge's behaviour in the 
matter is despicable, and James's patience and forI)earance 
! throughout is most praiseworthy . Ijet us praise James ami 
I despise George. • 

i The burning question was f,hat of travelling abroad. 
James in the beginning of tilings liad shown considerate 
and kindly solicitude for George in this respect. “ George, 

1 old boy,” he ha<l said, “you ouglit to travel a hit. Your 
I mind wants broiuleiiing. You want to get out of your own 
I country and seo a little of the Continent.” Was George 
’ gra|)eful ? Not in the least. Indeed, he behaved in a 
' manner as childish as it W'as disjgustiiig, und certainly un- 
worthy even of him. He refrained from asking James’s 
advice as to what countries he should visit, tphough he well 
knew that James w'aft dnly too willing once more to de.scribe | 
to him every foreign jouifjiey he had made. In fact, ho did 
so in spite of George’s |tettiness, and it is only one more 
proof of his magnanimity . , . but you grant all that 
It appears that James had lieen to tho South of France, 
SwitEorland and tlie IslBof Wight. The last he ha<l visited 
on a half-day trip, at his own expense, tho other two places 
tin the capacity of a paid tutor. The general impression, 
howeVer, left on the mind of those who were fortunate 
enough to catch sight of the tutor and the tutored en route 


was distinctly that James was not only standing every- 
thing, hut was also sole lessee and manager of the countries 
visited. I should perhaps not have mentioned that last 
fact, but forgot in the excitement of WTiting who James is 
in real life. 

“You liave never been abroad, have you, George?” 
pursued lie on this occasion. 

“Oh, ves,” said George, witliout conviction, “lots of 
times.” 

“ I had a delightful chat witli your father last night,” 
continued James irrelevantly. “All about you. Wo 
started at tlio cradle and ended at the end of last week. 
Wo hardly loft a day unaccounted for. Toll mo, apart 
from Ireland, have you ever really been abroad ? ” 

George did not answer. 

“And liave yon even been to Ireland more than once?*’ 

Still the piglicaded George did not an.swer. 

“Really, (ileorgt?, you ought to go abroad. You are 
becoming insular and narrow. You ought to go and see a 
little of Europe. I don’t want to boast . . 

“ Then don’t,'* said George briefly. 

• II. 

George is an evil-disposed person, full of tho W'orst guile. ' 
I will not have Jan>es abused in any way, hut I do think , 
ho was a little weak to be deceived by George’s iiolite 
manner when, alioiit a month later, lie approached him 
again on the same subject. W^itli^jj^ttle alertness ho might 
have diHCOvci'ed that George had got a"|o& out of England. 

“James,” he said sweetly, “ I want a few tips from you 
about travelling.” James nodded graciously. 

“It is awfully nice of you to 1x3 so awfully nice. I am 
sure you will tell mo all I want to know about the world. 
U is a real ])leasuro to talk to a cosmopolitan like you, 
not ono of tRosti self-satisfied, conceited, narrow-minded 
braggarts wlio have never been outside Europe. J. am 
going abroad.” 

Jam<3s gathcrel uj) his face into a businesslike frowti. 
“My dear boy,” he said, “it will he tho making of you.” 
TJion lie dealt at length witli the South of France and 
Switzerland. Since he had hoard of George’s Ireland lie 
had droppt3d his own Isle of Wight. 

“ That is all very interesting,” commented George, “hut 
I was talking about the world and travelling. Have you 
ever been to Rio de Janeiro ? ” 

“ Have 1 ever Ixien to Rio?” said James, ridiculing tlic 
question and hoping for the best. 

“ Yes. And wliere exactly is it? ” 2 mrsucd the obstinate 
George. 

“ Where is it? ” said James, hard put to it to gain time. 
“ Why don’t you go to some jilaco with an easier name, to 
begin with ? ” 

“J have always wanted to go to Africa,” he answered 
with a most docejitive expression. 

“You might do woi*so. 1 almost wish I was coming 
back to tho old place with you.” 

“ Rio ? But where exactly is it ? ” 

“ In the more Eastern part of Africa,” said James, plung- 
ing. “ J could show it you in a minute if 1 had a map.” 

“ When I looked at tho map this morning,” said George 
slowly, “it was in Soutli America. Tell me, have you 
over btHjn thoro really ? What ! Is it po.ssible that you 
have never been outside Europe? Really you ought to 
travel a bit. You tend to become very contpiental and 
confined. To see something of the world would make 
quite a man of you. Now I . . 

“ At times,” James said to himself, but not so quietly 
that he might not be overheard, “ at times old George’s 
face seems to be almost repulsive.’* . 
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A FITTR ())' FUKS. 
(Induced hij the slndji of a cat(ilo(fiie.) 
WnKN 1 behold home cluirininfj ^irl 
Fsciipinf; jj-om a Ims-sqiisish, 

With olioiry lips and teeth of pearl 
(floinpare? the ads of Tiisk-Wasli), 

I think — and, oh > my lieart’s a-wliirl 
“ I would 1 won* a musquasli ' ” 

1 crave to he the pendent fur 
'I’he pomteid fox or sahl(> - 
It is nqt likely to oeeur, 

Hut would that. I wei'e able 
To oonstitutfj the comforter 
About this Maud or Mabel! 

That, though in life through leagues of 
cold 

The hunters made me skip it, 

The husk that was my spirit's mould, 
With many an alien snippet, 

Until the, goods were pawned or sold, 
Might dangle from her tippet. 

Might even touch her swan-like throat, 
Her cheeks like apple-blossom — 

I say, when girls like this I note 
Witli peltry flung across ’em, 


I think, “ Oh, luippy, hap])y stoat ! ” 

“ Oh, fortunate opossum ! 

If they could know the end, the prize 
That waits tor hair so (la])por, 

The minks would como with moist'm.d 
eves 

Ohodieni to the tiapiun. 

The rufii ten’s vision eie demiso 
Would he tt) lUitke a wrapper. 

Yos.ev’n the skunk would turri.imi) hap, 
With mute surrender, if ho 
Could know, in deatli, heynnd the trap 
(Which onlv la-^ts a jilly), 

His hide, emhalme 1 on beauty’s lap, 
Would coaso to ho .so whiffy. 

Hvoi:, 


“I’lio Htnk<* lilt* toini'vvay eniptoyiM-.s .it 
Pcifli, Wi'sUmii Australiti, lia« boeii 8 i*(tk'<l.” 

In The Daily News this is headed 
“ Northern News in Brief.” Wherever 
the strike did take place it seems 
clear that our contemporary’s staff 
knew (collectively) that there were two 
Perths: an upper Perth and a lower 
Perth. 


TJIF ClIUT Oh' THM (lUOWNUlV 
Dkau Mil Fi'Nf'M, For a hohda> 
task we had In wrih' a esstiy on any 
suhjoct wc likcvl. 1 chose “The Ihdt 
of the Ciownup ” because in a maga- 
ziiu* liuuH' was II pn/.e i^ssav on " ’I'he 
Ckdt of the (Ihdd ’ with hitoi* out ol 
pools and jioople and I only had to 
cha,nge it a little to make the lliings 
lit. ll isnt chef‘ting heiMiuso i luid lo 
cliangt^ It and i lelt out a lot and i 
made up the cud nt\>olf, I hojH' I 
sliall get tlie Ihize foi ni\ essay and if 
you pul it in the Uondon ( 'haiiviy i \ou 
will ha\e to send me Home moue\ . I 
copied all the, stops horn the othei' 
o.ss.iA 1 put Not 'H lite m laUnature 
for you lo unilei’slaud 
With love and kisw'.s 

Your loving little IVicmd 
Kvanomijnk Smith, (Aged 1 1|) 

Tin-: CiiLT or thi'; (IuownvI*. 
(Irownups! How sweet they iii'ol 
Bo soft and tender to ciuidlc 1 > lov- 
ing, and trusting - mu I V to etviflde lo 
you all their innocent tlmughts I One 
shuddet's to remotnber that theiti aee 
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childrenwhosaythtfy can’t boar grown- miTT-i Ai^TT<krAr at Stonehenge in the most distressing 

ups, they can’t be bothered with them, THhj ANIMALi INVASION, circumstances. But as Mr. FrohMlAN, 

they are so quiet and tiroRornc. Oii, (Special,) who presents The Worst Bloodhoufid in 

the hard hearts! Strange indeed that The tremendous success alleged to f/ie is notoriously tenderhearted, 

children, who will have to Ijo grown- have boon achieved by the terrier Tim the author has consented to replace 
up themselves, should liavp so little in Mr. HAiiL Caine's drama, The this Iiarrowing scene by one in which 
patience — so little feeling for tlto beauty Bishop's Son, is likely to load to far- the Major’s bloodhounds are seen 
of the dear old lives I And then tlieir reaching results in the casting of old caressing the fugitives outside Salis- 
aloofness ! ^ How often when you arc and the construction of new plays. bury Cathedral. 

talking to them Ihoir eyes take on a Already wo understand that Mr. An unusually strong cast has been 
dreamy, far-away look and you know Galsworthy is hard at work on a retained by Mr. Hxtbert French for 
the big nunds are wandering with the dramatised version of his novel, The the production of The Brown Dog at 
stars or the servants!-* Perhaps the Cotiniry House, in which the central liis Kepertory Theatre. It includes 
groat charm of grownuphood is its rdle will bo allotted to the dog John. Mr. Robert Dingo, Mr. George Griffon, 
sleep — the long lashes brushing the big Mr. Cyril Maude is said to be con- 1 Mrs. Brown-Cliow, Miss Air^ale, Milo, 
smooth cheeks, tlio busy hands at sidering a military drama written by * Scinpperke, and Master D. Dinmont. 
rest, the largo feet still. - 


Rut I must not forget 
to mention their eager- 
ness to bo helpful. 
Mother is working at 
her knitting perhaps, 
and you ask her to run 
and fetch your hand- 
kerchief or to pick up 
the bricks you have 
spilt. How delightedly 
she hastens to obey! 
And even if slie only 
says “No! whatever 
are you thinking of? ” 
it isn’t really unkind. 

Notes . 

* Some im‘ut but it dtiOHut 
»iatt<u’ in Literiituro. 

*■* Y<ni can tell wliat that 
iiieauH from wliut eomos next . 

® This uas “Fainea” in 
the other Kssay. 

P.S. — Sylvia allways 
wants to do the saine 
as me so she wrote a 
essay too only she 
would call it plain 
Grownups. She cried 
when T said hers wasnt 
good enuogh to print 
so I had to send it. 
If you dont want to 
put it in you can say 



irrm 


“DIRT-EE! DIRT-EEir' 

ScKN E — A Football League Match . 

Tub gke\t sror.T LovjMj itdlic have just ArrLAUDED a successfui, kohl 

ON 11IE I’AKT OF O^K OF THE HOME HIDE, AND 1IAV1N(} NOW Dif'ECTKD A SIMILAR 
MOVE ON THE TART OF THKIU OVPONENTS INDUWJB IN rKOPER INDIONATION. 


Finally, by the exer- 
cise of that clairvoyant 
faculty for which Mr, 
Punch has long been 
celebrated, we are 
enabled to present our 
readers with the follow- 
ing interesting article 
from The Spectator of 
April 1, 1911 

Though wo only oc- 
jt!?l?§H5!!ferA / notice plays 
in our columns, the 
performance of Hamlet 
at the Sirius TJieatro 
last Saturday, in which 
the title rOlc was as- 
sumed for the fiiHt 
time by a Great Dane, 
is so exceptional an 
event as to warrant 
our offering a few 
words of heartfelt con- 
gratulation to the hero 
of the moment. Since 
Salvini no actor lias 
appeared more riclily 
endowed for the inter- 
pretation of heroic and 
tragic r6les than Mr. 
Woof. His presence is 
dignified, his counten- 
ance is instinct with a 
noble melancholy, and 


Magazines to fill up. 

Grownups. 

Grownups are not all 


something nice like the Aunties in the an officer of the Welsh Fusiliers, in j his voice is at once deep and pene- 

X# : — X- r-ii — which the part of hero is allotted to trating. The scenes with wore 

the famous goat wliich accompanies rendered witli a touching devotion ; 
til at regiment on tlic march. but it was in the final dogastrophe 

are not all the same. Tliat ardent Baconian, Sir Edwin that the canine Jiistrion reached the 
Some are nice and some are no better Durning- Lawrence, Bart., is, we aie full measure of his artistic stature — 
than toads. I like the nice ones. All as>,ureLl, engaged on a sensational he stands nearly four feet higli — and 
grownujis are cross sometimes and then melodrama entitled Gmif brought do^^n tlio house by a display 

they think it is us. > That is their By a happy inspiration the part of the of pathos that was nothing short of 
natyer. They want their own way. good genius of the plot is assigned to a soul - shaking. The part of Ophelia 
They are a lesson to us all. learned pig. was charmingly played by Miss Mimi 

Sylvia Smith. (Age 7). Major Frank Richardson’s remark- Catterwall, who imparted into her 
able drama, The iroiwi Bloodhound in impersonation a feline charm which 
« ff I-..! World, is now finished, and will was all her own. We sincerely hope 

when appealed to by a ‘ Burtuli Daily Mail * shortly be produced at the Cynodrome. that readers of The Spectator will 
reureaentativo, declared that lie would oaoend The scene is laid on Salisbury Plain, avail themselves of the opportunity 
at ‘trois Heurea,’ meaning, d.ubtlciss, 3 p,m.” and the last Act in Major Frank presented by the engagement of Mr. 
Why couldn’t he have said so like an Bichardbon's originar version culmi- Woof and Miss Catterwall, which only 
honest man ? nated in the capture of the fugitives lasts for a fortnight. 



OcrowB B. 1910] PUNCH. OE THE LONDON OHABIVARL 





REASSURING. 

T»‘rrifiei1 Uid^rijit hired Mtdor -car). “I ray— I ray— YOU ’ek fioisw MUCH lOO I AhT.' 
(Jhautfeur. “On, yof'RE Ai.i, EioriT, Hiii. Wk alwaym inhuebr ouii pahkEnoKrr.'* 


I THE AUTOGKAiniER. 

II K was sitting; forlornly on the shoro 
at Swanage, toying with an open knife. 
Eoaririg that he might l)e about to do 
himself a riiiscliief, 1 stopped and spoke. 

“No,” he said, “I'm not contem- 
plating suicide. Don’t think that, 
I 'ill merely pondering on the illusion 
that England is the abodo of freedom.” 

“ But isn’t it ?” I a.skod. 

He laughed bitterly. 

“ What ’s wrong ? ” I said. 

Ho jerked his tliumb towards the 
stone globe which is to Swanage what 
I'horwaldsen’s Lion is to Lucerne, or 
the Sphinx to the desert. 

“Well?” I said. 

“Have you seen the tablets?” he 
asked. 

“ No,” I said. 

“They’ve put up two tablets,” he 
explained, “ with a request that any 
one wishing to cut or write his name 
should do it there rather than on tlie 
globe.” 

“ Very sensible,” I said. 

“ Sensible ? ” he echoed. “ Sensible? 
But what’s the use of cutting your 


name on a place sjt apart for the pur- 
pose ? There ’s no fun in that. Things 
are coming to a pretty pass wlien Town 
Councils take to sarcasm. Because 
that 's what it is,” he continued. “ Sar- 
casm. They don’t want our names 
anywhere, and this is their way of 
saying so. Sarcasm has been de- 
scribed,” he went on, “as the language 
of the devil ; and it ’s true.” 

“ But why do you want to cut your 
name ? ” I asked. 

He opened his eye.s to their widest. 
“ Why ? What ’s the use of going any- 
wdiere if you don’t?” he retorted. 
“ You 'll find my name all over England 
— on trees at Burnham Beeches, on 
windows at Chatsworth, on stone w'alls 
at Kenilworth, on whitewash at Strat- 
ford-on-Avon, in the turf of Chancton- 
bury. You’ll find it in belfries and 
on seats. 1 should be ashamed of 
myself if I didn’t inscribe it— and per- 
manently, too. But this is too much; 
for me. £ came here only because 1 
heard about the stone globe ; and then 
to find those tablets! But I haven’t 
wasted mjy time/’ he conlinued. “1 
went over to the New Foitist the other 


day, and to-morrow I’m going to 
Stonehenge.” 

“ That 'b no good,” 1 said. 

“No good? Why, I’ve bought a 
now' chisel on purpose for it. 1 ’m talil 
the stone 's very hard.” 

“ You won’t be able to do it,” I said. 
“ It ’s enclosed now. and guarded ” 

He buried his face in his hands, 
“ Everything 's against mo,” he groaned. 
“ The country ’s going to the dogs.” 

“But surely you’ll visit Btonehenge 
just the same? ” I inquired. 

“ Why ? ” he asked. 

“ Well, it 's very imf»rt»sive* and 
wonderful, A Druidical temple, you 
know. A ” 

But he cut me short. “ That doNNm't 
intci'esi me,” lie said. “ I don’t want 
Di*uidical temples rt.v Druidical teni||les; 

£ want Druidical temples that 1 ian 
have my way with. Good affcernooii. ” 

He turned aw’ay, and I loft him btill 
moodily regarding hi) knife 

MBSssansBsaaUMtii^^ ^ 

“ lUlpU lie PabuA to day dmvf* s tl^ng 
carton mite* In § mins. 01 Le uvm.*' - , 

IMUy JSx^urm, 

That must have taken lK>me of it ot. 




PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[October 5 , 1910 . 


LITTLE CONVERSATIONS. 

One of tlio accuHations which the 
oldgr generation is in the habit of 
bringing against the younger i%that the 
art of conversation is l>eing allowed to 
die out in Kngland, owjng to tlio fact 
tliat the youth of to-day is unable to 
express itself clearly. After a careful 
study of the subject wo have come to 
[ the conclusion that our elders are (as 
! usual) unduly prissiinistic. The dia- 
I loguos Indow, fiolectod at random from 
I those in which an average man might 
: participate in the course of a single day 
(a Monday, for example), 8e<3in to 
show that even in this hustling age 
numerous opportunities are seized for 
the free interchange of tliought. 

I.— With an EARiiV-MoBNiNO Caller. 

1 “ Your liot-vvater, Bir.’* 

I “ Ifonk.” 

“ It 'b eight o’clock, Sir.” 

“ilonk.” 

JI, — With a Ticket Collector. 

“ But do I hok like a man who 
would travel without a ticket ? ” 

Can’t help that, Sir.” 

“Neither could 1 — it’s the way T 
was born, 1 suppose .... I’ve told 
you why I can’t give you my ticket, 
it was a week-end one, and the return 
half is in a waistcoat pocket at the 
bottom of my bag. A thing that migiit 
happen to anyboay.” 

“Must have a ticket.” 

“ Well, whafc do you want me to <lo ? 
1 can’t undress my hag on a public 
platfoiin ; it ’s very indelicate of you 
to suggest such a thing." 

“You might feel in your pockets 
again.” 

“But I tell you 1 had a dilhscnt 
waistcoat on when 1 went down on 
Saturday. If you wouUk only bring 
your brain to boar on the subject joii 
would remember that it was a much 
colder day, and naturally I was wear- 
ing something with dannol at the hack. 
To-day being quite hot .... Oh, here 
it is in the ticket pocket of my coat. 
No, don’t apologise.” 

IIT. — With a Taxicabman. 

“Havo you change for a shilling? ’ 

“No.” , • 

“Then I slnill have to give you 
oightponce.” 

“ ’Ow much do you want ? ” 

“ Fourpenco.” 

“ Look ’ore, are you trying to he 
funny ? ” 

“Not just now. 1 will try if you 
likS. W/3 ’U both try,” 

“ If I start making yoa look funny, 
my lord, you ’ll he sorry I liegan.” 

“ Enougn. Here is your fare — 


eightpence, and because you mistook 
me for a peer, which I am not, here is 
arjother penny for a bar of chocolate. 
(Jooil morning.” 

IV.— With a “Kromeski A l\ Russe.” 

“ Well, T ’ll try anotlicr bite if you 
like; ])ut f wish J knew who you weic 
Why this impenetrable secrecy ? Tell 
me of your past life in Russia — how 
dill you spend your days before they 
shot you ? Did you float lazily over 
the gleaming minarets of Moscow, or 
did you gallop madly along the wild 
stepjios of Sil)cria? Or were you a 
lisli ? Bo open with me ; 1 am your 
friend. . . . Ah, now 1 remember you. 
Sir, you’re an impostor. You’ve 
never been in Russia iu your life. We 
have mot before ; you wei'o in mufti 
tliijn, and 1 know you for the common 
rissole that you are. Waiter ! lead tliis 
away and bring me some cheese.” 

V.— With a Poliokwan. 

“ Name and address, // you please, 
Bir.” 

; “ Hang it all, I was barely moving.” 

“ A furlong in eleven seconds and a 
fifth, Bir.” 

“ JiOok here, you can’t expect mo to 
work that out. How much an hour 
does it come to ? ” • 

“ About forty miles.” 

“Oh, well, there you arc; now 
you’ve given yoiuself away. I can 
p/mv; you’re wrong. Because this car 
can’t f/o more than fifteen miles an 
hour. I ’ve had it specially tested.” 

“ B’raps it ’s hungry or something 
to-day, Bir. Eleven seconds and a 
fifth.’’ 

“ Yes, that part may be all right, hut 
you’ve probably workotl the sum out 
wrong; getting furlongs into miles is 
very tricky work. 1 quite understand, 
because 1 was never any good at 
algebra and things myself. Rather 
lucky my spotting the mistake, thougJi. 
If I hadn’t had the car sjiecially ” 

“ HuiTy np, Bir, please, I can’t 
stand here all day.’’ 

" But aren’t 1 trllimj you that she 
can't go more than lifteen miles? She 
did once <lo twenty, but that wm down 
Ilivor Hill when the brakes wouldn’t 
work.” 

“ Name? ” 

“Oil, well, if you will take this’lngh- 
handed lino . . . But I warn you, 1 
shall probably wiite to The Times 
about it.” 

VI. — With a Lawn-Tennis Partner. 

“ Yours ! . . , Sorry 1 ” 

“ Sorry ! I thought 

“Mine! . . , Sorry 1” 

Sorry!” . . . 

** Oh, I am sorry I ” ... 


“ Awfnlhf sorry ! ” . . . • 

“ Really, partner, I ’m ashamed ” 

“ Oh, but I ’m just as had.” . . , 

I “Oh, sorry ! ” 

) “ Oh, sorry 1 ” 

VI L- -With “Her.” 

“ (food - bye. 1 ’ve never enjoyed 
myself so much.” 

“ You must C 'lne again.” 

“ I sljould love tf>. What about to- 
morrow ? ” 

“Ob! . . . 1 'm afiaul wo sliall bo 
out to-morrow\” 

“ Well, tlien, Wednesday and Tlinrs- 
day and Friday and Saturday and 
Sunday and Monday and Tuesday.” 

“You see ... I 'm not sure . . . we 
mai/ bo going away.” 

“ Then wliat alnnit tlie week after? ” 

“Ob’ . . . It ’s like tins- -it ’s just 
possible wc ’re going fl/nrxn/. . . . Per- 
haps I 'd better write to you.” 

“1 only wish you would ! ” 

VJ II. — Wi th a C onsctenor. 

“Well, wo ’viPTiaT*^ihother jolly 
day.” 

“H’m! You managed to make a 
young fool of yourself orico or twice, ’ 

“You always say that.” 

“ And why don’t you take life more 
seriously ? IIow havo you helped your 
country to-day ? ’’ 

“Oh, shut up! 1 wwit to go to 
sleep.” 

•'< -e 

“ .\rc you awake? ” 

“ Well ? ” 

“ I’ve just remeu'bered - my country 
will get five pounds out of me for 
furious driving .... I'hal ’s a nasty 
one for you ! ” 

“Oil! Good night.” A. A. M. 


“Tlie jiaiiot and •■(M-kfituo at. Mai(lcnlu*a( 
iiUiuvatioii was the Kaisci h ordors tliail cvfry 
tJunjf pDHHihh* slmuld 1»c dojjc to prevent tin 
tioops iiuliil'Uig alf<»]i*tl ill any I’orin.” 

Ih ' istu ? 7 ' iinrf . 

A nice thouglit, hut it w’ould not detei 


From a letter in The Pioneer Mail : 

“III a H'OPiit iiiatfh with .Fohii Rohevts In* 
heat the veU'ian by some 6,000. Hih avniagp 
per sfntko was a truly wonderful perfoiiu- 
anoe for u boy," 

Indeed, yes ; counting revokes, dear- 
boards, and everything, we have never 
seen more tlian 3 0 made in a stroke. 

„ ■ , , — « 

The journalists who were wrantonly 
smitten by the sabres of the police in 
the recent Berlin riots have their con- 
solation. After all, the pen is mightier 
than the sword, though you can’t hit 
quite so well with the flat of it. 




NOWMSOINC! 

TRANSrCRS TO 
STALLS Z* 



A LOVE SONG. 

Oh, my love, my love 1 Would you know wlmt sort of 
person my love is ? 

Very fair is my love. Jl(n- face is like tlie full moon on a 
fine ni^dit. 

llei’ features arc as larost verse, pci feet in expression 
and form ; 

Her eyes shame the Meditei’iancan blue on a picture post- 
card , she is o( medium heiglit , 

And her hair is of a iicli auburn, so vivi<l as almost fo be 
warm. 

My love lises in the morning/, and the sun immediately 
becomes dim ; 

She moves in lier /garden, and tlie fomaI<; rose h^ln‘,^s in I 
shame upon her stalk , ! 

She frills as slio ^oes, ami tlie blackbird gloomily confesses! 
that it 's one too many for liim, 

Wliilo the peacock may be observed in a secluded coiner 
trying to copy liei' walk. 

How dainty are the feet of my love — she tells me that she 
takes small three’s ; 

Which {vide the peacock) does not interfere with the 
unembarrassed freedom of lier gait ; 

Her arms aje like roseate marble, delicately veined in a 
manner suggestive of a new stiltou cheese ; ; 

Her le But I do not wish to be indelicate. 

My love’s breath is a breeze laden with all spices of Araby 
except muskiness 

(Oh, my fove, my love, would I could inhale the fragrance 
of your sighs 1) ; 


Her voice I regard as the entire limit- sympathy WMthnut 
huskiness — 

She can say “ Boh ! ” in a manner to draw tears friuw 
your eyes. 

Now that my love is away, I am liceome a subject U' the 
gravest apprehension ; 

1 dioop as a lily ; 1 wilt visibly ; 1 am as melancholy as 
a Gibraltar cat ; 

As for iny appetite, T have nothing of the kind about une 
worthy of mention, . ^ 

Foi fear partly that somoihing may happen to her, partly 
tluit she may meet one comelier than I (1 'm always 
at mid of that). 

But when mv love returns (catastrophe barred) 1 sbaU 
grow giddy, I sliall stagger like one overcome vyitli 
strong drink ; 

And, if slie allows me (as I devoutly hope slie willj^to 
fortify myself with an alVcctionaio ami elaborate 

Then will J fall beh're her little p.nk toes lat. least, I 
suppose they ’re pink) ^ ^ 

And I will recite to her these verses, and that wul 
indeed be bliss. Ih m-Husi, 


“Mr. Kiulmrd Burdon Haldais*. Hoio'tuiy of Ibi War, ii %r*l) 
beyond Im iiftivth year, but be tbtiikH a day's walk <»!' sixty ittlbw 
OM country road« just the thing for KIh heAltn, and oltf u Midulg«>l hi 
such a bit of utiviitiouH cxeirUMi in npito of his yi*«r» an<l t >i« hii»iw||*iMl 
ponnda' weight.” — Liveriml Daily h^mf, • 

Our promised story of Mr. Haldane and tbo iuppopotaml^s 
is now indefinitely postponed. We cannot com|>eto wi^ 
our contemporary. 
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Teiu-her {examinin<j pvpil tn ariUimi(icaUigns), “Now', boys, can any one teu, me wuat that stanos fou?” 
Smart Hoy. “ I*i.kame, Miss, kisses —and ai-so used on bkeu «abuei.s ' ” 


ALTER IDEM (“SAME irERE"). 

J The figiU'CH recouUy jmbliMluHl bIihw that somo 42,000 “illiterates *' 
led at the last election. Tiio lami'iit of a fontfin|>m'fry, that such 
voters eoiUd not hove M'ciglied the evulonte on the (inestiuiis involved, 
has touched one “ lileratn^’ to song ] 

O HOBBIBLE ! Most horrible ! My flesh 
Creeps, and a shudder shakes luy ver^ soul. 

Noting the awful perils that enmesh 

Who comes unfettered to the fateful poll. 
Breathless, his country watches ; ah, tlie loss 
If ho should boggle darkling at the deed ! 

A nation waits expijctant of his cross, 

And ho — he cannot road. 

Think of it, brothers. Down The Datbj News 
Dripped tlie old platitude and diatribe , 

'Daily The Chronicle expounded views 
Beyond my pencil’s power to describe , 

The Telegraph had lessons for us each ; 

* The Mail remeftiberod wlmt I'lic Globe forgot; 

Even The Times itself made bold to teach ; 

And he — he knew it not. 

O miserable flotsam I Seas of ink 
Bore him unconscious on their useless tide, 

Unable at their worst to make iiirn sink 
In floods of yeasty phrases misapplied. 

And so, poor clod, untutored and astray, 

He gave his suffrage to some empty name, 

. Not knowing aught of truth or vjjiere it lay ; 

And 1 — I did the same. > 


THE ENQUIRING MIND. 

Round the old Inn table they sat, talking fisli. The 
Man in tlie Waterproof Cap six>ke of the rainbow trout 
that he had killed, and the salmon ho might have killed 
hut for the fact that ho did not kill them. Tlie Man in 1 
the Old Norfolk explained tliat the trout referred to could 
not have been rainbow, and that no salmon ever lived in the 
Man with the Waterproof Cap’s river. Having given his 
reasons, he passed on to the split cane rod, averring that no 
good fish could be killed with any other. Bottle Nose, in a 
wordy argument, refuted this, and told them all about perch. 
With him the Man in the Waterproof Cap joined issue. 

They had been doing this for hours, and might have | 
gone on doing it for more hours, but for the Quiet Man 
in the Corner. In every Inn there is a corner, and in 
every corner a quiet man. He is never interested in fish, 
and iiis patience, if long, is finite. 

“Excuse mo interrupting, gentlemen,*’ said this one, 
politely, “ but during the last two and a half hours I have 
learnt all that can be learnt about fish save one thing. 
You are, I take it, experts in the matter V ” 

There was a modest chorus of “ No, no,” but if ever a 
“ No, no ” meant “ Yes, yes,” this one did. It was plain j 
that they were jointly and severally willing and ready to ; 
reveal all the known facts and many of the unknown oon* 
cerning all the trout, salmon, perch, pike, chub, minnow, 
shark, and fish that be. 

“ Would one of you mind telling me,” continued the Quiet 
Man from his comer, ** why it is that sardines neVor have 
heads ? ” 
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TOURING THE STATES; OR, THE MENDICANT DICTATORS. 

J»>hii nnhaonil. “The iNriiKiiTAisMEM’ don’t .seem to be doin’ i.oike it u.skd to WANsr, Tav Pay! Mom-^ -tiMs loHUfiKu 
THAN YE MOIOHT IXPHT ! ” 

1\ P. O'Connor. “It’s the bastk O’Biuev, .so it i.s, John, me biiov ' Uk’s jioin’ its a iniw’BKCL dale od iiAitiu M, cahi'n' 
Aorio.sr THAT we’re a <;an<! i;v spalpeens’ Bedad’ Oi'd mvep, have iielaved an Oiiiis)iman c/d iNniKnELiiK wnii 

« oMPATHRIOTS INOACKD IN (iKTTIN’ MONKA OFT UV .SOMEP.ODV IISK!!” 


THE LAY OF THE JOYOUS 
MILKMAN. 

1 usKO to walk upon my round, 

By urgent poverty constrained 
And not to mortify the flesh, 

And always customers wore found 
Who said {o me, appearing pained, 

“ Milkman, this cow’-juice is not 
fresh ; ” 

But now that sort of talk is oiT, 
Thanks to Professor Metchnikopp, 

I still ring at the usual hour, 

And if they voice the same complaint 


1 just reply, “ Don’t make a fuss, 

I ’rn quite aware the milk is sour ; 
Frankly, 1 don't pretend it ain’t— 

It 's Wtter for your tummy thus ; 
And who are you to dare to scoff 
At wise Professor Metchnikopp? " 

I The Golden Age has blossomed, and 
Smooth is the way that erst was 
rough ; 

Where once we walked we drive 
in gigs. 

We milkmen are a tbnvu^ 

For people gladly buy the 
On which we used to feed the pigs ; 


Wliernforo our thanks arc due to Pr<»l 
(Moaning Professor) MErrnwiKopP. 

“Mr. Clemont Shoil., nur best 
authority on Bront<j Litciuture,” 

The Liverpool Daib/ Poht. If it 1^1 
made the name longer it might have 
been Shorter. (Don’t thank us ; We 
can do that sort of thing qmle easily.) 


“Tfi day Mr. A. litmar lAW, M.r . 
his li2nd WrUiday, hsviag Kun at mw 
ftuMBwick.* Aitvi. 


That seems to settle it. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

**D’Arcy op the Ouabdh.” 

I HAVE been trying to fathom tho 
mind of Mr. Qeorue Alexandre. I 
have asked myi^eU, very* 3 uriously why 
bo should hiure dragg^ out from its 
dusty pigeon-hofo a play so thin in 
dialogue, so mechaiiiL*al in stage de- 
vices, so ojncient and obvious in design 
as D'Arcy of the Gmirds. It Qpuld 
never have l>oon just because it provided 
him witli a picturesque uniform and 
an Irisli brogue. That would bo , to 
insult his own dignity and the intelli- 
gence of an audience nurtured on the 
problems of a Pinero, tho subtleties of 
a SuTBo. No, we must look deeper 
than this for his purpose. 

Without consulting him, I think I 
have discovered that the clue to it lies 
in the character of Pavieln Towushnid, 
as brought out by tho most remarkable 
feature of the play, namely, tiie w’ay 
in wdiich document after document of 
tlie gravest importance kept falling on 
the ground to he picked up by the 
wrong person. They fell like leaves in 
Vallomhrosa, like the constant dropping 
of water tliat makes for petrifaction. 
There w'as the letter announcing that 
CVtpfnen Townshend of tho Philadelphia 
Dragoons proposed to brtmk through 
the British lines in disguise and visit 
his sweetheart and sister in the house 
where D’Arcy, of His Majesty’s Foot 
Guards, was quartered. This gets on 
to the floor and so into tlio iiands of 
D'Arcy, Then there was the document 
which set forth the plans of a .secret 
night attack upon Washington’s lines 
at Valley Forgo. Tins gets on t o the 
same floor and so into tiie hands of 
that charming rebel, Mitis Puwushciul. 
In tho former case ITArcy, who is a 
gentleman first and an ollicer aftor- 
W'ards (if ever), declines to peruse tlio 
missive; and, when iisVontents hoconie 
known to him through no fault of his 
own, in a spasm of gallantry saves 
the enemy from being captured and 
hanged for a spy, so placing that 
enemy’s sister under a deathless ol>li- 
gation. In the latter case, this very 
lac^, defying all the laws of honour 
and gratitude, determines to take full 
advantage of her discovery of the secret 
plan of assault, and, when caught witli 
it‘in her hands, poiirs*tlie contents of 
a pistol into the body of D'Arcy ; and 
W'hile he lies there apparently a corpse 
(I thought he was ciead till I remem- 
bered that there was another Act to 
come, and no Actor - manager ever 
misses the finale) despatches her 
nigger-servant to warn the army of 
WasAinotok. As for the damage done 
to the gentleman, she sets herself 
heartily to repair this by five weekij 


of assiduous nursing, followed by a 
nuptial engagement ; but in the matter 
of the document she never entertains 
a suspicion that lier honour has suffered 
any sort of taint. And this is the sex 
that demands tho vote ! 

You perceive now the intention of 
Mr. Alexander in producing D'Arcy of 
the Guarda. Under the guise of a simple 
costume -play there lurks a serious 
ui’pose. It is the latest and mosil 
rillianl move — the more subtle for its 
atmosphere of vacuous innocence — in 
tho crusad*' against Women’s Suffrage. 

The shortness of the play did not 
save it from tedium, especially in the 
dialogues between D'Arcy and that 
good crony, the Doctor of his regi- 
ment, who always had the air of say- 
ing good tilings and hardly ever said 
them ; nor were the passages between 
lyArcy and Pamela Toicnshend much 



POl’DKK D AMOUlt. 

Pamrla Tuwnsh^nd Miss Evklvw D’Ai.Roy. 
Colonel D'Arcy . Mr. (.Jeukue Alkxander. 


more efttertaiiiiiig, though Miss Evelyn 
D’Alroy always gave charm and dis- 
' tinctiou to her scenes. Mr. Alexander, 
in a part that needed at times a little 
more of the manner of Mr. Cyril 
Maude, played perhaps in rather too 
subdued a key for an Irish officer witli 
the reputation of a dashing dandy. 
Miss Margery Maude was very sweet 
and natural. 

As for the gentlemen of tho Foot 
Guards, they cairied very bravely their 
picturesque uniforms, wdiich seemed to 
ha\o incurred no speck of dust or soil 
in tho course of this bloody campaign ; 
hut the secret Council of War, hold 
uproariousH in a house inhabited by 
at least four reb?ls, recalled to me the 
patlietic obsenation of Lord North, 
w hen a list of officers wm submitted 
to him for the command in America: 
“I know' not,’' he said, “what effect 
these names may have on the enemy, 
but I know they make me tremble.” 

“ The Bishop’s Son.” 

Can it be that the cult of .Mr. Hall 
Caine is in decline *l Not, surely, for 


I lack of stimulus on the part of the 
god himself. Yet it was only the 
oWier day that he was putting to us 
The Eternal Question (“Am I not the 
doulile of Shakspeabe?”) and already 
it seems to have been answered in 
the negative. Anyhow, that rechauffe 
has lieen replaced at the Garrick 
by another of his melodramas, The 
Bmhoffs Son, This, his “latest play,” 
as the programme says (it is really, of 
course, his old Deemster in a fresh 
disguise’' ), was b^ing offered on its 
second night to indifferent and very 
thinly populated stalls. Mr. Beveridge 
acted well. He is just my idea of a 
really good Bisliop of Sodor and Man 
stinigghng witli adversity. Also tliere 
W'as a nice part for a fairly intelligent 
rough-haired ton i* r. I liked him. Ho 
said nothing that made me laugh in 
the wrong place. 0. S. 

•Ml. IIai.t. (Vivk, au\iou-t to save me fioiu 
enor, wiite-i as follows; — “I eoiiJd W'lsli to lell 
you that the Ktatem ’ut made in many news 
papeis that it [TJtr /iiAfn/t'a Son] is a levim’il 
verMon ol my earlier jilav called 
is entirely w'ltlioiit louiulalioii. WliaU'vei Ihe 
/ault.s of 'J'he Jtishop’s Son, it n at all eveiitw 
a new dram.i. toundod ou my novtd, Thr 
DennHtn', fiom which a poitwn oi the e.xiliei 
ulay was taken, Init having no othei resejii- 
hlanee to it, whcthei in scene or in dialogue.” 

Tins authoiitiitive statement lelieves fien- 
)ny-Chirc (►! a good deal of responsibility. 


Th^ Efjyptian Gazette publishes the 
following weather rojiort for Alexan- 
dria, straight from tho Kom-el-Nadoura 
Ob-servalory, which is one of the nicest 
and most trustworthy observatories we 
have ever met : 


Diiectiou of wind . Oahu 

Koice of wind Iiy kiiom. per hour 00 

State of Sea U.xlm 

Haionieter eoi reeled . 740.0 

State of Sky 1/2 clouded 

Humidity ielativo 65 


iHii ing 
21 hours 
ending 
8 a.m. 


Max. Temp, m tin* »hadc 28.8 

Mm, do. do. 29.0 

Heat of the 8UU ... 19.3 

Rainfall 50 


Evapoiation ui.m. .. 5.0 


It is difficult to see how one can leave 
off one’s chest - protector when the 
weather is so uncertain. 


“ ‘ Of courae, if it came from Aliad Singh,’ 
Raven went on, ‘it could only have been a 
letter written liefore hi» death, which woh 
jHJsted siihsuBnueutly, either intentionally or by 
mietake.’ He little knew how absolutely ooi- 
rect was his surmise .” — iMily Mirror” Serial. 

He must have known he was getting 
warm, between those two alternatives. 


“ It is iuterir'stmg to state that, ia treating a 
hairy mole, the hairs are removed, and do not 
return for a oonsiderablo time at least.” 

British Meiifkal Jmrnad. 

This is a nioe way to treat our poor 
dumb (and blind) friends. 
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A MAYOIl'K NUST. 

“ J iTsT our lncl<, Ifcu’o ii 's tlu; fiiiosi 
afl.ornoon ol all tlio lioliclays, and wo 'vo 
^^ot to stay irjdoois,” sai<l Non nan, 
Idckni'.j dents in tlu*. inaliogany lt?gs of 
tlie landlady’s chair. 

“And wliosc fault is it?” asked 
Mar^^arot. 

“ If Peter hadn’t come and tol<l us 
the nif?£»erH had lai^Min \vc shoukln’t 
have thnuffht of leavin'; tlie man until 
we. had'unburicd him,” said Nonnan. 

“ It 's beastly iinfaii- to drug me into 
it,” said Peter angrily. “ 1 told Mother 
so. You know vci-y well T didn’t put 
a spadeful on him. All I did was to 
try to do you a good turn by telling 
you about the) niggers. How should 1 
know you ’d burietl a man ? And yet 
I have to suffer for your— ) our ” 

“Misdemeanours i.s a good word, 
Peter,” said Margaret kindly. “ But 
really, Norman, it wasn’t Peter's fault.” 

“ It was, partly,” protested Norman. 
“ And yours as well. Who did his feet, 
and who said, * Put it on gently, so as 
not to wake him ? ’ ” 


“ Ah, but who really began it ? Who 
said, ‘Here’s an old hlight?r asleep — 
let ’s bury him for fun ? ’ ” asked Mar- 
garet. 

“ You 're hotli to blame,” said Peter, 
“ and it isn’t fair that 1 sliould he kept 
in. .1 had no more to do with it than 
Joan— yet she’s jolly well enjoying 
herself on the sands, while J have to 
suffocate in this lottcn rofun. I’m 
going to get out of the window.” 

“ Although you may he as little to 
blame as darling Joan, Peter, tlmt ’s no 
reason why you should break your 
little neck getting out of a fii’st-fioor 
window,” said Margaret. “ 1 ox|>oct 
Joan is enjoying herself, bless her in- 
nocent heart I” she added, looking 
dreamily at a white cloud passing across 
the deep blue sky. 

“ How should tve know the tide was 
on the turn,” said Norman. “We’re 
not clerks of the weather, nor yet met- 
— metropologists. And he wasn’t in 
any real danger — ^he only shouted once 
or twice when the watw touched his 
neck, and the boatmen ran to him at 
once. He was hardly even damp.” 


[ “ I wonder,” said Margaret musingly, 

“ whether it would have niattiTod much 
if he had boon drowned™! nioun, he 
didn’t look to me us if nian> people 
could love him.” 

“ You 'd have hci'U hanged, thal, ‘w all 
-and a joll|y good thing, too,” said 
looter “As it is, you’ll very likely 
have to go topneoii, lor I heaid laiher 
say he was Ma>or ot .some place ” 

“ Ah,” c.\{ laimcd Noi man, with some 
hitteriiess, “ ///fh 's why they’re i-o 
severe on iis ’ Stiolihei > ! ” 

Ikiter tolled off I hi' sofa and hpmgi'd 
sulkily ou'i to a ('oriut, vvheie he 
rummagod among some builing 1 onts 
and sand-sho » h. “ I say, alio ’a sneaked 
luy crab? fl tv'iis here on Tuosia\.” 

“ Dear little Joan took it out this 
! morning,” saiil Margari't , “ she thought 
it would like a swim, hut hUo tolla me 
that she dropped it soini wher© |>n Idie 
way, and never saw it again. Ivvon- 
deiV’ she atided pen«ivot>. on a ifiiddeu 
suspicion, “ if that can powsihly fee 
same crab that tl^y found' itt the 
Mayor’s pocket when they wertt un^ 
burying him ? ” 
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MAIL-dAGS. 

No. III. — The Housemastek’s. 
Biciuird Catthrop, Esg., 

“ North Close'' 

Dear Sir, — Your a/c rc I^'ldebrand 
for last term to hand, and before 
sendin|» you cheque for same I beg to 
enquire, as a business man, how you 
arrive at the item, “ Breakages, £8 16s.” ? 
This is ridiculous I Hildebrand is my 
only son, and I know him through and 
through. No boy could possibly be 
more well-behaved and orderly. He 
would not hurt a fly. He has , a 
beautiful and studious disposition. 

Kindly itemise a/c, and oblige 
Yours faitlifully, 

Albert ’Worpleton. 

(Answer: Pjractising gymnastics on 
the gas-burners, 17fi. &/. ; aviation 
experiments with a Tersian kitten, 
£2 2.S. ; proving that a cricket ball will 
penetrate stained-glass windows, 16.s. ; 
studying the action of the catapult on 
the Vicar’s prize poultry, £1 11.^. 6d. ; 
introducing a stray cat to my dog in 
my drawing-room, £3 10s. Total, 
£8 16s.) 

Dear Sir,— I feel the time has 
arrived when I ought to take dear 
Jjeslie away from his governess and 
ut him into a public school, but I 
avo heard such dreadful accounts of 
them and I want to 1)6 perfectly sure 
that if he were entered at North Close 
he would bo as carefully looked after 
as if he were imder my own eye and 
kept out of draughts and protected 
from all the nasty- rougli bullying boys 
and have his companions very carefully 
chosen for him. Can you satisfy me 
aljout this, and also see that ho uses 
a toothbrush twice daily and that he 
changes his socks whentwcr he comes 
in from a walk ? And J sliould be happier 
in mind if I know that* ho was care- 
fully watched and not allowed to over- 
study and that he was only to speak 
French at mealtimes with the other 
boys. 

Of course I should not dream of 
allowing him to play football, but in 
the summer term I couki let him play 
rounders or take part in cricket if a 
soft ball wore used. Please satisfy me 
on these points, because dear Leslie is 
so sensitive and so delicately consti- 
tuted, and I am certain that he is a 
genius. Youie very truly, 

Alicia .Effingham. 

{Answer : Mr. Calthrop gimlly regrets 
that a stringent house rule prevents 
him from taking geniuses into North 
Glose.) 

Dear Sir or Madam, — During the 
last week we And that we have des- 


patched no less than forty-three sample 
packets of our Lemonade Powder, as 
advertised, to (presumably) guests at 
your house sending in coupons. To- 
day’s post brings us twelve ^nore enquiries 
for free ‘samples from your address. 
We are pleased to get answers to our 
advertisements, but each sample costs 
us threepence, and we feel that this 
kind of thing is not business. Can 
you, in confidence, kindly explain 
same ? We are, dear Sir or Madam, 
Xour obedient seivants, 

OsoNicKE, Ltd, 

(Answer : Mr. Caltlirop’s guests ex- 
press groat satisfaction at the quality 
of the lemonade jiowder, and have very 
reluctantly contributed 10s. 9d., which 
Mr. Calthrop encloses.) 

Dear Sir,- T must say that I am 
highly (lissatislied with Reginald’s last 
half-term report. J cannot understand 
how you could possibly allow him to 
obtain only four marks out of a hundred 
in the Scripture History examination, 
and only five out of two hundred and 
fifty in the English Essay. When I 
placed Reginald in your care I par- 
ticularly told you that 1 should require 
you to devote special attention to these 
two subjects, as J desire my dear boy 
to follow his father’s footsteps in the 
Gliurch. He lias splendid brains, like 
liis father, but be is very sensitive and 
requires constant attention to bring 
out tlie best that is in him. So 1 wisli 
you to take him under your charge 
during the summer lioliday and give 
him tliorougli coaching in his tw’o weak 
subjects. 1 think a bracing seaside 
resort, suc^i as Home Bay, will be most 
suitable ; and 1 should like you to teach 
l»im also swdmming, elocution and tlie 
violoncello, as tliese make nice accom- 
plisliments for a curate. 

Yours tndy, Mildred Murby. 

(A/fswrr: Mr. Calthrop regrets that 
during the summer holiday ho takes a 
holiday.) 

Db\r Sir, —We are anxious to enlist 
the sympathy and influence of pro- 
minent educationalists for tlio great 
work of our National Co-cducation 
I.eague, and should very mucli like to 
include your name in our list of patrons. 
We arc sure, Sir, that your long ex- 
perience will have led you to the con- 
clusion that tlie system of co-education 
must inevitably be for the welfare of 
boys and girLs alike, and also for the 
satisfaction of those whose noble priv- 
ilege it i.s to direct and control the 
minds of the young. 

Yours faithfully, 

Matthew Pottrrington 
^ (Author of The Soul of the Boy), 


(A nswer : Mr. Calthrop, speaking from 
long experience, finds more than aniplo 
scope for Ids energies in the direction 
and control of boys alone.) 


MR. PUNCH’S AUTOGRAPH SALE. 

Chamberlain, The Rt. Hon. Austen, 
typed letter, signed, to Mr. Chrimes, 
of Wolverhampton. '* Private.” 

. . . What wc suffer from ia eithpr too little 
leading or too many Joadei's ; I leave it to you 
to deride which. My own view ie that a Paity 
aliould choose an enthusiastic leader, not neccs- 
sai ily from the ranks of golf playc'rs, and stick 
to him. Right m* wrong, lie should be loyally 
followed. As it is — but I have already written 
too ranch. You have my sympailty ... 7/6 

Housman, Mr. Laorp/nce, A.L.8., to' 
Mr. G. B. Shaw. Sept. 26, 1910. 

. . . Will you not join us? No one can 
make the Censor see stars as you can. TIic 
whole thing’s such infernal rot. Here is 
Thackeuav, on the one hand, with 77ir /’'on?- 
(JrorgeSy and on the other every Electric Theatre 
with iiietures of living royalties, and none tf )0 
flatteiiug either ; and if I try to introduce 
<!eoiu;e IV. in a drama 1 ’in done. ^ l)j- 

Cody, Col., of Laffan’s Plain, A.Tj.S., 
to Mr. Robert Lobajne. Sept. 20, 
1910. 

Dbaii Man fuom the Aik,--You can’t think 
how much I admire yon. I wish you would tell 
me how you do it. To act like you is swaggej 
enough, but to Ily too ' That is too much. 
What does one do to get so light ? I keep on 
drinking soda wati'r and eating puff pastry ^ but 
all in vain. Do lic‘I}> me. 

Yours levercutly, W. F. Cody. 

Smith, Mr. F. E., K.C., M.P.. A.L.S., 
to Baron de Forest, Hereditary 
Baron of the Austrian Empire. 

M\ iiEAii Mauimck - Them is really noiind 
to the meanness ol Party politudans Wouhl 
you believe it, some of my cmstituenls an* 
actually making theiubelves nasty about my 
tiip with WiNsioN and you ’ Kcally people 
are getting ridiculously fastidious nowadays. T 
think of replying to Liverpool in the classic 
woids: — 

“ 1 could not love thee, dear, so much, 

Loved 1 not //bz/or more.” 

Yoiii'h ever, Fred, 1/6 

Tree, Sir Herbert Beerbohm, A.L.S., 
to Mr. George Alexander. 

Me rear Buoy, — Shuro I’m tould that 
yoiir Oirish accent in J/Arrif of t/te (hjaids is 
tilmost as good as me own in TIte O'Vhjnn. 
What a pity Tav Pay went off ter Aniciica 
without healing you* Couldn’t you manage 
to take the piece over to Ireland and play it 
at Dmidalk the next time Tim Healy K|jeaks 
thcie? Yours affectionately, IJeku. 1/3 


“An epiourean corresjioudeiit wiites: — In 
connection with the Chilian oentenaiy celebra- 
tions refoiTod to by you in a recent issue, I did 
not notice any mention of the national Chilian 
dish at the shipboard dinnera. Perhaps you 
are not aware that there is such a tiling as a 
casjvela, which is looked upon os the Chilian 
national dish, the same as the oUa podida 
(English veroioii) or oocido (Squish name) is 
the Spanish national diah,”--./Ottr?iaf of Com- 
merce. 

Quite true ; vye were not aware. 




THE REVENGE OF THE MOWER. 

]UvE you ever heard of the Mowing Machine 
Which o||co got up in the twinkling light 
Of a star or two hi the dead of night, 

With its steely knives all sharp and clean, 

And its box — f think it was painted green - 
And crossing the lawn alone, alone, 

Witli its whirr subdued to a imiftled tone, 

Arrived- -hut stay, 1 must tell you first , 

Wiiat was the curious personal reason 
That caused a machine like that to burst 
Out of its slicd 
When the night was dead, 

And so mysteriously to pass 

On its muted wheels across the grass, 

Like a burglar crawling liis hands and kne^s on, 
Intent in the dull October weather 
To break a house and the law together. 

This Mower had come from far away ; 

It was made, in fact, in the U.S.A. 

Though Fate liad sent it to go and roam 
To a wretchedly starless, stripelcss home, 

'Po live its life in a giddy whirl 
Of Duke and Mar<}uis and belted Earl, 

Still in its every thought and deed 
Jt stuck to its old New England creed ; 

And though it was forced to be a server 
Jn a J3ritish garden, it kept its fervour 
IJnmixod and strong (hut I don’t say blatant) 

As a patriotic American patent. 

Now tliere came to the house one day a man 
Who was made on a spruce and tidy plan. 

He owned a moustache and a rose-pink fair skin ; 
Had a decent amount of luck at cords. 

And sometimes honoured the Coldstream Guards 
By wearing a scarlet coat and bearskin. 

His manner of speech was something slow, . 

With its ** Yaas, l>ai Jove,” and its “ Dontcherknow ; ' 
And his wits were certainly not too witty ; 

But you don’t wont wits when you look so pretty— 
In short, he was neither more nor less 
Than a ^volous lad in faultless dress. 


It chanced that day that the conversation 
Dealt with the groat American nation. 

And Algy (shortened from Algernon), 

This Guardsman, tidy and neat and trim, 

Groat Scott, liow ho went and carried on 1 
Soino demon certainly prompted him. 

Ho wondered how talking through the nose felt ; 

Ho said lie didn’t like oysier-stew ; 

He didn’t think much of Colonel lioosiiVELT ; 

He didn't love Yankee girls f I do), 

Because, ho observed, they always knew 
As much as, usually more than, you. 

Their men, lie stated, were badly dressed* 

With a most deplorable taste in collars ; 
lie hated the silly way they “ guessed,” 

Ami loathed tlieir liahit of pning dollaJ^. 
lie didn’t leave them a single virtue; 

Their manners pained and their language hurt >o») , 

Jn ajl their pursuits they were far too keen - 
Ami cvety stupid and wnuudtnrj ward 
Being said tn the garden was overheard 
By the angry Avieriean Mowing Machine, 

So that 's why the Mower rose at night 

With its wheels well oiled and ils blades all bright. 

And tiiat ’s why Algernon’s soldiei -valet. 

When he went next morning to wakti \uh mastt'r 
With some tea and toast to tickle his palate, 

Recoiled in awe I 

From the proof he saw 

Of tlie Yankee-hator’s <loserved disaslev. i 

For the Mowing Machine had chawed the pup, • ^ 

Had chopped film small and hod mowinl hi»n up ; 

And had left, for Algernon’s form ami faiw, 

A tuft of grass on the pillow-cage 1^ 

But some Wutifiil liats, iti which hltu;k ami uw wiloly 
will bu worn, tUonglt at the inonuujt they aio laelviwhly ot whits at>«) i 
black .'*-— Daily PohL I 

Just the sort of little difleronco wliich distinguisheil a 
real lady* 

«<Bai*lMua dropped lier embroideiy. Ihr doik NW<r#t iW ' 
porch UebyoAiM^ 

The beit of these long lashes. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

THEitK are certain uinaieur critics (we have all met them) 
who are quite Imrt if an author dares to write two con- 
secutive books in one Ayle. His intlividual manner of 
expressing liirnself ihev recognize now as a mere mannerism, 
and they have a vague leeling that lie is doing it on pur- 
pose, in order to annoy them. So Shakhpearr must have 
had critics wiio said, with each ne'W play, “ Same old blank 
vojso ” ; so Mr. WiiiUiAM dk Morgan must Imve liad critics 
who said, “ Viaiu jeu " to his fourth book and proceeded 
to explode him as a slave to his mid-Victorian stylo. 
Whereat (alash Mr. dr Morgan girded up his loins, and 
said, “ Veiy well, tljon, I’ll just show ’em," and produced 
this remarkable tour de foice, An Affair of Jhslumour 
(Hkinemann). Perhaps, though, I am wrong; por}iai)s 
Mr. DK Morgan was tired of himself, and wanted a holi- 
day. Well, he lias had it— a few gloomy months in the 
sevontcfuth centurv 


On page 221 of Mr. W. H. Hudson’s new' and Ixsautiful 
book, A Shepherd's Life (Methuen), it is w'ritten, V Some 
friends of mine whom 1 went to visit over the border in 
Dorset told mo of an enthusiast . . . who bad recently 
died in the village. ‘ What a pity you did not come sooner.' 
they said. Alas ! it is nearly alw'ays so ; on fii*st coming 
to stay at a village one is told that it has but just lost its 
oldest and most interesting inhahitimt " Tliis passage 
expresses also the feeling of Mr. HuOkSOn’s readers. Tlioy 
too regret that he has not always been wandering about 
this gre<m England, from earliest times, eliciting memories 
and sentiments, shrewd, poignani, and entertaining, from 
the sons and daughteis of its soil. No one lias ever done 
it so well. In reading A Shepherd's lAfe and tlie seiios of 
other wayfaring, observing, gossiping hooks tliat have jire- 
cedod it, one thinks of Mr. Hudson as Die fmost })atnot, in 
the best sense of the word, that we have. No one so un- 
derstands and loves Ids fellow-men and his native land , 
and no one writ(‘s a more limpid and melodious English, 


now let him gr^t hack 
to work. For jne there 
can never be too many 
Joseph 1 'anccs and A hce 
for Shoit'i ; for me this 
Affair of Dtshouour wmis 


as nearly as anything 
I a4r 


too much. I admired 
greatly its skill, hut 
there were times when 
1 was almost — well, 
when I found that I 
could cheerfully drop 
a few' pages. *To think 
that tlio father of Sally 
could over bring urn to 
sucli a nu'lariclioly con- 
dition ! 


Putting aside the 
iJreadnoiufhts, 1 have 
found tlie ^iermans of 
my acquaintance vei> 
decent fellows, of pas- 
sions much likem> own, 
not without their faults, 



iiiE hm'J'.cis 
IKS AM. 


1 1 \ K 


11 \ou liad come to me 
and said, . * 

“ Wl«ai would you 
give again to know 
The tliriUs you felt 
wlieii first you read 
A Haggard iweniy 
years ago?" 

1 should, I think, have 
answered, “ Sii 
(Or Madaiii as tlio 
case may he). 

The joys of youth do 
not recur 

At least, they never 
do W'ith me. 


“J know that land in 
Afric’s core, 

Named from a hint 
in Holy Wiit , 

The vasty eaxes, tin* 
treasin e sioie, 

With skeletons a- 
guardingit; 

I know the men who | 
find it- one 


mainly distinguishahl^) by tlieii prettier taste in beer. Yet 
none can write of them without exaggeration tmboundod. 
Tims, I. A. li. Wylie assumes timt I regard the Teuton 
as an egregious monster, and, hoping tv) bring us nearer | 
together, describes him as a i)aragon ol all tlie virtues. Thiiig.s , 
are so much bettor ordt'red in his countiy that tuen hi.s 
servant class, out courting, refrains from “ exuberant signals j 
of affection," lost “ a blot be cast on the landscape." 
Tt> make the praise conclusive old Eugluud is constantly, if 
unconsciously, belittled. To take tlie least instance, our 
idea of celebrating Cbristmas appears to this author to 
consist of nothing .but quite enough clnircb and mucli tooj 
much plum pudding. Had My Uerman Year (Mills and 
Boon) been confined to its inteiesting facts and pleasant 
illustrations, I should not be complaining. Jt is written 
from competent observation and with descriptive powei-s 
of an attractive and humoious order. But as au essay in 
criticism it so fails as almost to irritate. Were I to take 
its judgment as final 1 might be content, for the prosperity, 
of Germany, that the Germans ai^e there, hut should rejoice 
exceedinglj% for my own gi-egarious pleasui’es, that they 
WTO not here. 


Weds the fair queen- a jirizo W'eil oaincd. 

1 loved thorn ; but their day is clone, 

At least so far as I ’m concerned." 

Tims I ’d have answered you. And y(*l 

Here s Eveletoh Nash has proved mo wrong. 
The reci])e is labelled ''sicl" ; 

The' ancient thrills are going strong. ' 

And though my hair is turning w hite 
Age surely loses liaU its sting 
J f .Rider Haggard still can wuite 

Books like his last —Queen SlteOa's lliny. 


‘•8linll I say that I was conduitcrl vlu*n I ktoked up from my 
lettvr,' to meet two brave blue eyes that Bhoaed in tJieir biightneaij 
and Bweetiiesa that one at least was glad that I Iiad gone to tlie 
war If ” — London Magazine. ^ 

What did the other one tliink about it V 


‘’Xho best'kuoa'ii absoiitees were V^. L, Joliuson, the famous Hhmtiyg* 
ham sprinter (who was, Imwever, preseiit). . , 1)aH-g Mail. 

The Press cannot lie. 
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N(»w tlmfc an agitation for payment 
of tlie Members of the House of 
Commfm.«i has been started, the Mem- 
l)erK of the House of Lords are con- 
sidering their own position in this 
respect. They appreciate, wo under- 
stand, tiiat the present moment is 
not favourable for any extravagant 
deniamls, and according to our infor- 
mation a claim merely for tlieir beer 
monoN' will bo put forward at fii^st. 


famine. We sKould have thought that 
it would have been possible to persuade 
many Ictnd-heaiiied local ladies to adopt 
one ihiring the winter. 

There would seem to l)e no limits to 
tlie intluenco of Mr. LiiOvn G^.obok. 
A telegram from Capetown i-oferring to 
tlie forthcoming Royal opening of the 
new wing of Parliament House stakes, 
“It is expected that hotel and house 
accommodation tor visitors will he 
taxed to the utmost." 


TIk* latest report about tlie Turlvishi J propos of the prohibition of Mr 
fioan is to tlie ellect that Fiunce will; Imi kknck Housman’s plas, we liear 


float it in consideration of Turkey 
ord(‘nng five gunlioats from a French 
sliip>iiid. Tlio hitch uas said to be 
duo to l^’rance attempting to make the 
Turks take a few of her (lovern- 
metit matches as well. 

Fiom Hombay comes the news 
that S.WARKAii has ohjected to the 
jurisdiction of the Court, and has 
now definitely refused to take any 
part in the^ proceedings. This 
spiteful attempt to spoil a trial on 
wliich so niucli mone> and pains 
have been expended reall\ does 
not do credit to Savaukah. 

The state of iiealth of Amu i. 
Hamid is said to he more than 
precarious. His exjierionce, liow - 
e\'er, as the Sick Man of Fuvope 
will, we susjioct, stand liirii in 
good ^k’lid. 

I’rincc IJknuv XXIV. of lleuNS- 
Koostiite, fleutoi tolls us, died! 
last week at J^irnstbrunn, It is 
rumoured that with his successoj’ 
in title an entirely new series w ill 
he stiM’Uid, beginning with Hknkv 1a 

There was a quite inexjilioabie uh- 
senc(’ of excitement among British 
cricketers w’hen the Orient liner Otu'iuj 
broiightback the Asciiks last week from 
Australia. 

The motor-car race for the Vanrh'rbilt 
Cup on Ijong Island was a hrilliant 
alTair this year, four persons having 
been killed and tw’onty others injured. 


tliai a movement is on foot ampng all 
poisons called Coorgo in favour of 
making a presentation to the Censor 
for insi.sting that that name should 



an aeipplane might liuve Ihicu mm 
ou'chng a R<|uare. • 

Rabies* feeding-bottles 04*0 tti he pro- 
vided on the new^ i-efitishwoiit eomdor 
tmin running from yvor|K!iot Nlt'enl to 
the coast towns, iitid thtts a 

i*eforni for wliich infants havo Ijoeti 
crying for >oars is now oonsiiunuatod, 
The Oimt Eastern Railway now fnldts 
on land the functions which v\‘e iw^a- 
gine the Bibln Line to fulfil on ilea* 

During a hunt at HicUey Ihldge an 
otter limind and a terrier weiu tost 
in a big drain, where they ivmaiued 
imprlsoiu'd lor stwonieini da>« I’a 
prevent the I’ccurrenee of such an 
accident it is suggested iluit only 
dachshunds he emiiloyocl in the futiirc% 
as these dogs are of the iileal build 
for passing through pipes w iih tMise, 

One of Messrs. PKivi'OitD's deli- 
very vans loaded with goods was 
stolen from a sti-eet in fioulhwark 
the other day. We undei stand 
that with a view' to preterit ^uieli 
petty thefts in the future l-he vivns 
will 1 hi attachocl to the diiim hy 
nu'ans of a little chain. 

Absolutely the latest hat for 
women, we read, is “ Tin* Aero- 
plane," with largo outMtaudmg 
wings Npt ireakishiy at the hack 
of the hat. H is to be buped that 
this foreOHHts the possibilitv of all 
absurd bats shortly taking flight. 


Yointt! ti(( rn)»t {k hn ha\horri>»'''ii hi> (hlhcrs viivnmntjtt'S, 
Ir Y(U' I•I.EAS!C (NiCUv, WIM. l km* me a KFl'A '' 


be associated onl\ 
noble and good. 


with 


Jt .seem.s almost incrodible 
the opening of Mr. Bkkcham s Ojiera 
Season at Co\'ent Garden sbmild have 
been postponed owing to the indispo- 
sition of two of the artistes. Where, 
oh where, -w'ore those pills which 
would have been woiili mom than a 
guinea to the box office ? 


A correspondent writes to point 
out what seems to us mid(*ubfcudly 
to Ik^ a breach of good taste. 
Wliile a huge number of mM**ic 
lovers were waiting outside tlie 
pit and gallery entrances on the oeeu 
sioti of tliQ production of 
Iasi week, soimi ladies appeared with 
iliai : money-boxes,* and endeavoured to 
collect contri initio ns for “ lloimM for 


that is 


Frank Hanry " published a new 
Jt lias, after all, been left to private ; novel last w'eok. A certain amount of 


enterprise to find omplo>nient for Lord 
ICiTOHENKR. He is to be best man at 
the wedding of General Sir Archibald 
Hunter (protector of King AIanoel at 
Gib.) and Mart Lady Inverclyde at 
Hfc. (xoorgo’s, Hanover Square, on the 
1st prox. 

Wo arc Sony to hear that the bees 
itt Watwickahire bre threatened with 


interest attaches to the event as this 
is the first Ixiok this autlioress has 
written since slie decided to give up 
wTiting, 

The Observer points out that the 
circle has not yet been squared, and 
is not likely to m/* But who knows ? 
This may be one of the triumphs of 
avia^on. In Paris, not so long ago, 


the Mentull) Afllicled " 

ll> the way, anottier corr('S|Mmvient 
expresses the Aiew' that Tieilanti is 
reininiscent of Waoner to sucii a large 
extent tiuifc the title might welt have 
been ren(lere<<l “Tlnefhuur' in flio 
Bnglish Iranslafiou 


To the joy of I he Uepublicaus the 
Portugue.so litn'oluiion mceived If s »«/- 
prinmttir on Friday last, when The 
j Duibj Mail ))ubUahed a long kilsgnlui 
froni the now PawsioisiNi. It ex- 
ptHjled that the other Go^at I^^wers 
will follow the load of i«ir oonbrii 
porary in I’ooognising mu fotlngest 
RepubUc. 
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^OTOR MEWS. 

{By Nr. Punches Own PJxperl.) 

Autumn in advancin;^ and there can no longer be any 
doubt that tlio dayn are beginning to draw in, making 
> lighting-u]} time aiinoBt st|brtling in tlie earliness of its 
incidence. The cautious motorist, liowcver, will find no 
diliiculty in adapting himself to the daily change of hour 
and in avoiding tlic attentions of the police, whoso only 
idea would soern to be to earn ]>roniotion liy piling up a 
long list of linos secure*! from those who, though they do 
iiappen to drive cars, are yet entitled to tlio ordinary cour- 
tesies generally extend etl by one human creature to another. 
Motoiists are a long-sullering race, and tlicro is among 
I them too groat a tendency to endure the policeman’s scorn, 

[ the magistrate’s contumely ; but some day tlio bivuking- 
point will bo reached, and then thei'o will be a rude 
awakening for Dogberry ami Verges and all tlie rest who 
have attempted lo trample motorists under the iron lieel of 
self-sufficient authority. In the meantime, however, every 
driver of a car should provide himself with the ingenious 
little machine supplied by the Self-Adjusting Automatic 
liighting Syndicato, of London, JWis ami Berlin. It would 
not ho fair to describe all tlio details of the patent. Sulhce 
it to say, that liy an entirely novel apjilication of the 
Marconi system the machine is kept in permanent wireless 
relation with the snn, so that at one hour after sundown 
precisely tho six tiny ignition -semaphores are sot working 
and tho light thus generated is communicated to the lamps 
of tlio car. Tho macliino takes uj) very little room ; it is 
made out of tho now Compressed Pumper-Nickel material, 
and can be fixed on the steering-wheel. It is said that it 
sornotimoH explodes in a tliick fog, Vmt tlie patentees point 
out that the o is a ilistinct advantage in possessing a porta- 
ble fog-signal, and that so far no motorist has Ixien killed 
by such an explosion, even if it has occurred, wliich they 
strongly deny. 

A Nkw Car. 

1 lioil an opportunity the other day, by the courtesy of 
tlie All-British Bed-Map Imperial Auto-Car Company, of 
inspecting their now 1911 type of car. Mr. Blosenlicim 
ami Mr. Isidor Dollarstein, tho courteous and geniai Manag- 
ing Directors of this magnificent concern, wore good enougli 
to attend at tlie chief works ami to show me evciything 
that was to be seen. The Air-Cleaver, as tho car has been 
christened, is made of consolidated /inco-copperine, all tho 
, joints being sti’engtheuqjl witli bar-gold imported for tliis 
purpose from tho Company’s mine on the Band. The 
engine of course has a sliding sleeve with detacliable silver 
cuffs grooved in concentric rings. A universal spring- 
shackle acts by means of a worm-drive constructed on the 
mono-bloc system, and the carburetter, being fitted with 
six pistons and five sparking plugs, transmits energy in a 
straight lino to the propeller- shaft right through the gear- 
box to the live axle. At the North-East corner of the 
splendid chassis there are twelve self-supporting troughs 
raised or lowered in synchronism with the opening of tlie 
tbroj>tle, thus securing, a^iorfected i>otrol-electric all -metal 
exhaust. The wheels are of tho hay-cart tyi>o, first brought 
into notice by this finn. There are four clutches in a line 
and the brako-podals are placed on the rear of the frame, 
thus avoiding tlie confusion inseparable from the ordinary 
type. The flow of the petrol is regulated by a formula 
which assumes that 

where r is, of course, equivalent to the friction given off at 


top speed. The price of this car, with Maharajah body 
complete, is only ^2,0(X), and I can highly recommenddt to 
my readers. 


THE INCOMPLETE BACHELOB. 

I WONDER wliat it is, this subtle Somcthimj 
That other men possess, and I do not ! 

This hidden cliarm, this lure, this really rum thing 
That casts a spell wliero I hut cast a blot ! 

'Tis not tho sunny smile you seo them wearing ; 

No glamour of a chin set firm and line ; 

No flick imloed of form or manly hearing — 

for glance at Biown’s, then feast your eyes on mine ! 

Y<‘s, ga/.o at Bi‘own the promenade patrolling, 

Tlie seaside nynijihs look round with rosy cheeks ; 
With sparkling eyes lliey watch their hero strolling — 

A distant nod will haunt tiieir dreams for weeks ! 

I 'nil credit would I give, not seek to dim it-- 
But no, tlie tailo)’*s skill it cannot be ; 

For look at Jones ! his waistcoat is tho limit! 

Those trousers, loo, all liaggy at the knee ! 

.\ml yet observe liim where tlio many mustei'; 

Tho women sigh, you hear their young liearts boat ! 
Why, .Jones, the centre of a radiant cluster, 

Might be tlie Ciu ate at the local Treat ! 

Ami what of me? 1 mingle witli tho others, 

JJithcr and thither hustled, jostled, shoved ; 

Plain, Jioinely clay - no use to eager inotliers. 

Merely a man 1 One ot tlie World’s unloved I 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 

1 Mi*rr her in the golden gloom talking to some one who 
looked like Briseis. 

“ Cassandra ! ” 1 said. 

She turned round, and I was surprised to notice that she 
still wore tliat liaimso*! look wJiicli (so they say) never lelt 
her upon earth. For hero everything looked jolly : there 
was no stint of floral decorations — asphodel and so on. 

‘‘You come from earth?” she asked eageily; “lioni 
England, perhaps ? ” 

1 coiifo-^sed it. 

“Ah, then,” she cried, “iierhaps you can help me. Y^ou 
know that wo take in the papers down here ? ” 

“Excuse me,” J said, “1 thought this was Elysium,” 

“ Nevertheless,” she answered, “ wo do , and wlienever 
1 open one of your luiberal Dailies, what do I find ? ‘The 
Cassandra-like prophecies of Mr. J. L. (Iarvin, or 77, 'e 
Mommy or The Times, or Lord Charles Berespord, 
or the Tariff Beform PaiTot, or some one else.’ And what 
do they mean by it?” she almost shouted, stamping on the 
ground with an indignant sandal. “ They mean ‘ untrue.’ 
Was ever a woman so maligned? When Apollo” (liere 
she blushed slightly) — “ when Apollo laid that curse upon 
me, it was to the effect that my forebodings should all be 
realised, but that no one should believe in them. As if that 
was not enough, to wony a poor girl. And now that I am 
dead they use my name as a synonym for a liar. It 's too 
bad. Could you not publish a short history of the Trojan 
war for the beneflt of Liberal journalists, or atdeast ask 
Mr. Andrew Carnegie to supply them with classical 
dictionaries ? They might as wdl say that Hector dragged 
Achilles round the walls of Troy. But hush ! here comes 
Agamemnon.” 

1 promised do what 1 could, and retired discreetly. 
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s7/ tt K, u'iOt fos fns jnst ('all in a iv'n' n i>j\hunrluin\{, // > ii>lh k 

sfnrif nuth erreHent resuftn.) 

II, 'i Tumi U'if,’ “Now IICI.I. TIIKM YOUU Olllhi; .'^TOUV, 1»EAI! " 


A VICAR10[JH llliVENGK. 

“ It looks," said iny Avil'o, wlio is 
Hoiiicliitios unnecessarily olisoi'vani,, “as 
if [*m\ch had rejected you a (/mu." 

“ Well, well," I said Avith a sigh, “of 
course, il tlie editor deliherately cliooses 
to diHCouraj»o genius and paiulei to tlie 
dejmivod taste of the mob, that is not 
my affair. 1 can scarcely be respon- 
silile for the consoquonces to him and 
his paper. But I am afraid sorely 
afraid that it means that Arcliibald 
will have to forego his long-promi‘-ed 
visit to the dentist this year. That’s 
all It seems hard that he should 

have to suffer ; but still " I made 

' a gesture expressive of resignation. 

“ Perhaps, dear, if )ou w rote to the 

editor and told him "said niy 

wife. 

“ What ? " 1 exclaimed, with a glow 
of noble w'armth, “ throw myself on his 
charity after this?" — hero I brought 
iny fist down w'ith a thump on my 
saucer and flooded the tablecdoth w’ith 
coffee— “ Never ! I would rather send 
my literary work to the — — , or oven 

tlie than that ! But who ’s the 

other from ? " 

“ Mr. Gubbins, I think, dear," was 
the reply from my wife, who was 
gathering up the coffee in a napkin ; 


“ and 1 do w'isli you ’d be more care- 
ful. " 

“ El'in," said 1 (and few Know what 
a w’orld of savage scorn that simple 
ejaculation can convoy), “ Mr. (Jubbins 
shall receive our most attentive con- 
sideration. Let me see the MS." 

My wufe opened the envelope and 
handed me the contents. The com- 
position certainly bad the quality of 
length. “ Evidently a case of sustained 
effort," 1 obsorveii, “and from the 
arrangement of the linos 1 sliould pre- 
sume it to be in verse. liot us consider 
it m dotail." 

Tlie opening lines ran as follows: 

Jan. 11. 1 lb. g s’rup ... 6 

„ Bkg. powd 63 

„ Blkg.br 1 ^ 

“Apparently a dialect poem," said I. 
“Can you suggest any intelligible 
interpretation ? " 

“ TItn mean treacle, dear," said my 
wife, “ and that 's baking powder. The 
other s blacking bruslios, though what 
on earth cook's been doing with the 
perfectly good new ones I got her in 
October I can't think.” 

“ An unpromising tliemft," I mur- 
mured. “ Still, in the hands of a 
master of realism, much can be done 
even with such rude materials. The 


metre, too, seems to be a trifle irregular, j 
Possibly Pindaric However, let us 
see bow lie develops the subject,’ 

The next lines wisre : — 

Jan. 12. 2 pki. csrliolio sp. 1 2} 

„ i tin s'dmes. ... (1 

“He is wandiM ing from the point, ’’ 

1 said ho»Towfull>. “ Nonv it oul\ be 
bad made some attemjit to stiek to the 
treacle — ’’ 

J read some but failed to detect 

any coherent narrative i imnirig tbriMigb 
tlie lines The sl\le was monotonous, 
the scansion faulty, hiuI there was no 
trace ol any diMorimination in the 
choice of expri sstons, or of tliat “eriti' 
cism of life" which, we are told, is the 
essence of true literature. ' 

“This composition," I said, sighing 
o,nd shaking my liead, “seems tsA me 
CO be ab.solutcly devoid of merit, (live 
mo a sheet of ^idio pupei. u pen, »ohio 
ink and somo blotting paper. 

Then 1 w'rote as follows . — 

“[Notk. — A stamped and adihiftsHed 
envelope or wrapper must accompany ’ 
all communications which ma) rt^qub’c 
an answer.] 

Mr. presents his complimittits? 

and regrets that ho is unable to actoept 
theenmosed contribution .r 
After that I felt better. 
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OUR WATERING-PLACE. 

At a meeting? on Monday of tlie Town Council of 
Souiljwesiborough, Councilloj- Haild, in an emotional J 
sfWfich, declared that the close of the holiday season had 
shown them that tlieii* position as a seaside watering- j 
place was now practically untenable. Owing to the 
gradual slope of their shore the sea hail always been 
(listant, but it had lately receded and was now two or 
thri'o miles away, (dmans.) They j^ever got anywhere 
near it. No one in the jdacc could swim. Most of them 
had never been in a boat in their lives. 

Tourists w^ero attracted here by their advertisements of 
witching waves, silver sands and beach picnics, and then 
were furious to liml nothing except a stretch of sea hog 
covered with seaweed and decaying shell-fish. When the 
tide was out they could see the water only through a 
telosco)X\ Legaily the name South westhorough-on-Sca 
amounted to einbezzlenicnt. 

Councillor Tisdall proposed carting away an acre or two 
of the riihhish on the Front and mahing an artificial strand 
of somt) sort. They conlil contract with a Ijondon huilder 
for a few tons of .sand and bod out some rocks and fossils 
and things — anylliing to make the place look natural. 
Then they might liave some fresh fish sent down from 
town every morning, lliey would liavo to engage a 
fishwife, of course, lie know of a most respectable 
person who liad been a charwoman and who could easily 
bo taught the proper cries. For instance, he suggested, 
“All alive, O!” wliich he believed was the technical 
term used when selling fish. of “ Fresh cra-a’uh t'* 

**Mn(’knl — nice mnckril ! ”) Ho moviMl a farthing rate for 
the purchase of sliriinps and sea ani'inoncs. (Miinnuis.) 

The Chairman begged to support tins forward movement. 
Ho would have w'atcr pumped up from the soa to the pro- 
posed strand every morning foi* niaritiine purposes, and a 
chai'-ili-banc run twice a day to take tourists down to the 
shoro. Ho Huggostod building a wreck or two and engag- 
ing a tame mermaid on trial. And could not somothing be 
done to the atrnosplicro? Invalids wore supposed to come 
down for the air, hut at [iroscnf. tliey couIdiLt get near 
the ozone. And why not a regatta ? {IahuJ and astonished j 
cheers.) They might hire .some craft from some watering- 
place where there was some sea, and engage a professional 
swimmer down from London. The yacJitiiig didn't matter, 
he thought; no one over looked at that at a regatta. 
They only wanted goefO fireworks in the evening — no one 
cared for more than that, .lust }nit a few cutter.s or yawls, 
or whatever you call them, out m tlie oiling, and let them 
hang about there all day; that was all — except firing off 
a gun occasionally. Guns were, for some reason or ot her, 
always fired off at a regatta, rersonally lie hated the sea, i 
but they might put him down as commodore, if thc} likeil 
— anything to give the thing a lift. {Loud cheers.) \ 

Councillor Snell applauded tliis sportsmanlike and plucky 
otter. He had an idea. (Murmurs of surprise.) Why not I 
have a local man to attempt to swim tlio Channel next 
year from South weUHbrough ? (Fmotion.) It was no 
use objecting — ho knew that the town was nowhero near 
the coast of France, and that nobody in the place could 
swim— but how would the public find tliat out? And 
what was wrong with a projected aeroplane flight to 
America? Ijook at the advertisement it would give the 
town! It would bring in thousands of tourists, even if 
not an aviator on the ground flew a yard. (Sensation.) 

Councillor Hickie announced himself as an out-and-out 
Progressive in this matter. He thought a move might be 
made by building an island, or sometiiiing of that sort, 
and letting it out by the hour to trippers — anything 


picturesque; tliougli it would be much better really to 
have a wall built round the coast; the sea was a hideous 
object about there. Then they ouglit to have a shipwreck 
now and then, with a gallant rescue — something the Press 
could write up. And they wanted some old sea salts to 
amuse the visitors. They could stand around in the streets 
and liitch up their trousers. 

The purchase of a fog siren and a fully-equipped flag- 
staff Jiaving ])een moved, 

Tlie meeting adjourned to tlie “ Three Jolly Seadogs.’' 


A PLEA FOP UNSELFISHNESS. 

Thick as the leaves in autumn down they flutter, 

Two at a blow by one dark morning’s post : 

Missives tliat make mo weep into the butter, 

And shed from neivcleas hands tlie untasted toast ; 

1 jetters to say some poor good fellow 
Has fallen into “ the sore and yellow,” 

Has got ongag(3d — has given up thc ghost. 

A melancholy ti-ain— like carts of coke hauled 
(Ip to the hymeneal pyre they go : 

Was there some magic in the suiiinicr (so-called) 

That made tlicm pop like that? 1 do not know. 

Hut anyliow the fools arc bottled, 

Can gilt by the neck and fairly tlirottled, 

And o’er tlicir graves the orange-flower shall blow. 

Not that 1 blame them wholly - -men are mortal : 

And who sljall say what loveliness, what wiles, 

Have made*tl)em dare the irrevocable portal 
And sot their fest towards the blessed aisles? 

But what J do complain of, demme, 

Is when they paint their Blanche or Emmie : 
Tlioir lack of human feeling — that’s W’hat riles, 

As if ’twere not enough to lose in toto 
A fairly decent friend (for all his faults), 

When some young thing (oh ! yes, I ’ve seen her plioio) 
Has haled him to the matrimonial vaults ; 

As though ’twere bliss, or oven pleasant 
To liavo to buy a wedding present 
Hero in tlie homly hail of duns’ assaults ; 

That then on top of this they ’d have me listen — 

Well read, at any rate — meander through, 

Till tears of lioredom on my eyolasli glisten, 

Their raptures on the radiant object wlio, 

Since Adam first commenced Jiis farming, 

Is “ quite the most divinely charming,” 

Tlicy all say that— of course it must be true. 

And (not a liint of care nor tioiil)le taken 
To have the sorrow of our parting eased) 

They hurl their bombshell in my eggs and bacon, 

They tell me liow their hearts to heaven are seized 
(He scarcely knows, does poor dear Simpson ! 
if life in other spheres yet limps on), 

And then, ye gods, they ask me to be pleased. 

No, no, my comrades, this is rather too much : 

If ye have dared to tread the bridal track 

Into the jaws of death, the Stygian gloom-hutch, 

Think of the souls on earth who cry “ Alack 1 ” 

When next my breakfast table bristles 
With these funereal epistles, ' 

Let them be short at least and edged with black. 

Evoe. 
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A LEAF FROM A GERMAN OFFICER’S DtARV. 
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In' the MOUNlNti EARLY I TO Hin SoUTU OoA.vr fOMK I WlfKN I TO THE RAILSTATlON RKTritVfcO AM, I EIVI> A 'UloOf 

SKETOH AM) MAl* lOKI II IC'A I K)N'\ AND THE DNCTIALLENUKU OF O. L. B. EVIDENTLY J'KACTl SI NO SHALLOW COAST IN\A‘<|ONS. 

L'.rATE MAKE. SEVERAL PIIOTOORAPHS 'JO OBTAIN 1 AM ABLE. 
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To London iieturned. The War Offick oat easily ihcibko 

IS THE SECRET WAY TO IHK HOOF 'JO .'IHOW DCUING THE LONCM AnD OK TUB LV'IEST TA'J’USRN (O ‘‘'iUK RED (AI’E' M0'< J J* \ 

HOUR (IIALF-TWELVE TO THREE). t'ELlBNT PICTURES .SECURE. 
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iLirrXEKOOK AT THE ALDSHSHOT HaKCEUVUES, WKEKE OE the Back to IiOKJ>OK. DIMK at TU* HlTNOWOUtUlt^, iiiiill irti* 

BfttTtSR A&MY THX PASSWOEOS obtain. BTAFF (all iXOBlT-SXXTICBi ORILB&IN OF TH® PAfHXULAllO# 

VBOH BROT^Ttm TO HAL? -TRUXS. 
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AN AUTOGRAPH BOOK. 

“Ob,” said Mihh Middleton, “you’ve 
got a letter and 1 haven't. 1 low moan ! ” 

1 glanced at the bulky-l6»oking en- 
velope in front of me, and then Imnded 
it to her acrohK the tal)l(*. 

“ Take it. Your need is tho greater. 
Besides, J get it every Monday. ’’ 

“ 1b it a repoit of the mirui where 
all your money is? IVrhaps they ’ve 
found Bomo gold this week.” 

She opened the envelope and <liew 
out an autograph album. 

“There you are,” 1 said. “That’s 
what it is,” 

“How funny. J didn’t know you 
went in for these.” 

“ I don’t. They go foi me At 
least, that one does. 1 ’ye liad it lor 
months and montlis, and every week- 
end 1 say to myself : ‘ Why didn't I 
bring it down with me? J migljt have 
done it this week- end.’ .\nd then 1 tele- 
graph to Jjondon for it, and it comes 
dow'n, and on Tuesday I lake it back 
with me. Tliat’s all. It follows me 
about of its own accord now.” 

“ Write in it tin's mouiing, and 1 ’ll 
help you. ’ 

“ You mean you 'll cnticiso me,” 

“ Well, 1 ’ll sort of sit on tho table 
and tell you what words ibyme.” 

J groaned, and asked for the mar- 
malade. 

“ Vory well,’’ 1 said , “ we ’ll do it.” 

“ Now then,” J said after bioakfast, 
as I sharpened a pencil, “ 1 vo had an 
idea in iiiy heatl for a long time, and it 
is this. 1 am going to give a list of all 
the things I can do, and end up by 
saying that the one tiling J ciiu'l do is 
to wiito in autograph books. Do you 
see? ” 

Miss Middleton was extremely silent. 

“Do say something,”*] hegg<id, “if 
it’s only an expression of contempt.” 

“T was thinking of all tlie things 
you caft do.” 

“ They will transpire. Tlie idea may 
sound rather bald, but wait and see 
how it works out. Now thou, let's 
begin.” 

“With wbicli of your numeious 
accomplishments shall we open ? ” 

“Yes, that’s the trouble. Well, 
suppose we start like this : 

I can lido, I<'an low, 1 can 'ski.’ ’ 

“Can you ride?” interrupted Miss 
Middleton. 

“ Very badly. 1 can never get away 
from the thought that I should be much 
safer underneath the horse than on the 
top of Ixim. Do you know that feeling ? ” 

“ Can you ‘ ski ’ ? ” 

“.No . . . .Well, then we go on, I 
can — 1 can’ — yes, that 's got it : 


I 1 can riiliy I «:ai) row, I can * aki ’ 

I cun dunce and play Ibutliall and light." 

“ Can you yodel ? ” asked Miss Mid- 
dleton with great interest. 

“ Look here,” I said in some annoy- 
ance, “ when 1 say I ‘ can ’ do these 
things I moan that I don’t mind trying 
to do them. But I do mind trying to 
write in albums. And what I mind 
most of all is when a person says she ’s 
going to help mo, and then hnds fault 
witli everything I do.” 

“Oh, I am sorry. I didn’t mean f<> 
do that. Now I really will help. . . 1 
can— I can ” 

She looked at me thoughtfully. 1 
went on writing. 

“ How ’s this ? ” 1 said — ■ 

“ 1 «‘au ude, I cun row, J cun '.ski,' 

1 can dance, and play football, and light , 

1 II 1 oiico get a hint ol tlic key, 

1 can join (if desired) in a glen ; 

1 can play little piccoa at aiglit ; 

] «’un Hcw and make d’oylc^ys und cook - 
But I do draw tlic line at attonipting to \Mite 
In jom autograph book. * 

Miss Middleton listened willi her 
head on one side. 

“That’s very nice indeed. Only I 
wish 1 liad known before that you 
wore so fond of trying to make il’cyleys 
and join in glees.” 

“it’s like this,” 1 explained quee 
again. “There are a whole lot of 
things 1 can <lo which won’t rhyme 
witli anything, like picking a pin out 
of the hack of a chair with my teeth, 
and so 1 can’t get those in ; so it ’s only 
fair to make up for them by putting! 
in a few things Avhich I don’t do, but 
whicli do rhyme. If you like 1 ’ll put 
an asterisk against some of them, and 
say ‘ Liar ’ down below.” 

“ Soi ry,” said Miss Middleton, “ Now 
tlie second verse.” 

“ Tlie second verse miglit strike a 
different note. We might explain how 
wo iiad reniaineil ijuito calm through 
many toi'rifying adventures, but how 
that even tre were appalled at the 
sight of an aiitograjih hook.” 

“ But that’s lovely, because then wc 
can loally lot oursehos go— 

1 have hcaid tlic iliimr5cro.s ru,u.” 

“ That s the spirit,” 1 said, and went 
on- 

“1 \ias oj)cc juirmluccil to a 

“ This is sheer vulgar pride,” said 
Miss Middleton. “ Now all you want 
is something about an infernal machine 
and a wild boar, and there you are.” 

There, as she said, we were. It took 
a little longer than that, how'ever ; but 
when finished the verso went like this : 

I have heal'd the rliiuocei'os roar ; 

1 w'lu) ouco introduced to a l>^u ; 

. <• ’When I 'ni savagely charged by a Iniar, 

1 make no exolaniatiou but “ Lor’ ! ** 


I liavc fa^ed an infernal inachiue, • 

I was calm when all Sicily aliook — 

Hut I blench at the pages of yellow and guen 
In your autograph book. 

“ There 1 ” I said proudly. “ 1 think 
that was worth doing.” 

“ How w'^ell do you know the lady ? ” 

“ Oil, quite well. Why ? ” 

“ Then she knows that it isn’t- isn't 
— quite- ” 

“ Whoever tells the truth in an aulo- 
gi*aph book ? ” 

" It would bo rather fun to do it ior 
once,” said Miss Middleton. 

“ You call this helping, but yon ’re 
doing your best to hamper me. Very 
well then, we ’ll have a third verse. ’ 
This was tho third verse : — 

.fust a word — do not ask, ii you 're wise, 
Whctliei all of niy Rtatcnrntu aic, tiue , 

U you do you will learn with siiijiiisc 
Tliat it 'h all of it nil if it — lies ; 

Yet 1 doubt if that luattcrs to you, j 

You have got wliat you w'liutcd -wliy, look ! i 
Hcio *8 a page full ol ver cs, oiiomal, new 

In your autogiaph hook ! j 

“ I Jiope that satisfies you,” I said 
to Miss Middleton, and 1 opened the 
h'jok and wrote the versos in eave- 
full> . 

“They liad hotter ho signed ‘Long- 
fellow,’ ” said Miss Middleton, looking^l 
over my shoulder. “All the others 
are.” A. A. M. 


“Violet” is instructed as follows in 
The Church Family Newapaycr: 

“On the widow lady and hci daughter leave 
I wo o 1 your ow n cards und tw o of your husl .umlM, 
1 ) they are out, and if tiny are, at lioinc you 
must leave the same number in the hall as you 
pass tluough on your way out.’’ 

Tliis is not at all our idea of tho 
“ modest Violet.” 


Seen on a ticket labelling tonialo( 3 S 
in a shop in Leeds : 

“Bp>t Knumsu 
Can’t he Beat.” 

If tins is I’eally their best English we 
are sorry. 


“The aicrage height of au I'higliHhman is 

0 feet 9 indies ; of a Ki-endniian, 0 feet 4 incites ; 

01 a Belgian, feet 6? indies.” 

(flnsgi/w JUvniiiig Cdi.'i'i. 

The Belgians are too small. 


The Shop-Soiled Girl is the title of 
the latest transpontine melodrama. 
To be followed, we hope, by Salvage 
Sale Sal and Litile Miss FitU 


“'How little they know of England ’—the 
familiar line returns to memory.” 

Moniiny Post, 

Not SO much of your “ familiar ” I 
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THE MAKING OF A JOURNALIST. 

Ijjivii lUvroiir ('ot iiTEous to 

T. I’/s AUTi' iE IN "The AlnNsEv.” 

An “ intiinati} study'’ of tlio famous 
and self sacrilieinf? patriot journalist 
forms tlio most attractive feature of the 
October nund>erof Bnulcll'n Mnifaxinc, 

"T. J’ O’Connor,” it says, “is not 
nu'iely nii in<lividual, but a type and a 
world-torce. He embodies the cri tie 
cteur of a nation in chronic revolt. And 
yet l)y a tragic ii’ony almost too deep 
i'o]' tcaiK this Celt of Celts lives in per- 
manent evilo in t)jo heart of cruel 
f jondon. 

“ JJis eaily days, howcNor, wore spent 
amid tho green liills of J'h in, ^vhoro bo 
was tlio life, and soul of every gatlier- 
ing, social, political and athletic. At 
the national game of hmly, at all 
meetings held by tho votaries of tcipsi- 
chore, ' T. P ’ shone consjncuous by his 
indefatigable and ri'hiliont encM-gy. Yet 
tlio cult of athletics never mlerfered 
with his literary stiulies. \t tho age 
of ten he had committed all tho poly- 
syllabic (ipithets in Johnson’s fiction- 
al ij to memory, and inodelK'd his stylo 
on that of the great monarch of the 
florid (piill, (Ikorgb Auuijhtuh Sala. 

“ Gravitating to London in the early 
‘ seventies,’ ho soon leaped to eminence 
by the wonderful shill with whicli he 
coinl)incd a tiuculont patriotism with 
the keenest appieciation of the nohio 
qualities of tho English aristocracy. 

“This heroic tolcranco ho carries to 
such miraculous lengths that ho has 
actually been known to sliako hands 
wiliii a Tory peer and to drink tea in the 
same room witli a duchess. 

“ His early environment was narrow 
and strait-laced, but by a great effort 
ho has so far emancipated himself 
from these cramping influences that he 
occasionally visits the theatre and has 
been known to admit an aequuintanco 
wit li the works of Gkojuies Ohnet. 

“ One of the most beautiful traits in 
his character is his aliility to enjoy or 
even make 41 ]oke at his own expense. 
Thus, once when I asked liiiii to what 
(juality lie attributeil Jiis marvellous 
success, he replied with a joyous 
twinkle in his eye, ‘Sure, me friends 
call it bonhomie; Goldwin Smith called 
it “heartfelt flummery; ” but I call it 
blatherskite.' 

“ When he is among his intimates — 
and tlieir name is legion — he often 
bursts forth snto song and dance. 1 
am not a musical critic, but I have 
n^vor lieard a richer or more ingra- 
tiating bai-itone than ‘ T. P.’s.’ 

“ His wit is wonderfully ready. Once 
I remember expressing my surprise 
that a people like the Irish could oon> 






sent to Parnell’s dictatoiship. ‘ Och, 
why wouldn't they*?’ was ibo imme- 
diate response. ‘ Sure, the Irish love a 
Dictator. That’s why they love me, 
for 1 've been dictating everything for 
the last twenty years.’ 

“ Until be took to motoring, ‘ T. P.’ 
was a fearless bicyclist. Tm Hbaly 
wants him to take to aeroplaning, })ut 
so far he lias resisted the temptation. 
His favourite drink is baiiey-wator, 
and he smokes Irish cigarettes with 
impunity.” 

The Spectator on the Bishop of Bipon : 

“ He pointed out . . . that while the inoreaso 
of longevity tended to increase the proportion 
of the old, the decline in the biith-vate tended 
to diminish the supply of the young." 

How can anyone say after this that our 
Bishops are ovezpaid? 


The Trials of Royalty. 

“ TiUNris Ai.nir.uT ah ‘ Siioike.' " 

JMi'y MuiU 

“I*U1N« E AhllKUr AH ‘(3ox.”’ 

Uuiln 

“ A oui iunH ma’rrlA'inpa iHM’in n’d this week’nt 
Ht. Anne’s harvist ihunksnivini( A 

good congregation gatlunod tor tins howuc, 
vvliirii uos U lo followed hy a Hcinion ly a 
visiting pi caehnr. 'Iiy>e«s ivic*' uas pixiloit^vd, 
hut no preachfv amved, so the rmute said a 
few vvonis on thankfulnosa," 

N(»(tini/hnM l/nantiaA, 

Very nice and huimui of him. 

“This was in striking routiasi to tiie 
outside, where all was bright and atiimate. the 
countryside looking mpleudent and at its miat, 
in tho early autumn garlmge.”- tfWhfi-s 

I Siandanl, 

You really get this otfeclr lictUjr in 
' liOndon. 








llorUciilUtral Co^ifn'hulor {/o ^h'K' Vii‘ui\ lijmi rontlttsion of (hr Ifnn'ci-i FeUical ikiuivt tons'. “ Weli., Sii., we xe uai> the ciiuiicu 

J.00K1NU HAUCY BBEOKE, lU I' NL\EI1 AN\THlN<i LIKE THIS 


TO AN OliD FIUKND. 

The end draws near again, and very near. 

The first few fluttered beecli loaves fall and gleam — 
Light skirmishoRj tliat dog the dying year-- 
But still I see you, down below the weir, 

A sliadow in tho stroain ! 

Hero have you lurked since Spring, iii sportive guise, 
Ballied the meadows to young April’s rout, 

Here first I marked the marvel of )our size, 

Here wooed you with each fleeting season’s flies — 

O alderman of trout ! 

Here, when the madcap cuckoo made his mock, 

And the rathe 'wild-rose blushed in earliest June, 
The day the ma^y hatched above the lock — 

You nearly had it, didn’t you, old cock. 

Save that stopped too soon ? 

Here have I waited as the dawn spread high, 

Hoping in vain the prejudice or pique 
That makes you — obviously — ^reject a fly 
Would send you hurtling through the startled fry 
To grab a proffered bleak ! 

Herejikewise have my steps at eve been dravm, 

And, as the moon made way tiebind the wood 


(The same old moon that watched tho hunting faun), 
1 ’vo found the lob- worm garnered from the lawn 
Hid just as little good ! 

And now tho end is near ; we part a space, 

You to your mud, and I to mine — in Town ; 

May Baster find us at tho trysting-placo, 

There where the dancing bubbles spin and race. 

To meet the first March Brown I 


Literary Note. — We give no credence to the rumour 
that The Qmrterhj Bevtew intends to print serial novels. 
The first is said to be a new story by Mr. Arnold Bennett, 
of some 350,000 words, and it is hoped by beginning it at 
once to complete the serialisation by 1915. 

‘Kuodjs Island Keds. February 1910 Hatched, Piilleta and 
Cockcfols, strong healthy birds, Pullets have laid 3«. each, Cockerels 
4<». oboIl”— in> Gloucestershire Chronicle,'* 

Wo arc holding back until they begin to lay hulf -sovereigns. 

A Cardiff engineer has invented a system by which all 
the lamps of the city can be lit simultaneously by the 
pressing of a button. AppUpants for the job of pressing 
the button should send in their references and testimonials 
to the Chief Clerk. 









SOME NICE NEW DANIELS “COME TO JUDGMENT.’* 

Tjik lorn mjw Judueh; tjie poi.thhkd Avohy, the ji’AFFAni.K HomtinoR, the riLOMsoMiso IJ.vnkk'i, anh the um;.siiik« 

AT OM’K .SM.DTE AKT» Mil) lAURWEI.L TO TlIKlll FRIENDS AT THE UAU. 


WILD DELICIHTS. 

A ]AD\’s papei* sug^^osts the divorsioii of “ throwing 
the cap ” as I’cinedy for tlio bored. It appears tliat “ you 
divide the guests into two sides and choose a leader, who 
stands in the middle and tosses a cap. if it falls the right 
side up, the people on one side laugh as heartily as they am 
[the italics are all our own]. Any one on the other side 
seen to smile has to join tne laughing side. When the 
cap falls wrong side u}), it is the other side's tuiTi to laugh 
and win tlie jieople over,’’ 

in case the guests at country house-parties prove recal- 
citi’ant or irrcspoiisive to cap-throwing, there arc some 
variations to fall back upon, perhaps equally intellectual 
and adapted to adults. For instance, a Horse-collar Drive 
should be highly effective where these articles of harness 
can still be requisitioned an<l the coachman is not yet ousted 
by the chauffeur. You persuade the lady or gentleman wdth 
tho most obvious countenance to stand on the liearlhrug 
and make a face througli the liorse-collar, until some one 
of tho party grins in sympathy. Tho person who does so 
must relieve tho Jirst performer, and so on in turn, tho 
winner being the one whose grimace is provocative in 
the shortest time. 

Another invaluable stand-by, needing no accessories, is 
the Progressive Yawn, A pointless story must be told by 
tho worst raconteur of the company. The people on one 
side will then yawn as cavernously as they can, and capture 
thoiso of tbeir opponents involuntarily gaping. 

We expect no reward for inventing these i^laxaiions for 
the long autumn evenings, beyond the conviction that we 


have added to tho list of national pH.stimes tluit have gone* 
far to make Britain Gj’eut, 


CUPIDS DAirrs. 

(AVluc}i aro a gJuHiii;' iik'IHK’*’ to llic juiltlic.) 

Do not worry if I scurry from tho grill room in a hurry, 
Dropping hastily my curry and retiring into baulk , 

Do not let it cause you wonder if, by some miscliauco or 
blunder, 

We encounter on the Undmgroimd and I get out and nalk* 

If I double as a cub ’ll when you meet him m the stuldiK', 
Do not think I am in trouble or attempt to make a fm^s ; 
Do not judge mo melancholy or attribute it to folly ■ 

If I leave the Metropolitan and travel in a hus. , 

Do not quiet your anxiety by giving me a diel , 

Or by base resort to v/ et armin told mo to ,>our arms, 

And let no suspicious tremor violateyolir wonhjd phlegm, v>r 
Any fear that Harold's nieinoi'y is faithless to v our chai'iuH. 

For my passion as I dash on in that diMconcerting fashion 
Is as ardently irrational as wlien wo foiged the jink, 
When you gave your little hand away to me, my ow n AraiHiidn, 
And we sat in the verandah till the stars Kegiui to wink. 

And I am in such a famine when your beauty I oxandip, 
That it lures me as the jam invites a hun|try little limt, 
But I tmey that, at any rate, I ’d rather wast^ a penny ^ 
Than be spitted by the many pins that bristle ftxnn your hat. 
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A muTTtAjnxA /-.D mirt. m.ou. t‘ou>>le <,o mark U out in the moming, took the bit between her teeth (auite * 
A TRIUMPH OF PBIlii TUIH. he had done so for the purpose of large bit it was), and then — there is no 
[Author, rvf brought you a tortoiM- wtoiy. n»aking it fit for tennis. But only a other word for it — she sprinted. By 
Jidttor. 1h It ahotit tt hurt! ? fow rare spirits can appreciate true the time .^schylus had been tempted 

Authfr , , N(» it H about u (ortoiac sport. back to the course, they were practically 

j-ut/nr. I know. Ihit this in aUout two «pi©iididly, and for some time it was a finish. With only a couple of inches 
t jitoiHcrt. neck-and-neck affair. Then, nearly to go before the net, Henry drifted into 

or coiuso, that inukivs a JirtViMin' lialfwuy througli, a terrible thing hap- ** The Cock of the North” and that 

Araminta, for no reason at all, settled it. Aischylus pulled up short, 

. stopped suddenly and furled her head, hissed, and buried his head beneath 

Thkuk are two tortoises (we liavo Tears, cajolings, entreaties, even a liis robes ; but Araminta made a last 
called iiieui Aischylus and Araniinia), fresh dandelion, were of no avail, despairing effort, touched the tape, and 
and as it was a very liot afternoon and Finally, I struck a match and pooped won by a neck. Of course 1 was ovor- 
nobody wanted to play tennis and tliore under Jier sbell -a rather dangerous whelmed with congratulations as 1 led 
was nothing else to do, James suggested expedient, you might think, but there her in (by the dandelion), and I don’t 
that they should have a race. The is no celluloid about Araminta ; she is suppose a happier tortoise will go into 
merely superficial student of -retirement for the next few months 


merely superficial student of 

natural history may be under the 

impression that tortoises confine / 

their sporting fixtures to oncoun- 

tiers with hares ; but this is an 

error. James was at a college i / / 

wliere they keep a pot tortoise in 1. . 

the Fellows’ garden, and he has 

Hati.sfaotorily disproved the aocu- 

sations sometiH«.« levelled at our ' -jg 

great educational centres by dis- 

covering its fondness for tiande- 1 

lions. Almost any yellow flower 

Will do, but it takes a dandelion 

to arouse real enthusiasm in the 

breasts of these strong, silent Jh 

aninials ; and by placing this ^ 

lure in front of iEscliylus and 

Araminta (after the manner of u 

donkey witli a carrot) we liave CmT 

frequently caused them to devoloj) ^ 

a rare turn of speed. Wc had '"-riJ*, 

some discussion at first us to *’=='31^ 

whether it should lie a bumping ^ 

race or not (James rowed in his 

second Torpid), but Araminta is ^ ' 

very gentle and dislikes anything 

in the nature of rough play, so it 

was finally settled that the con- U ' 

test shoujld proceed ,alotig the rir,/i/,i.. “-Sirouiu 

side-lines of the tennis-court ir uim, A7>r aviatk. 

from the base to the not. /Fs- 


Ciufiftr, “ ’yj’ROUlUNAlU TlllNO, 8lU, SEEMs AS IIIOUI.II 


than Araminta. If ever I start 
a stable, I shall certainly sond^ 
for some of her progeny. 

THE SWANKERS. 

I. 

iitCKHE —Almost any y iris’ school 
just after th^. holidays. 

First dirt. Did you have a 
good time ? 

Second Onl. Oh yes, lovely. 
We went to Lulworth Cove. We 
had the darlingest little motor- 
boat all the time, called The 
Water Baby. It was perfectly 
ripping. I say, do you know I 
can swim fifty strokes now ? 

First Uni. With wings, you 
mean. 

Second Girl. No, absolutely 
alone. No one within miles of me. 

First Girt. Were you in Lon- 
don at all ? 

Second Girl, A week or two, 
just at the end. W'e went to the 
White City every night. Isn’t it 
lovely ? You ’ve been, of course ? 

First Girl. Oh yes. Millions 
of times. Aren’t the “ Witching 
Waves ” ripping ? The man 


chylus is the lietter tra^eller on soft | pure-bred tliroughout. Alas ! my worst j there said I could do it better than 
ground, and as I lost the loss mid fears were roalisoJ : she was asleep, any one there 's ever been. It’s quite 
James refused to give Araminta a sex Meanwhile, iEscliylus was forging easy if you keep your head and watch 
allow'ance and make iEscliylus carry ahead at a positively lightning-like how the tin moves. Did 'you have 
weight in the shape of Middlemarch, crawl. It was then that I liad one of any picnics at Lulworth? 
t was plaoocl at once under a disad - 1 those brilliant inspirations that come Second Girl. Yes, thousands. Aren’t 
vantage. to us all twice or thrice in a lifetime : they splendid ? 

We decided to dispense wdtli the 1 1 sent Henry indoors for his bagpipes First Gnl. But wasn’t it awfully 
starting gate, and to.bc^gin at the signal (ho is about one-sixtoenth Scotch, and wet ? 

of a handkerchief dropped by Miss carries these weapons with liim wher- Second Girl. No, not there. It 
Williams. I forgot to say that there over he goes). Ailschylus was very rained everywhere else, I know. But 
were a great many well-known figums nearly eiglit lengths ahead \vhen Henry what if it does ? Hullo, there ’s Dot I 
in the paddock (tliat is where the returned and at my earnest request I say, Dot, where did you go for the 
tortoises live) before the start. Hilda struck up “ The Flowers of the Forest.” holidays ? « 

was tliere, and Miss Williams and Tlie effect was magical (as the cricket re- l)ot. WewenttoSandownatfirst-^- 
and for one or two minutes, Joe. porters say) and instantaneous, .ffisohy- where we always go; and then tp 
Jo^ V) the gardener, and I gathered, lus swerved violently from the course, Brittany, 
from one or two remarks which he lot and made for the shelter of a rhodo- First Girl. No, did you ? 
drop, that % tennis court is a tennUt dendron bush ; but Araminta thrust Dot. Yes, to a little place near Troth 
court, and when he had taken thel out her head, sniffed at my ^n^Aion, ville. Frightfully jolly. There was ^ 
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Vtcar'i. JViff “I ’m sxMtv to you ujmiso awvy fiiom thk m> opt’Es, I’uioos.’* 

tSfw'hsinith. “Yes 'm. They wo>’t let mk .stay thkuk 'i\vo minutes. As soon as I iii'Vi net down (omkortmuf. him 

ISOHY 's sUHK lO ANAiNI’ A .1011 DONE, AND OU I’ I HAS TO COME AC.AIN.” 


f(‘^ tliorc, and I rodo on the round- 
alioul millions of times. Not horses, 
liko we have, but pif»s. And 1 threw 
I’lnos over knives and won heaps. 
Orowds. The man said no one had 
ever ^ot so many. 

Second Girl. Didn’t you have to talk 
French ? 

Dot. Eathor not. 1 made them 
understand all 1 wanted by signs. 1 ’m 
aw I idly good at it, 

First Girl. Did you see anj aero- 
planes ?. 

Dot. J believe so ; but they may have 
been gulls. Anyway, they flew rip- 
pingly. [And so forth. 

ii. 

Bc'ENE — Almost any boys' school just 
after the holidays. 

First Boy. What sort of a vac. did 
you have *? 

Second *Boy. Oh, ripping. 

First Boy. Where did you go? 

Second Boy. Cromer. 

First Boy. Good weather ? 

Second Boy. Topping. 

First Boy, Oh, I say, you know, it 
rained all the time. 

Second Boy, Not where we were. A 


shower or two — that ’« all. I swam 
everyday. Do you know l*can swim 
two hundred yards ? 

First Hoy. Eot. You can’t. 

Second Boy. I can, 1 say. 1 sw'car I 
can. I learned golf, too, from the pro- 
fessional there. He ’s no end of a swell 
Says I’m going to be a swagger player. 
What did you do? 

First Boy. Oh, vyc w'ent to France 
motoring. My Uncle took me. He’s 
got a ripping car — 80 horse -power. 
We simply flew. His shovel 's an 
awfully decent sort — he lot me drive 
sometimes. 

Second Boi/. liot! 

First Boy. He did, 1 tell you. I ’ve 
got a real head for it, he says. Cool 
as a cucumber. 

Second Boy. But I thought you 
wanted a licence ? 

First Boy. Not in Franco. You do 
here, of course; but in France every- 
thing *s different. I say, France is an 
awfully decent place. Hullo, there’s 
old Shrimp, Where did you go in the 
vac., Shrimp ? 

Shrimp, where did I go? Yachting, 

First Boy. Did you really ? Was it 
jolly? 


Shrimp, .lolly. It was uhsohitcly top 
hole. Nothing liko it. 

Second Boy. A big ship ? 

Shrimp. Twenty metros, that ’s all. 
Wo won tiftooM firsts and four st't'onds. 
I took tho wheel in ono of the races. 
The skipper Hvy 8 I’m a first cUsi 
stoorsmaii. W>u should see mo round- 
ing a buoy, not an inch to span* Wo 
had a man ovorhoaril onco, hut I thit'tw 
tho lifo-hclt just in time. ho on. 


Harvest Home Aweet Home. 

“A ImrvPHt gtvfu l»y Mf 

on Saturday. About thirty ot Idii umjdoyt'rm 
and wives »iit down." I AAvrto'/ 

“The Von derTann i« to show tho iifiinan 
in all the iirut,-. of the Wt'afeein 

coast of Hoiitli Ainerltm, It l« nut y»fc thn'iderf 
whether she will round Cap Horn.’’ 

Why Ik) proud? It’s .so muoK tbo 
easiest way of getting to tho Western 
coast of South America. * 

Bla^ 

“ To-day ’« sale of idantatKin iTihtwr iu’ljon- 
don’ was dull, iwriwMi nuliUg tt'isu 9*1. ta U. ft/. 

Ib." — X^iverpool Hehu 


268 , PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHASIVABL ' [Octobbb 12. 1910. 

MAIL*BAGS. 

TV. — Thk Bioh Man’s. 

Sir ])ainfl Iktvul, % 

Caslla Llyd/bnwrch, 
liKxknockahire. 

Rt5KrK<;TKi) SiR^ — Bea^linf; in linppu 
llomcUmd as how you ilont know how 
lo fljKjiid your money quick enough not 
liaving 80 very long to live, I beg lo 
say as how I sliould be very pleased to 
Imlp you and will come down to Wales 
to-morrow if you like. J)ont think its 
ju)y trouble for me because it isn’t. 

Your respectful servant, my liorcl, 

AlUEHT ( 1 AMUELL. 

{Aluwo) : Bir David David presents 
his compliments to the Editor of 
Jbipjry llomdand, and requests him 
to refrain from publishing any further 
unauthorised paragraphs relative to 
Sir David’s wealth. Jt may interest 
tlie Editor to know that the paragraph 
in tJio current issue has inspired 6!27 
letters hy this morning's post alone.) 

Dear Bih David, — Y ou and I are 
both businobs men, so 1 won’t waste 
words. In the .enclosed prospectus 
of tlic Anglo- I’atagonian Development 
Finance Corporation, Ltd., there is 
only one thing Trussing --the name of 
the Chairman. It can'ics 5,(X)0 shares 
with it, and of course there will he 
juicy pickings from the hubeidiarics we 
shall float. Patagonia is a line place 
for a boom — it ‘s so far away. 

Arc you on ? 

Yours for business, 

Monty Bnidluvitch. 

(.djTsiecr ; Bir David David is olT.) 

Bib,— Y ou arc a loathsome hlood- 
buoker! A moan, contemptible hound 
wallowing in the lap ol luxury on 
the filthy money you \viing out ofi 
your sweated shop assistants. In your 
i^dgware Road shop they are ki’pt at it 
riiglifc after night until ten and eleven 
o’clock at sale time, presumably hy 
your orders. Tn the name of tlio 
j3rothci*hood of Man I demand your 
explanation! If you keep silent wo 
slmll take it as an admission of guilt 
and adopt Measuues accordingly. 

For such slave-driving there can be 
no decent explanation ^ but we shall be 
interested to Irear how you wriggle out 
of it. Slimy worm ! 

Yours, Bartholomew Miqoh. 

{Amtocr : Sir David David regrets to 
disappoint Mr. Miggs, but he is in no 
way connected witli Messrs, David & 
Co., ofiEdgware Road.) 

Debe Sib,— I am only a little girl of 
six. My dere mumime tells me to 
pray for you ev^y nite becos you are 

so good and kind. We are It and 
none of us is old enuf to work, so pore 
iiiummie has to work for us. Oh dere 
kind Bir, wont you send us money to 
give mummie a noliday in the country? 
Dere Sir, you wiU never feel the loss 
of a few pounds, and I will always 
remember to bless you. 

Your loving little friend, Doris. 

{Answer: Sir David David lias 
already contributed several times to 
tlie same handwriting with various 
signatures.) 

Dear But David, — F or a long time 
our people liavo been wondering why 
you have not come forward into politics. 
Will you allow mo to say that you are 
tlie very man for the jTUiqiose — a keen 
business man, level -lieadcd, influential, 
and of course unhampered by pecuniary 
worries. In fact, 1 may tell you in 
absolute confidence that a certain 
Cabinet Minister said to me the otiier 
day, “ Ah, if we only had a few men 
such as David in the Lords ! ” 

The next General Election will be a 
splendid time to make a debut if you 
will honour us by contesting a scat in 
our interests. In a South Wales con- 
stituency your name sliould sweej) the 
poll. Will you let me have your views 
on tlie matter ? 

Yours very sincerely, 

CwinrENHAM. 

P.S.--Our war-chest for the General 
Election is in ratlior an unsatisfactory 
slate. Wo are trying to get £100, OCK) 
togetlier, and to date are over £25,000 
short of it. 

(.Li.s«V'r: Dear Lord Chivpenium, 
-Many thanks for >our kinil sugges- 
tion, but I am a plain business man 
and have liad a similar offer from 
another quarter at clicaper rates.) 

Another Centenarian. 

“ Tlu> mill liHser at ainiiuuago h.U«> ot an okl 
AMiting-ckak oil leaching hoiin' with his nt•^^ly- 
a(:»inh'i'ii pro|)Cjty ibiiml, thruugh the a'*ci«loilital 
opi'ning itf a secret diawci, some thirty gold 
coins — guinea!-', half-guineas, and quarUn*- 
gninca'-. of (hs>rgc III.’s reign. They wcio 
leturncd to then original ownci," 

. Wf^ntitntu iUnJO'. 

Well, well, he won’t want them long. 

“Cuvsis Me(.. —If your plans arc not wttled, 

I have Heveial gootl oflers at nnall nnxiej’ate 
prices for your relatives, so should you wish to 
Jiavo them, kindly write again.” — tht Lmhu 
Lucky Cousin Meg 1 But she should 
keep one uncle back— they’re useful 
sometimes. i 

“The aviatr liimself liad aa iiiarvellous scenes 
ipid dedahes he will ti*y avtin.” j 

Yorhshirt Post, j 

Bportsmau. 

MUSIC. 

interviev) with the Condtuitor of the 
Speckled Band. 

By a happy chance ilfr. PwnclCs re- 
presentative caught M. tloska Molkor, 
the conductor of the famous Speckled 
Band, between two engagements, and 
in the course of a brief interview ex- 
tracted from liim tlie following exclusive 
information. 

“ Yes,” said M. Molkar, “ this is our 
first visit to England. We come, as 
you know, from Dalmatia, the land of 
the Green Dalmatian Mountains. It is 
a beautiful country, thougli the Bora 
is occasionally rather trying.” 

“I hope,” queried our ropresontativo, 

“ that you arc pleased with your recoji- 
tiori.” 

“ Oh, yes,” responded M. Molkar, 

“ the English public has taken to us 
wonderfully, and we are already known 
us ‘ The Dotted Bpogs.’ ” 

“ You have a large band ? ” 

“ Immense. But we r&ly niore upon 
quality than quantity. The tone of 
our triangles is unique — pyramidal. 
And we are the only band in the world 
with a quartet of dappled pom-poms.” 

“ Your repertory is, I understand, 
rather extensive ? ” 

“Extensive i.s not the word. Wo 
play all the newest music ; but in our 
version every note is dotted, which 
gives it a peculiar lilt or ‘tittup,’ as you 
English call it. Sousa, I believe, di<I 
something of the sort, but the Speckled 
Band can knock spots off Sousa.” , 

“ Can you tell me the names of some 
of your pieces ? ” - . 

“ Certainly. The overture to Maras- 
china — one of the staple products of 
Dalmatia — is perhaps our favourite 
mvrceon. It is a luscious composition, 
lavishly scored, and contains a briUiarit 
solo for the angelica, played by M. 
Goracucchi. Another very popular piece 
is Camera Lethalis, or ‘ The Doom of 
the Plum -pudding Dog.’ ” 

“Your uniform is a special, feature, 
is it not ? ” 

“ Oh, yes. There is nothing like it 
in tlie musical w’orld. We wear raw- 
hide sandals, spiral open-work puttees 
of green serge fastened with amethyst 
kibobs, a pink satin fustanolla trimmed 
with magenta frilling, and then the 
historic speckled nainsook jacket orna- 
mented with frogs of violet velvet. The 
tout cmcmhle is surmounted a small 
pork-pie forage cap rakishly set over 
the left ear. We wear side whiskers 
and a chin tuft, but no moustache. 
But I am afraid you must excuse me 
now, as I am due in ten mimit^ to 
conduct my new " Spot Cash '' Fantesia 
at a Matinee at Messrs. Garridge’s/' 
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PRECAUTIONARY MEASURES. 

Zmt/ yi (\ !« ii », H (hioKtfh hi ^ ih ’ ij-lvulc aMHa / ijf - r ), “Old Smith hasn’t ‘-m mi me js i.xikiy aiout his ivuiorriiov 

. You’d i-kitek awk him jo dinner.’’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Stojf of Learned Clerks,) 

Lady Douotuy NeviI/L is a legacy graciously bequeathed 
by the Nineteenth Century to tlio Twentieth. She has 
lived Under Five lleiyns, and in a portly voluino published 
by Methup:n pleasantly gossips of remeniljered faces, 
tilings seen and heard. It is a continuation of one pub- 
lished four years ago, but it does not overlap its predecessor. 
Lady Douothy’s range of experience has been so wide and 
varied that her second note-book is as fresh as the first. 
Among other charms the work has that of style. She does 
not laboriously indite. She pleasantly chats as she might 
(ajid indeed does) in the circle of intimate friends. Crammed ! 
with good things, the hook readily lends itself to quota- i 
lion. The Jack Horners amongst reviewers have yielded 
to temptation and have picked out most of the plums in 
the way of anecdote. Tliere remains much for the honest 
reader in the way of discursive writing too lengthy for 
quotation. Of such are the chapters picturing social life in ; 
Knglond in mid-Victorian days. Kspecially interesting! 
are notes of travel in Germany and Italy, when Ladyi 
Dobotjhy, escorted by her parents, went on tour in what] 
she lightly alludes to as “ the early forties of the last j 
century.” She knew mo.^t people worth knowing durinjg! 
the last sixty years. The catholicity of her taste is indi- 
cated by tlie met that in early life devoted to BisbaeU — 
with whom she was always ** dearest Dorothy ” — in these 
latter days she presents herself in a photograph with smiling 
countenance leaning on the arm of John Bubns, to whom 
a white plumed hat, a trusty blade belted round a coat of 
military cut adorned with gold-laeed sleeves, add Mgges- 


tion of recent rotiuh from the tented field. The liook is 
delightful one Iiopes for more. 

Banker's wore publishers jilodding and slow, 

Early- Victorian, lacking in go, 

Till young Mr. Fairfax decided to come 
And make things (if I may express It so) luiin. 

Young Mr. Fairfax was brainy and bright; 

He jumped to success whtii he started to Nvrite; 

But Barker's did not make a similar jump ; 

They met (in a manner of speak ipg) a slump. 

Thing went very badly, tliough F. and tlie msb 

Of the principal shareiiolders all did their best, | 

And Cupid himself lent a xesl to tlmir toil 

By keeping the lot (so to say) on the boii. | 

But Barker's (the Iwok which desoriljes tlieir ilistress) ; 
Should bring a deal move that its namesake's suocosii 
To the author, E. H, Laoon Watson, to wit, 

And also to Mukray, who publishes it. 

If, in haste to find out wliat happens, you skim 
Doctor's Lass (Grant Kiouards), you will be ill advisoil, 
for nothing of much consequence does hapiion, and iilie 
charm of the book lies almost completely in the way i« 
which it is written. Again and again Mr. KmvAuo Boo^n 
reminds me of Mr. dh Mohoan ; he seems to 
characters with the same kind of wistful tenderness, ailit 
he has also the same habit of delaying the aation of t|H) 
story while be relates some trifling — but delightful— in#* 
dent. What little plot theie is concerns itsell wHh a doet^'. 
who. takes into Im bouso the daughter of a w^man 




had jilted him, add in course of lime marries her. A few latest of the |)leasant hunting yams which Miss B. Bausay 
complications occur, but one is never reall> anxious about spins so easily and so well. For she knows the dialect 
the issue. Mr. Booth's first book, The- Cliff End, delighted froi^ start to finish, from find to kill, so that her covert-side 
me, and I am now his con firmed admirer. Prolixity^ is, prattle seems altogether more real and less slangy than that 
however, his cardinal fault (he takes 469 pages to tell of most sporting novels. Of the plot of Barnuhy (Hutchin- 
talo), and 1 believe that die would gain a thousand or so son) I am not quite so certain. Miss Bambay gives us 
more readers if ho would make his liook a hundred pages several rattling good runs for our money (so that in reading 
or so shorter. it I feel like a carpet-bagger who has not subscribed to the 

' hunt), but I am bound to confess that some of the fences 

To those wlio would like Mr. Pktt JiiDOK to produce a seem to me latlier artificial. Btill she succieds in her 
Mord Eni'ltf every time ho writes a hook, Nine to Stjc- primary object, which is to make one sympatliiso with and 
Thirty (Methuen) will probably be a disappointment, love a young American actress who comes to England and 
There is very little of Mol'd in Barbara Harrison, the young poses as the widow of Barnaby, the darling of the Bhires, 
lady who for two hundred and eighty-five of the three who is supposed to he dead and buried in tlio Ear West. 
Iiundred and forty-four pages works almost incessantly When Bainaby come.s to life and bingland, Home and 
during the hours indicated in the title. Her outlook Beauty once more, the impostor is obviously in raliher a 
on life is clear and uncomplicated. You can supply tiglit corner, as he has never even lieard of her existence 
us with money,” she says, discussing the question of till she is introduced to him as his wife by liis adoring 
women workem, “and keep us tied up to the fender, and mother. But Miss Bamsay has foreseen and ingeniously 
w’e ’ll be mild, obedient slaves ; or, you can keep us without provided against all possible objections, including a previous 


money and educate — 
us and turn us out to 
e*arn our living. But 
you mustn’t expect 
the world won’t 
iiarden us, us it 
hardens you; you 
mustn’t assume we 
arc going to preserve 
wdiat folk call — what 





- American marriage 
which turns out to 
have been invalid, and 
out of these materials 
has constructed a 
really pretty love- 
story. There are 
chapf^ers in the book 
which seem to show 
that she might some 
day fly at higlier game 
than foxes and their 
hunters. 


wdiat folk call — what 
Nvas it ? — the mid- 
Victorian charm, and 
at the same time cam 
money to save some 
man the trouble of 
earning money for 
us.” Certainly I de- 
tectcKl very littl e nii<l- 
Victorian charm, or, 
indeed, any other sort 
of charm, about Bar- 
bara. On page 244 si 
minor character calls 

lier “a hard woman.” ^ tmiu muj ;i. i 

The compliment, says IMPROBABLE SCENES.— IN. groove if tlic groove 

our author, induced Tm: NAiioxM, Si-ourixu Olvu cayk a visit to the GEdUKucAf. Mi'skcm. happens to fit you, 

her to smile atBlooms- - - — — - -- — - and us no novelist is 

bury on the way borne. 11 Mr. Bf.tt Bidgb should come to] more satisfactorily fitted than Mr. Philupotts, it seems an 
mo for advice on his literar\ ctiroor, T sliould say to him, impertinence to invite him to give Dartmoor a holiday. 
“Bidgk” (or possibly Pett), “old man, 1 know you w'aiit NoAertheless 1 cannot help regretting the groove, oven if 1 
to sliow' people that you me no mere irresponsible jester; hesitate to ask Jiim to leave it. For although, like a golfer 
but do, in future, leave bitterness to the other follows. You whoso local knowledge make.s him hard to boat on his own 
have done it very w^ell, but I look to you to persuade me course, he gets great advantages from Dartmoor, it is pos« 
that the world is not such a bad sort of place after all. If siblc tliat some of his readers may be getting a little tired 
yq,u start trying to show that it is a festering w'elter of of w'itne.ssing his performances on the same ground. The 
vogues, swindlers, back-biters and dowiv-tvcaders ,of the stories in Tale.^ of the Tenements (Muuray) are all good, 
poor, where are wo ? ” Tow’hich Mr. Riuok w’ould, I hope, and one of them — “A Mother for Heroes” — is excellent, 
reply, “ You are perfectly right.^ Tlic fact is, my dear Indeed the book is just w'hat I have come to expect from its 
Tellow, I had been Tcflding Ann Veronica, and I thought I author, and if it is not likely to make many new' Phill- 
ought to have a shot at that sort of thing. It shan’t occur pottians it certainly ought not to disappoint the old ones. 


Easy as Mr. Eden 
I hiiLLi'OTTN finds it 
to write fresli tales of 
Dartmoor, 1 confess 
that the task of say- 
ing anything frosii 
about them is too 
much for me. Tliere 
are more misfortunes 
than getting into a 
groove if tlic groovi' 
happens to fit you, 
and us no novelist is 


I W’as asked the other day by a young Bhodes scholar if “Makr a Muice by plaeiug a lump of buttfr on ilit* fire and throwing 
X could recommend him a good guide-book to Knglisli as a fejwon Ail of flom* over it, and then. adding giuduallya*piiit of milk.” 
she is spoken in the Shires. He can talk golf and cricket 

and shooting as to the manner born, but not coming of a Wo have tried this several times, varjdng the treatment 
liunting stock was rather nervous about a prospective visit occasionally by throwing the butter or the milk on the fire 
to the neighbourhood of Melton, Luckily I liad something and placing the flour over, but nothing approaching a sauce 
•better thaif a mere glossary to give Wm in the shape of the ever ensues. 
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I A o I V A Of A ^ Scottish deerhound. There i^rnoranoe of j udgetj {« uo^ Oonflued to 

^ unAKIVAHlA. 10 certainly no breed whose carriage I the henoh. ^ 

The Throne, which was formerly six- asserts his noble descent so plainly.” •' 

pence, may now be had for threepence, j This is ind^d an flygeoCInxury for clogs. luterviowad on thd Subject of her 
They seem to have got hold of the same ‘ engagement to Mr, Boi>l»llT I’^OHAINSI, 

idea in Portugal. The Water Boara is faced with a Miss has stated. '* If he Ufoes 

'• j deficit. The fact that water does not fijung, he will have ip fly alone as far 

The fact that within a few days of .seem to pay has caused considorahle as I am concerned.** liJvut when 


The fact that within a few days of j seem to pay has caused com 
tiie event the opening scenes of the satisfaction in publican circles, 
Portuguese Kevolution were shown in 


Portuguese Kevolution were shown in \ levels. 

all tlio cinematograph theatres is j Tlie police asserted last week at the 

now loading thoughtful persons to ; Marylobono Police Court (diat during Special classes i 

wondc’r whether the Revolution was the past three months no few’or than 'keeping designed 


married she will stick to the f^fibr 
levels. . „ 


not engineered by the enterprising - 
promoters of living j)icture entertain- 
ments. ... 

Tlic humility of true gi’oatness! 
Milo. CIabbiellV: Dnsms, tlie actress,’ 
has informe3d an intervicwei*, “I am 
not asliamtid of having tlio friendship 
^of young King ManoeIj.” ^ 

“ As regards the situation iti Por- j 
tugal,” sa\s The Car, “let us hope 
that the new form of (Government 
will pay more attention to tlio roads 
than the old (iid.” This, we under- 
stand, will ho all right. The roads 
will he swept, if necessary, with 
slirapnel. . . | 

Yet another suggestion has been • 
made as to a national King I^dward j 
Memorial. It is proposed that great , 
roads should bo made through Kng- j 
laud from sea to sea, in the form of a 
cross, of sufficient width for amiiesl 
to traverse them on the march. Gen- 1 
erous contributions ai’e expectod from ; 

1 Germany. 

\ Mr. Bkandon, who is in prison at 
Loip^sjg aw'aiting trial as a spy, is 
I translating Goethf/b Faust into 
hhiglish. Tn Germany it is hoped 
I that he w ill shortly become acquainted 
I also w'ith Wiehelm’h gejmuserte 
i Faust-- iUo famous mailed fist. 


Special classes in practical heuae- 
eping designed for prcapcctlve 


f NO 
STROKES 

FOR 

WOMEN 

( gigantic” 

DEMONSrmATlON 

aibeht miu 

« ItM 

THC NEW JOURNAL 
ilfwooiTmcwonAHHMO. 


brides are a feature of the curriculum 
of the Battersea Polyteclmtc. It is 
proposed that the pupilav wheti tbey 
liava ooumloted tlrmr course, shall l>c 
registered at the Labour Mxuhauges 
BO that anyone in searcl) of a sKiUed 
wife wiU know^ whore to find one 
* 

And a Public-Speaking C'lub has 
been, formed with a view to turning 
out orators, We uudemtand that every 
branch of the art will ho taught 
there, including, what is so Import- 
ant to young p(ditical 8p(*al<erH, the 
dodging isi mieeiloB. To Imi able to 
make tW ikppifopnate gesture with : 
one hand oatclnng au <«gg { 

lightly in the other is a task widuh at | 
times has baffied oven the must 

practised qi;a!j!|WP|' 


Tiik «en.na'iu»nai. MricutY 01' Ml', Lvnvir 
(Ujci: Mn. H, IIu.ion (EX-iiia.K-ciiAMiMox) in 

Mr. Boosm.,,,T has jnado a short Towu at laasl I fiol 

trip in an aeroplane. lie described it uecoumshi ah ink Equai, of Man. My favourite fcebaoro and 

as the finest experience he liad ever — My special eigar/tte. 

1 had, and ho would have liked to stay forty thefts from perambulators had ccsssssisMSwwBswm 

j up longer. There is some talk no w^ of been reported to them. The miscreants ^ 

I his political ouponents presenting him always appar to go for articles of J,unl; h Si. 

! with a w’hole fleet of airships. value, the baby in each instance being ” .Untmu-mouih 


THK COMPLNHATION 
Twfi holBay passed merrily , 
Now, in Town once moiw, 
1 emulate tlie busy bee 
Prom ten to half-past font. 

I do not sliow a lack of joy 
Nor wear a worried look 
To find a chattering office-hoy 
Suoccc'l tlic hafihling brook. 

’Ti« not that I regard with scorn 
My lazy loafing clays ; 

1 mucli prefpr a field of corn 
To I iondou H dreary ma>5e; 

But consolation ’h near at Imud 
111 Town at least I got 
Mv favourite fcebaoro and 
My special eigar/tte. 


with a W’hole fleet of airships. value, the baby in each instance being fCilo. 

^ , left intact. : They sosm to have very lion vy teas in 

Mil. S. NicnoLBON Babe, who w’on Bournemouth. • * ' 

tlie lioighton Memorial prize for a We extract the following paragrapii 

design for a lamp standard, has de- {rom our lively contemporary, Kir/ionjr i„„i, ,.,„l luud, ana fi* 

picted a group of children round the gfid Mart a time they gav« tliMM./ lw ii hm K ' - 

base, ^‘symbolising England’s maritime OoxTiiot of Jcwies:— Fitoinff A'fm , 

ixiwer.” This should gratify the sup- course, all vciy well to keep lailn^ BcauS instead. 

f „ r Ui.1^ ^ at the ignorance of jodges— to an extent it is 

{lorters of a Little Navy policy. needed —hut it does not bring ns nearer any “ " 

remedy for what is really the greatest evil of “The hall hoveml in front nl OuiiiuAhael 
“ There is probably no breed of dog,*’ our time.” for some minutes, but be .eventually «l#iid 

says The Ladies' Field-, “ whose lineage K.O., it appears, stands tor Kennel with a huge kick.’— AVu ^ 
is so unsullied and whose blood is so Club, and we are sorry to find that the (And about time, tool 






27a 


PUNCH. OR THE 


TO* A "FRENCHMAN.” 

[Resident ou the coast of Noilolk.] 

Hard by the old-time haunt of Danish galleys, 

Down wind you came against the marshland lights. 
And on your logs tho tir^; that marks a ballet’s 
Integuments (or tights). 

Breast-higli you flew, and every moment fleeter ; 

I could have floored you tlien with facile art, 

But should most probably have couched a beater 
Also within the cart. 

And while I wondered whether I would chance it, 
Bisking a deed not readily unwrovight. 

You had arrived, and your immediate transit 
Disturbed this train of thought. 

Tlien as you grazed the hedge (and nearly slow mo, 
Missing by inches my averted nose) 

A thrill from your exotic legs ran through mo — 

Logs like tho pink, pink rose. 

And ere your tail had cleai’od the zone of danger 
Tho voice of Hospitality cried “ No ! 

JIo is a Frenchman, in your gates a stranger, 

You must not lay him low ! ” 

r thought of England's record, high and splendid, 

For housing aliens from off tho foam ; 

How to the immigrant her arms extended 
A furnished homo from homo. 

Like Huguenots, I saw your fathers landing 
Within the asylum of your kin and kind ; 

Would it enhance tho Cordial Understanding 
To hit you from behind ? 

Such a discourtesy 1 calmly scouted, 

An<l, as across the distant hedge you swung, 

“ Soycz trantjnilh, man brave nmi / ” I shouted 
(Using your own fair tongue). 

And when I saw tliat }ou had safely quilted 
The scone of carnage, settling in tlie l oots, 

1 raised my restive muzzle and emitted * 

A brace of loud salutes. 

You heard mo from your cover, lying perdu ? 

My fellows thought I ’<1 missed >ou by a held ; 

But you, I hope, perceived the tact tliat spared you 

The fatoY might have sealed. O. 8. 

-T-srr-TT = aa; 

When unemployed, employed the most. 

“'J’livougli pressni'c of work Mr, Jnnios P. R. lyt ll lias ivsi>(iied llic 
cliaii mansUi}) of the Central Uneniployod Ihsly.”- Daily Miiror, 

“»Lai)y'« ))crf«ully now artiruiiul h’g THt. 4 in, ; also pair 

cratches, ii2in. Mail, 

Some one must have pulled the log. 

* — u 

“ Shortly afterwards they [the burglars] were found inloxbated in a 
field, and stated that they had drunk tho hairwash in luistakc foi 
spirits. "—Evi'tmm tSlandaid. 

It seems to have gone straight to their heads. 

From a draper’s catalogue in Bombay ; — 

” White Muslin Blouse, new pointed joke, each Rg.4/4." 

Intending purchasers are requested to send their jest 
measurements. 
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OLD CLOTHES. 

ScBSE— >4 Drcsslmj - room. Time — 11.30 a.m. A large 
* wardrobe stands open with all its drawers pulled out. 
All other drawers m other articles of furniture in the 
roo^n arc also palled out. Little heaps of clothes, shirts, 
underwear, etc., cover the floor, the bed, the chairs and 
the table. She is standing in the midst of the ruin, 
lie enters suddenly. 

lie. Oh, you 're hero, are you ? I ’ve been Imnting for 

you all over the I say, by Jove, what have you been 

up to with my clothes ? 

She. 1 ’m just looking through them. 

He. But 1 never asked you to look through them. 

She, No, Cliailes, you didn’t. There are lots of things 1 
do witliout being asked. Who gets the buttons sowed on 
'to your shirts? Who has the naughty holes in your socks 

mended? Wlio hut, of course, if you want me not to 

[ 1 ’ll never do it again, no never. 

He. But this isn’t a button-sewing business. There are 
no holes in my coats and waistcoats, and if there were you* 
I couldn’t mend them. • Come, what ’s your game? 

She. In tho lirst i)lace, yon ’ve no right to be hero at all. 
j Hr. Wlutt ! Not in my own dressing-room Isn’t that 
a bit stoep ? 

j She. r repeat, you ’ve no right to bo here. You said you 

wore going to J^ondon this morning, and 

j He. J haven’t gone. Clianged my mind.** 

She. A man lias no business to change his mind. For 
all practical purposes 1 consider you arc in Loudon. You 
don’t exist hero. I don’t acknowledge you. Go away, 
person. 1 ’ve nothing for you. 

He. I ’ll soon sliow you if 1 'm here or not. 

[lie sciz(!s a heap of clothes and is about to restoic them 
to the waidrohe. 

She. Stop! Those clotlies are ni hie. 

He. Yoitis I My old sliooting suit ! 

She. Yes, mine. My dear Charles, you simply can’t 
wear them any more. They ’re falling to pieces, and what ’s 
[left of them is inrdies deep in dirt. ] claim them. 

He. Well, you 're not going to have them. They ’re the 
only really comfortable shooting tilings I 'vo ever had. 

She. Charles, it shall never ho said that T wasn’t reason- 
able. You shall keep your dear old oily shooting things, 
but you must give mo this brown suit instead. It’s a 
sacrifice, hut for your sake I ’ll make it. 

Jle. But what in thunder do you want the clothes for ? 
You can’t wear them. 

She. And how do you expect Mrs. Bradish’s eldest boy 
to get a xdace as under footman if lie hasn ’t got a decent 
suit to his back ? 

He. I never liad any expectations of any kind about him. 
I don’t know him. J don’t know Mrs. Bradish. , 

She. Well, it’s high time you did How do you expect 
people not to be Socialists if you ’re going to be so haughty 
and exclusive ? 

He. Oh, stop it. Who is she ? 

She. Mrs. Bradish is a widow. She has five sons. They 
all live in a cottage, and the sons all require clothes. 

He. So that ’s what you ’vo been up to. A ^little quiet 
clothes-steoUng. 

She. Pooh! 

He. What would you say if I were to l^ve a turn 
amongst your clothes, and bag some of your frocks and 
things ? 

She. I should say you were a very impudent person. 

He. But what ’s the difference ? 

She. All the difference in the world. Do you want 
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“I .SAY, IIAIIJ'.AIU, C*.N YOU .SAY YOUR TIUYKKS IN (ifcItMVN YKl’’" “]S’0, NOT I’ROPBItl.V MU’ VMTUoOr A UlC HON VU Y. '* 


Mantor Bradisli to offer liiraaelf for a fooiniaii in a frocl« of 
III 1 110 ? "Really, Oluirles, >ou innstirt bo so ridiculous. 

llo. But J wanted to f^ivo that brown suit to ParkiiiH. 

Sh(* A butler in a brown suit? Cliarlos, it’s not to bo 
thouf'bt of. Besides, 1 don’t like jou to give your clothes 
to rarkin.s. 

Jli\ Why not? lie valets mo. 

Hhr. Well, 1 don’t like it. IMio fact is, 1 ’vo noticed that 
>our clothes look ever so much bottc'r on Rarkins than they 
over did on }OU. 

He T ’ve noticed that myself. Ckin’t make it out. 

N/ie. Oh, T don’t know. Parkins is a handsome figure of 
a man, you know, k’ino portly presonco, good legs and 

lie. We won’t worry about Parkins's other points. 

She. No, Charles. Well, then, the brown suit’s mine, 
and I sluiTl want an extra pair of trousers — those stripey 
ones will do - and a shirt or tw'O and a sock or so. May I, 
(Jbarlos ? 

lie. Ob, take anything you like. 

Hhc. (Jonorous, noble-hoarted creature! Bui you came 
up bore to tell mo something. What was it? 

fie. 1 only wanted to tell you I hadn’t gone to London, j 

She. Well, toll me quick, and then you can run away. 


A#iother Sinister Omen from Germany. 

The Taller informs us that the German Kaisbu has 
ordered his Christmas cards from an English firm and has 
ftoleeted “a facsimile of a painting of Chaklkb II, and his 
suite embarking for England.” The Editor of The National 
Mevim will perhaps kindly take a note of this. 


AN EMPTY SADDLE. 

Down the hill path echo the lioof-hoats liollcw; 

Thif empty saddle sways ; 

Sadly the road tliat w'oary fc'ct must follow 
Winds througli the daiklmg hraes! 

Soft fall the clansman voices, husliod c> mplote iH 
A jiaihos w'orse than woo , ^ 

Meet tongue indeed to nmnmir of defeit in -— 

Tlie Gaelic, gentle, low ! 

U]) in the cliffs the raven crie.s for slaughter, 

1’ho caustic croaking mocks 

A beaten man whose heart is in the water 
That squelches in his socks. 

» 

Bird of ill omen, sombre and accurst ope, 

Bo still upon your crag, 

You suroly don’t suppose that I 'm the first one ' * 
Who 's missod a rotten stag ? 


“Duncaii, nH u«uul, canu'd tlu* liuuker gaunlhiK Ihr 'jBlirnn 
with hu» M'Cuiui shot, but SbiM''o< k wim tmjurtid ttiHl b»t 
Howem*, he drew level at Die »w*»>im 1 and took tjiftlottl at 
where Duncan found a biuiku’, and l ew' bwt it to the «Mid ^ tlu'i 
mvAx)\u*'-r--IMily Mail. ^ ^ j 

Tenrible handicap to a man to be saddled all day wdih a 
bunker which he can't get rid of. • * * 
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All ENGLISHWOMAifS CENSORED PLAY. 

Mb. Florence Housmaid’h long- 

• threatened reading of his great histori- 
cal drama, Brocks and Benefits, occurred 

! yesterday in the Caxton before 

what was at the start a crowded and 
enthusiastic audience. 

T*io history of Brocks and Benefits, 
altliough only too familiar to all readers 
of The Times and Votes for Women, may 
ho briefly stated. On its subjection to 
the Lord Ohaml>erlain*s office, in ac- 
cordance with the ndes of the game, 
the play was i*otumed witliout a licence. 
No reasons wore given, nor have any 
since been vouchsafed to tlio author, 

’ although a vast corrcisponden CO, marked 
“Private and Confidential,” lias passed 
between Mr. Eedforo and tlie lady wlio 
was to produce the great work. Mr. 
llousmaid is, liowever, under the im- 
pression that the official objection to 
tho play is that among the characters 
are Old King Cole and liis cruelly ill- 
used divorced wife, Queen Lenunevote ; 
lie believes tliat it is becausa to show 
English royalty in any light but that 
of heroism and grandeur is, in a living 
dramatist, unseemly, that tho Censor 
has been forced to take action. In 
order to emphasise the anomaly which 
permits an author to recite his own 
sedition, indecency, slander, or what- 
, ever it may be, in a Town Hall, but does 
not allow others to speak the same 
words in a theatre, Mr. Housrnaid 
decided to give this reading. Such is 
the history of yesterday's moniontous 
gathering. 

The Caxton Hall, never so honie-liko 
as when Englishwomen are gathered 
together there, was found to have been 
newly furnished against the autumn 
campaign. Carte blanche to make iJic 
place at once cosy and dinuhle had 
been given to the Thames Iron Works, 

. and the I'esult is all thaj^> can be desired. 

• The chairs are now wholly of good- 
tempered steel, firmly bolted to tho 
floor, while the chairwoman’s table is a 
solid mass of Aberdeen granite. 

For yesterday's function banners had 
been prapared bearing such inflamma- 
tory out necessary and, under the 
circumstances, moderate, legends as 
“ Down with the Censor ! ” “A has 
Earl Spencer I” “Vive Robert 
Hahoourt I ” “ UnshoeWe the Drama I ” 
and so forth. 

The early doors were besieged by a 
long queue before the morn was ^rey. 
Foriined with camp-stools, sandwiches 
and tlie last number of Votes for Women, 
the gallant band endured through the 
(long interval, not a little cheered by the 
encouragement given them by errand 
boys and the more conversational 
members of i^he unemployed. By two 


o’clock, when the doors were opened, 
the concourse was so great that the 
police had to be called in to regulate 
It ; and many were the greetings that 
passed between the two bodies of 
old friends. No unpleasantness marred 
the proceedings and the hall filled up 
as quietly and happily as it used to do 
in the days of Merrie England, when 
the good Caxton gave public readings 
there from tho Golden Legend. 

Tho chair was taken by Mrs. Pank- 
HUBST, surrounded by some of the 
principal dramatists and Suffragettes of 
the day. One looked in vain for Mrs. 
IIuMi’HUY Ward, hut Mrs. I*ethick 
Lawrence caught the eye wherever one 
[ turn<Hl. At tliroe o’clock procisc'ly 
I Mr. Hoiismaid entered with a roll of 
[MS in his hand, and tho vast aiidionce 
rose to their feet, waved their handker- 
chiefs and sang the National Anthem. 

Silence being secured, thcchairwoman 
road a number of letters regretting 
tlie absence of their writers, among 
iheso !)oing Sir Arthur Pinero, Sir W. 
S. Gilbert, Sir A. Conan Doyle, and 
Mr. Hall Caine, and Mrs. Pankhurbt 
then delivered a brief address, intro- 
ducing tho dramatist to the company as 
the most distinguished Englishwoman 
on their roster {loud cheers), and not 
only an Englishwoman, but one of the 
imost deserving of modern martyrs. 
WJiat Jj.\TiMRR and RiDiiKV, she said, 
were to Bloody Mary (sensation), so 
was Mr. Housrnaid to lilarl Spence rt. 
(Hear, hear.) She would not however 
detain tlie meeting any longer. 

Tliree groans Imving then been given 
for t he Censor and three cheers for the 
oilier Cause, Mr. Housrnaid, amid 
thunders of applause, began to read. 

Obviously a full report is impossible 
lioi'e, but a brief prdci.s may be at- 
tempted. In the First Act King Cole 
is seen wooing Lemviecotc. She is 
reluctant; he is ardent. She exacts 
conditions ; he promises overylliing. 
I’hey are lietrothed. 

In ill© Second Act ho begins to tire, 
and liis cnniii is only increased by her 
insisting that his pledges shall be ful- 
filled, What are these pledges? The 
extension of the sufi'rago to every 
woman. (Great enthusiasm.) Tho King i 
repudiates the suggestion and leaves for 
Brighton, where he has a private Tivoli. 

In the Third Act the Queen is seen 
in licr retirement leading a life of 
studious seclusion, writing a political 
pamphlet now and then, or soliloquising 
at some length on the injustice done to 
her sex. 

In the Fourth Act we see the King 
conspiring to ]ye rid of Queen Lesmnevote, 
(Cries of “ ShameT) He arranges with 
his creatures to accuse her of infidelity. 
(Sensation,) 
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In the Fifth Act we see the trial 
scene, in which the speeches o{ the 
counsel for the defence are given in full. 
Bince the advocate was the famous 
Long-wind Broom this Act takes three 
hours to read. The Queen is, however, 
found guilty, and the marriage annulled. 

In the last Act Queen Lemmevote 
repudiates man and all his works in an 
impassioned peroration calculated to 
bring the blush of triumph to the cheek 
of every Suffragette, and the curtain 
falls. 

As it w^as now nearly midnight the 
audience was not so crowded as at first, 
hut slie clapped tlie reader very heartily 
and they went out arm-in-arm. 


A STRIKE AMONG THE POETS. 

[Cuns])icuoii8 unions the few BriliKh iiuhiH- 
tii ‘8 that have not “coiue out” recently aic the 
Kallafl-inakpi*H. But thcie arc signs ol tiouhle 
even there,] 

In his chamber, weak and dying, 

While the Norman Baron lay, 

Loud, without, his men were crying, 

“ Shorter hours and letter i)ay.” 

Know you wdiy the ploughman, fretting. 
Homeward plods his weary way 
Ere his time ? He 's after getting 
Shorter hours and better pay. 

Sec! tlie Jlesjieriis is swinging 
Idle in the wintry bay, 

And tlio Skipper’s dauglitor’s singing, 

“ Shorter lioiirs and better pay.” 

Where ’s the minstrel boy ? 1 've found 
him 

Joining in the labour fray 
With bis placards slung around him, 

“ Shorter liours and hotter pay.” 

Oh, young Lochinvar is coming; 

Though liis liair is getting grey 
Yet ] 'in glad to liearhim hummhig, 

“ Shorter hours and better pay.” 

E'en the hoy upon tho burning 
Dock lias got a word to say, 
Something ratliei* cross concerning 
Shorter hours and hotter pay. 

Lives of great men all remind ns 
We can make as much as they. 
Work no more, until they find us 
Shorter hours and better pay. 

Hail to thee, blitlie spirit 1 (Shelley) 
Wilt thou be a blackleg ? Nay. 
Soaring, sing above the mil6e, 

“ Slioiiier hours and better pay.” 


“People differ so nitieli in thoir taates and in 
their bahita, that what would soeni very nice to 
one man makes another woman merely turn up 
her nose .” — A Fruitarian Dietary, 

Yes, yes ; but what would she do if she 
! were another man ? 
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fie.rton {i>’ko lias hc^n admonished by (he ahsmt (’’tear fa (ook af!n the locum)^ “In thkki : ; am» when ukli. moc.^ au a 


SOCKS AND THE MAN. 

f‘*Tlio reign of the pnsHioiiatc so^k is over," says Th^. Kr press in ta,\v 
artiule on autumn fasliiotiH fot men, But in handkcichierH, it adds, a 
man may “lef himself go, "J 

So we niust part, beloved socks 

(Or, as til© liosiei-s ha\e it, “ footwear ”) ; 
Contomned your buos, run down your clocks, 

'Tis now ordained you shall bo put where 
. One puts one’s loft-off gear 
[hljj., the bowler-hat of yesteryear), 

1 call to mind the day when first 
You caught mo in your silken meshes, 

When on my dazzled gaze you burst 
And proved how wayward human flesh is : 

You cost three bob a pair, 

And I bought seven, and lunched that week on air. 

I wore a different pair each day, 

Each pair a different scheme of eolour ; 

And when the wash called you away 
The world seemed infinitely duller. 

Through you I understood 
How to express' myself' in every mood. 

Did I aspire to paint the town, 

, My £eet were cased in something ruddy. 


Which peacefully gave place to hrowri 
Whene’er niy thoughts incliuod hi study , 

Apd once I wore the green 
While Tompkins flirted with my Angelmo. 

A tiuead of gold supplied the clue 

When my ambitions turned h» Miumuori ; 

Down in the dumjm, 1 sported blue, 

And, when I felt erotic, salmon , 

While for a Bunday shade 
I fancied mauve to go with Church Parade. 

Now all is done 'twixt you and me ; 

You ’re banished to u dark exile lienee 

By that imperative decree 
Which dooms our socks l>encoforth tf> silence. 
There is a power, my friends, 

That disciplines our loud-hued ncUier ondw. 

Farewell! No more may I proclaim 
Upon my feet each vagrant passion ; 

And yet I 'm not disposed to blatne ^ 

That very fickle goddess Fasbiott, 

By whose indulgent leave 
1 11 wear my h^rt in future up my sleeve. 

A jHiiaie, ^ * 

“ Witli Mr. BslfouT'S cpeeeli, the Sfily Scssou W sskl to kxve 
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TRACKING DOWN A ROMANCE. 

“ Watson,*' said George, coining into 
iny chamber at five o’clock on Friday, 
October 7th, are you prep^d ? Put 
your revolver in your pocket, pull your 
Wt over your eyes and face the new 
problem,” 

am at your service, Holmes,” I 
answered, thrusting away the work 
which I was not really doing and 
getting iny things together. *' What is 
it now ? ” 

“Call me George, and come along 
and solve the mystery of the Stage 
Romance. I have heard a paper-boy 
shouting, and we must know the details 
at once.” 

We walked out of the Teniple into 
Fleet Street. “Surely,” I asked him, 
“ you are not going to sink so low as to 
buy an evening paper. Is that playing 
the game ? ” 

“ Buy a paper? Certainly not. What ! 
are you thinking of? We must eluci- 
date this dark affair from what tiio 
posters tell us for nothing. Hist ! ” ho 
whispered, pointing to the first of them. 
“ Do you see it ? 

STAUE ROMANCE. 

That means that there has been a 
romance on the stage.” 

“ George,” 1 said, “ you arc positively 
wonderful.” 

“ This is not a mere play, hut some- 
thing real, appallingly genuine. At 
first I suspected another J*eei* and 
another Chorus Girl. But 1 dismiss 
that, for the poster woidd have put 
more emphasis on the bridegroom and 
less on the bride. It cannot he a 
Peeress in lior own right and a Chorus 
Man, or they woultl have been more 
explicit. Let us proceed.” 

We turned our steps westward, and 
at the corner of Welling^ton Street wo 
got our second clue. 

ROMANCE OP POPULAR ACTRESS. 

“That clears the field a little,” said 
George. “ We are left with four 
possibilities — a marriage, a divorce, 
theft of jewels or a sprained ankle. 
Komanoe, with the press, is an elastic 
term. Wo must get her name.” 

“ But will they tell us, unless wo buy 
a pwer ? ” 

“They must. They carftiot help them- 
selves. These posters simply cannot 
keep a secret. They try every evening, 
but invariably fail. The temptation 
for each to go one better than the last 
is iiTesistihie. After all, a poster is 
only human.” 

At tjio comer of St. Martin’s Lane 
we found, as we expected, more expan- 
siveness. 

POPULAR ACTRESS S ENOAGEMENT. 

CIVIL WAR IN PORTUGAL. 


I ‘ ‘ Ignore the latter part,’ ’ said George, 
r“it is only a blind. We may now, I 
think, eliminate all the popular actresses 
who are securely married. There re- 
main the Misses Dare, but they would 
not hav&.appeared anonymously even 
on a poster. There also remains . . . 

MARIE LttHR ENGAGED. 

. . . Marie Lohr! Ah, I suspected 
as much.” 

We had to walk to the further end of 
Piccadilly Circus for more enlighten- 
ment, and even that left us with much 
to learn. 

MARIE LOHR ENGAGED 
TO A 

rOPUlAR ACTOR. 

There the matter seemed to end. 
Search as we would, we could not 
induce that secretive fiance to emerge 
into the light of publicity. Up and 
down Piccadilly we walked, but we 
could not find him out. “ Obviously,” 
remarked George, “ a very retiring 
fellow. Tell me the pames of some 
popular actors who are retiring.” 

I thought hard. “ No,” said I, “ I 
cannot do it. I can only think of popu- 
lar actors 1 should like to see retiring.” 

Depressed by the vain chase, we got 
on to a bus going Kensington waj'tls. 
Though we kept our eyes wide open, 
we could not get forward with it. 
Rather we went backwards, back to 
Marie liOim cngago<l, hack to tho mere 
unnamod engagement, hack even to the 
stage romance. Tn despair wo alighted 
at South Kensington Station and turned 
into a side street, and there, where we 
least expwjted it, wc got our climax. 

ROHEKT LORAINE ENGAGED 
TO A 

POPULAR ACTRESS. 

George was all for going on with it. 
“Turn back now, when we are just 
getting to the details? My dear 
.James, with perseverance we may yet 
find out liow he worded tho question ; 
whetiior she remarked on thesuddermoss 
of it; how much tho ring cost.” 

But 1 insisted on withdrawing frojii 
the affair. “If we go on with our 
search, they will have to go on witli 
another climax. We cannot expect 
them to get married this evening, and 
we may force them into a disaster.” 

Geoi go turned round. “ You aie 
right,” he said reluctantly. “ Perhaps 
I ask too much. We are too fond of 
Miss Lt)HK and Mr. Loraine to run any 
risks with their happiness. It would 
be a pity indeed if wo "were the inno- 
cent cause of their breaking it off.” 

So to be on the safe side we went 
home by the Underground, sedulously 
aV&iding all placard^ matter, save the 
more familiar advertisementSi 


NOVELISTS AS REPORTERS. | 

A CONTEMPORARY has lately been i 
lamenting that the outlook for the 
fiction- market is one of increasing', 
gloom. It is even suggested that i 
many of our leading novelists might ,’ 
with more advantage employ their 
pens in practical journalism. | 

We venture to submit below a few i 
sample extracts from tho sort of thing j ' 
that might he expected should tliis ; 
bright suggestion take effect : [ 

I. The Event. i 

During yesterday’s severe storm, an | 
elderly gentleman named Jones was , 
knocked down by a motor-bus in J jud- 
gato Circus, but fortunately escaped > 
without serious injuiy. I 

• ! 

II. Its Treatment. ! 

(u) % Mr. H. G. Wells. \ 

“ One of the most difficult and cm- 
hairassing features about this matter 
of .Tones is that one possesses no, pro- ’ 
vious knowledge upon wnich to base a ' 
definite and communicable idea of the 
man ... lie just comes at one, as it i 
were, out of the murk of that afternoon, 
already a completed entity ; .Tones ... f; 

You picture liim, a little, rotund ' 
tigure, pathetically bewildered, hesi- 
tating in a blind, meaningless wav . 
upon the edge of tlie curl). ... All ' 
round liini, vague, storni-lashod sliapes | 

. . . distorted, iinliuinan things; police- 
men, umbrellas, Fabians (ugh!) and the [; 
like. And everywhere, noise ... j' 
“I niiglit do it,” lie said to himself, I 
“ with luck . . .” I’ 

“Now,” lie said, “ Jioiy . . .” and ! 
decided to chance it. ; 

AikI then, you know, there was tho i 
motor-bus. Quite suddenly it came, ; 
a confused impression of more noise, ; 
grown all at once ever so much more 
insistent, overwhelming . . . Hi, woosh! 

“ Mind ! ” cried Mr. .Tones, “ mind ! ” 
He became tima/edly conscious of 
himself, stablo in the midst of a 
tumultuously whirling universe, tlie 
centre of all kinds of bewildering 
phenomena. Also that his nose, in 
some unaccountable way, was bleeding. 

“ Damn !” he said . . . 

if)) Bj! Mr. William de Monjan. 
Never tell us it was the driver’s fault. 
Wo know better. So also, for the 
matter of that, does Lizeran herself, for 
all she was running away, and, anyhow, 
never no nearer the drattid thing than 
the side of the pivement over agin the 
Lud’s 13d public. No, nor it wasnt i 
the Old Gentleman’s fault neitlier. ^ It , 
was, first and last, the storm’s fault 
entirely. So, at least, Mr. Ammond 
i said ; and bless us 1 we suppose it will 
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be ^encoded that he ought to know 
Mr. Ammond (tliis is what Lizeran 
always called him — not for many years 
to come will she suspect the absence of 
tliat tnissing aspirate) was the guard of 
the bus in question, and as kind and 
voracious a man as ever drew breath. 

He drew it with some diflioulty that 
afternoon, by reason of tlie same storm 
as aforesaid. Storm indeed, we should 
rather tliiiik so : a regular oner, and no 
mistake about it. They told each other, 
down ill tlie City, that there hadn’t been 
such wind and rain between the days 
of J^lbonezer Scrooge and those of 
Joseph Vance — and we leave you to 
calculate what an inteival that was! 
There was no possibility of escaping it. 
It tore round comers, did tliat wind, at 
Badness knows how many miles an 
hour; whistling through keyholes, and 
plucking slates off house roofs, as if on 
purpose to make an opening for its ally 
the rain. Bemuddling old gentlemen 
was child’s play to it. As Lizeran’s 
own daddy remarktjd, when he looked 
out tlirough Iflio littlo window of the 
jug-and‘hotth) ent rance ” 

|El)ITOU. Vs (fus Ukehi to h) orrij 
tou(j ? Author. Well, J could 
make it fill tiuce columes. Edi- 
tor. Ah f] 

(r) Jiff ilfr. Arnold Bennett. 

j. 

Ahoiit a quarter to live o’clock, on a 
warm Saturday aft:rnoon intlielatosum- 
mer of 18(5*0 (a year notable for its line 
Saturdays), a small boy named David 
Jones was standing in the hay window 
of a large red-brick house in the High 
Street of Bin-slcy, He wore a jacket, 
vest, and “ knickers ” of gray tweed, the 



AT WONDERLAND. 

Fneii'l of Ihc hoy wJio gave the ’^nuu'h (inmiiiy to yoiiny omn /a vollac toho hit» rrUii 
aloud). * 7jkm)w the belt, diu'k? Whkhk do ^ou kink 'h belt ouuHr iKii Be? 

Raiind ’is Kciiftin?" 


lining and buttons of which bore the 
name of Brown and Son, the largest 
retail haberdashers in the Five Towns, 
whose shop stood at the upper end of 
Higlt Street, on tho site at present 
occupied by tho Mechanics’ Institute. 
Jt was close upon half-a-centiiry since 
Brown, Sen., the head of the firm, had 
established — | Editor. 7/rts he anijthing 
to do with the Htorij ^ Author. Only 
indirectly ; it 's all atmosphere. Editor. 
Cut it.] The boy’s apparent costume 
was completed by a pair of black 
knitted stockings, and tlie same num- 
ber of boots, rather small for their age. 
Kei>lly, of course, he had otlier “things” 
on, bub I have no time to describe them. 

He was thinking, very slowly and 
comprehensively, about a large number 
of subjects. * He did it slowly, because 
all action, whether mental or physical, 
yvjas, notoriously deliberate in tlie Five 
Towns at this period. Even a school- 
boy hod been known to occupy twenty 
pages of description in the simple pro- 
cess of coming home to dinner. 


He thought about Bursley, its history, 
and the economic welfare of its in- 
habitants for generations. Suddenly 
die sight of his father coming along the 
street caused him to smile happily. 
He had discovered the subject for a 
Vesli digression. 

If. 

Almost the first thing that John 
Jone.s, David's father, could recollect, 
was one winter morning when his aged 
grandmother 

[Editor. Who's she ? Author. She 
would be the great-grandmother 
of David. Editor. Oh, 1 say I 

However, to return to the small boy 
who was looking out of the window, 
After about two hours, David began to 
be aware of subdued clattering sounds 
coming from the direction of the 
kitchen. He knew that these indicated 
tea, and even very possibly gooseberry 


jam. David’s mother always maiJo her 
own gooselierry jam ; had done so, in- 
deed. ever sini^ one memorable July 
when 

[7h he continued a.> a serial, htwh 
out for the, motoi-hus towards the 
end of Decembci . ) 


In camera. * 

“DnriuK luauy of tho lumtH Mr. Ktuut«u 
(the fiiauiw )ih(jti)gi‘dphei ) wan ho wi'Sk ♦Viwi 
tlie fever tlmt he had le caui«*d tU*' «JM)t 
where the lion lay^nliiH uamp Iwd,” 

iiaiiy Ntm. 

It seems that oven the privacy of a 
beast’s bedroom is not sacred to Iheso 
rash intruders. 

Oat with the ^45. 

“Un gland matoti d« qrh kot a’^mAnifto 
aotuoHonieiit eutio lo Olttb do Itowfl HiH ^otdui 
do la villo. Pas iiiohis d« 46 fom urs dolVdttt y 
preiidro part. La musique niilitaiio fl Ihra 
ottteiidro .^’ — The Plautm end 
(Maunt-ius). 
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“In it OKNtTlNK OllIPPKKilAIJl “ ‘‘ AiinoUTTRI.Y, SiU " “ BuT TUIH LOOKS LIKB A ('RACK UIUHT ACROSS ” 

'DONK by OlUfl'BNBALE IIIMKKLF, SiR, IK A FIT OF RAOK WIIKN HR IlGAKO THE UkION HAD CALLED THE MEN OUl'/' 


MUTED. 

[“One of the finest efleots uecimnilislifd by the Giamoi»hone lias bee 
the oblltei'Rtiou of the iniciior niiiateiir singer."] 

Onoe in the dear dead days for over gono, 

When after-dinner songsters wore in booi^. 

First of our local bachelors I si tone 
The vocal star of many a drawing-room. 

My life was fair, my lot was woll-contented ; 
luaised to a mellow status all my own, 

I was admired, till somebody invented 
That ruinous imfcliino, tiio Gramophone. 

Yes, in those flush and pro.speiing times of yoio 
Oft'ner than not I had my victuals free. 

Dined rarely at my own expense — what '.s moro. 

Could frequently economise in tea. 

The empty stomach loved of men of leading 
1 waived Without a murmur ; for my part, 

* I sang my finest after hearty feeding,* 

But mine was nature, theirs was only art. 

Yet think nob tUat^I soxiipled to enlist 
Art to my ne^s ; I had, when I Ixegan, 

Twelye lessons from our local organist 

(And twelve should be enough for any man) ; 

’Twas he indeed that gave me skill to render 
Shop-ballads with apparent grace and ease ; 

Sad songs, with a refrain to make them tender, 

And published, as a rule, in several keys. 

\li, blessed songs ! I sang them by the sheet ; 

. Sang them in fullest measure, as implored 

By matfy a dame whose feast was inoom^ete 
Save for this voice which all her l^ienos adored. 


Bright was tlie present, and the future sunny ; 

Indeed, had things continued as they wore, 

It was supposed that I should marry money, 

So popular w as I among the fair. 

But now, alas, liow^ dark is my eclipse ; 

My ample jaws are sealed, and in'their place 
Yawns a colossal trumpet, from whose lips 
Stentorian tenor vies with bull-voiced bass. 

Bleating like goats or bellowing like thunder, 

Now that in every home the echoes ring 
With discy records of the great, what wonder 
That amateurs are not allowed to sing ? 

And thus my social vogue Jias gone. To-day 
• Barely the hostess bids me to the feast , 

The local maidens pass mo on the way 
As tho’ they'd never loved me in the least; 

And — heaviest pang of all — when, after dinner, 

I take my lonely stroll, or sit alone, 

Borne on the breeze I hear, as I 'm a sinner, 

My own shop-ballads — on a Gramophone. 

Dum-Dum. 

Bersxatence. . ^ 

“Tlio harrest fa^tival at thu Wesleyan Church took place on 
gunday, when tho Eev. H, W. Edu^ards preached throughout the day." 

tSufTty AAvertmr. 

The bull-dog tenacity of these Wesleyans ! 

Xconomios in the Poultry-yord. 

“Whenever egge are cheap the fowls yield a fair sninily:, and wh 
they become dear 
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THE WOLE INVITES THE LAMB TO DEKHAY THE LOST OE HAVAlHNH THE 1 OLD 

P^mhirj CupiUtlist (/t> ^1//*. JUimsat/ MnrdonaUl, M.P.). “Well, of ai.k tiik tonf— — J rA)OK hkke, yovn<j fibi.i.ow, ji’ \ov iMAtnsK 

VOU 'llE GOING TO OKT sUl’J'ORT FROM VSj 1 'o ADVISE VOU TO J>0 AWAY WITH SOME OF TllOSK HUMOROUS I.ri’lI.E WOAllDM OF YOURR!’* 

[Mr..RAM.sAY Macdon\li>, M P., in a letter to The Daily Teirymph, iimkes a eool apneul to tho puMio, '‘i]nitoa|mt IVom poUU r 1 
feeling or convicUou,” Uj subserilie fniuls in order “(1) to iiiaiutaiu the orgaiiisatiou of the t^ibour Parly in eunNlitueneitH ; Vi) toa enable 
ia,MdidateH to conduct tlieir elections ; (R) to eiirry on the production and oistiibulion of literature, bills, and other things incidental to tjfie 
dflcicnt working of a political party.”] 

mtrw A/rTic!-niTTiiT i 7 ttxt nTirv generally livened up for the relieved by a Bajiylonian band-»ttuuJ, 

THE MUSEUM EUN-ClTy. Coronation year under the capable wliere cla»8ical*i^ntleringH of inuRUi of 
Last week’s correspondence in Tfw management of Mr. Imiib Kihalpy as the time of Danikl will bo givifin on 
Evening Standard with regard to the Commissioner-General, assisted (under tho cornet, flute, harp, sa<*.Kbnt,pWi^ltery 
*' listless demeanour of a great number protest) by the Director and Principal i and dulcimer; amf by an A^nyrian 
of those who visit and wander aim- Librarian, Dr. Kbnyon, and by tlie | Wiggle-woggle, modelleil on tho 
lessly abou^ our museums " is about to Keepers of Printed Books, Oriental Hanging Gardens of Babylon, 
hear fruit shortly, and there should lie Manuscripts, Egyptian Antiquities, and On entering, tlie visitor will at once 
no further complaints about the ** atino- Mediieval ^Ethnography, and the Heads have a choice of entertainmont^tiom-* 
sphere of mystoiy ” and lack of enter- of the other departments, , binod with instruction, flu can ^akc 

tainment ” in these institutions. To The existing plainness ondi severity his way direct on ilie BolUug Plaw>vm 
begin with, the British Museum, we of the fore-court, at present given over to the Bpiral Tolioggan «fric{rclin| tho i 
mubrstand, is going to be White-City- to the gambols of pigeons, are to be Beadlhg Boom, whore the ilrivor tho j 
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car will point out, as ho whirls breath- 
lessly past, the intellectual treasiires 
indicated *by the titles of , the volumes 
on the shelves, and enlist his sympathy 
w'ith the busy hive of workers below, 
interspereing his remarks with per- 


am also the possessor of a Gladstone 
bag.” 

“It is said,” remarked the repre- 
sentative of The Inquisitor, “that on 
the occasion of your wife's marriage 


THE PENALTIES OE PRO 
PINQUITY. 

(Suggested by a recent outrage.) 

— /-• Living in retirement at Ponder’s I she was the recipient of a set of 

sondlia on the more curious hibiineH, End after thirtv years’ work as Medical } fish-knives from the present Prime 
Another delight will iKi to proceed on Oliicer of Health, Mr. Richard Barbe- ] Minister. " 
the left to tiie Imperial Cock-shy, where cue, whose first wife was the Prime “1 am sorry to say,” replied Mr. 
an hilarious half-nour can he profitably Minister's seventh cousin twice re- Barbecue, “ that there is no foundation 
spent among the busts of the Roman moved, has been somewhat surprised for the story. It is true tliat she was 
Emperors, now transformed into Aunt to find himself the subject of a number presented with a set of fish-knives, but 




timperors, 

Bailies of the period and aimed at of newspaper paragraphs. 

(though, it is true, by a par- 
donable anachronism) with 
the discus, as used in the 
Athenian ])entathlon. This 
done, a fund of arnusement 
will be provided by the 
Witching Waves in the 
Egyptian Gallery, where w’e 
can travelin Twelfth-Dynasty 
Nile-boafcs and Amen-hotop 
iTnunmy-cases over undu- 
lating sheets of iron to the 
Khufu Caf6 and the Pef- 
dudu-bast-mos-bast Restaur- 
ant on the right and left 
respectively. Sarcophagi for 
two will permit engaged 
couples to consume their 
refreshment in comparative 
privacy. 

Further on, we shall come 
to the Tiglath-pileser Bio- 
graph and the Assurbani-pal 
HaU of Laughter, wliere 
huxhorous episodes of 700- 
600 B.c. will bo adequately 
treated by competent demon- 
strators; nor will the more 
liuman side of Sennacherib, 
or Esarhaddon chez lui, bo 
negloctod. 

A Moving Staircase will 
convey visitors to the upper 
regions, wdiero a Scenic 
Cyclone will switchback them 
around the thousand-and-one 
treasures stored tlierein. One PRETTY REVIVAL OF AN ANCIENT CUSTOM 



great improvement is pro 
posed — there will be no extra 
charges for side-shows such tlie 
Poit'land Vase or the Death-dealing 
Mummy, and, if our information is 
correct, we foresee that the revivified 
British Busheum ^yill be the great 
London attraction in tHb near future. 

ZlGKAO. 


The Obeisance. 


they wore the gift, not of the Premier, 
but of her godfather, the late 
Rev. Marcus Jimson.” 

“ But surely,” queried the 
indefatigable journalist, “it 
is true that you were up at 
Balliol with Mr. Asquith." 

“Well,” replied Mr. Bar- 
becue, with some heat, “if 
you must have the truth, 
here it is. 1 went up to 
matriculate at Balliol when 
Mr. Asquith was there, but 
failed, and subsequently went 
to Durham.” * 

“Perhaps Mrs. Barbecue 
might favour me with some 
recollections of her distin- 
guished relative.” 

. “ She might have,” was the 
rejoinder, “ if she were alive, 
hut as she died fifteen years 
ago, and as the present Mrs. 
Barbecue is my third wife 
and is not interested in 
politics, I am afraid that 1 
cannot assist you in this 
matter.” 

“ What do you think Mrs. 
Barbecue — ^I mean your first 
wife — would have thought of 
the Conference ? ” 

At this point Mr. Barbecue 
assumed so menacing an 
aspect that the representative 
of The Inquisitor hastily 
withdrew through an open 
window into a cucumber 
frame, subsequently climbing 
- over a garden- wall and roach- 


‘ I can’t for the life of me understand ing Fleet Street in a dishevelled but 
it,” was the remark of Mr. Barbejcue to otherwise undefeated condition, 
a Daily Jnquisitor representative, who 
had been recently foiled by the reti- 
cence of the I’rime Minister’s brother, From Wilson’s Catalogue of Thoo- 
but the journalist discreetly refrained logical Books : 

from the obvious suggestion that his “ Punfh, or tlie London Cliarivari, 22 vols.” 

I "' I ' wife’s close relationship with the Pre- 

Speaking at the Chew Magna Agri- mier might explain this phenomenon. mi w i x xi 

cultural Show Sir Edward Stbachky “I haven’t any anecdotes about the The latest addition to the prom'amme 

“ hoped the price of cheese and butter Prim© Minister,” Mr. Barbecue went 1*1'® concert of Europe J “ Braga s 
would be maintained, if not increased.” on. “ As a matter of fact I have never Serenata." 

‘All v^ry well for the agrioulturists of seen him ; but I once travelled in the 

Chew* Magna ; but what of the poor same train with Mr. Lloyd Grobgs, I Found, Meny Widow H»t, ’tween Hiddle- 

consumers whose food may oost them have a postcard written by Mr. Glad- ton k Koohdale, Oot. 8 .” — Manchester Meewing 

move ? Tlihy will have to chew IfTONe to a local bookseller from whom Ohronide. ; 

parva. ; 1 bought it for half-a-orown, and 1 She must have been very merry. 
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TmK AISkVK AKE .SI'KIMEN*. r>IM\ hat MAY Al-PEVU IN TIIK VAC.Ks OF OITU PUOTOORAI'IIIO PrKBH IF llfW CAMKIIA AlltlST tON'IlNOKMlO 
HE rinVAUIKO HY L\(11IS10N FHOM I'LACEK (such ah IIIK r ADI ionic). Hr ih a danokkous knemv. 


SPECTACULAR GOLF. 

{Snijfjc}>i(‘(l by a uccnt contest) 

tilui first liolo Miss Beiicli’s tee 
sliol hit a peraniliuUitor conlu.inin'; 
iivvirm, but unfortunately no casualty 
ocAMUTotl, though tlio occupants of the 
perainliulator were vocal in expressing 
t licit- indignation. Mr. Bilton, how- 
ever. had bettor luck with liis second — 
a full iron shot against the wind which 
struck on the right temple an aviator 
who w^as hovering above the green 
and brought him to eaiiili like a stone. 
To the general clisa])pointment of the 
crowd the airman onl^' broke several 
ribs and after a few minutes was -able 
to walk to the club-house without 
assistance. 4 Starting one down at the 
second Miss Beach deliberately hooked j 
her drive into the crowd and a loudj 
yell from an elderly gentleman in a 
check suit proclaimed the welcome! 
news that her shot had taken effect J 


^rho victim, who seemed to be in groat 
agony, was removed on a stretcher by 
tlie Bullioudalc Golf Club Amhulanco 
Corps to the Cottage Hospital, but 
rallied in tbe course of a few hours and 
was able to proceed to his liomo in a 
bath -chair. 

Meantime Mr. Bilton had not been 
idle. His tee shot was a blank, but 
with his second, a long lukirig brassie- 
sbot, he felled a sheep which had inad- 
vertently strayed on to the course. 
The hole was accordingly halved amid 
great enthusiasm. No casualties oc- 
curred at either the third or the fourtli 
hole and tiie crowd were beginning to 
get sornow'hat impatient wnon Miss 
Beach, with a masterly half-topped 
drive fr.im the fifth tee, hit and killed 
on the spot a Pekinese spaniel >vhich 
had got inside the ropes. The s^^ta- 
tors were almost delirious with excite- 
ment at this magnificent shot and 
several minutes elapsed before the game 
could be resumed. Mr. Bilton was 


evidently rather uimsrvod by ttiis de- 
monstmtion ami, determining at all 
tiamrds to hit Homething, sftet'd his 
ball into Ids (jtuldio. A.s by tbo mnv 
rules such casuiiUics do not count, 
Mr. Bilton lost 1 be bole. He rea»sevt<''d 
biinself splendidly at tlie next bole. 
Both the drives wore blank, and Mr. 
Bilton’s second landi'd him in the deep 
bunker guarding tbo gn^en. ^Paking 
his bull -dog nibhek he made a spletnlid 
recovery, laying tlie ball dead ort tho 
nose of an intrusivi’ spectator who was 
craning eagerly over the ropes. 

/vafer.— -Resiiltf : Miss Beach won by 
4 kills, 5 seriously wounded, 0 iHgbtly 
injured^ to Mr. Biltou's U kills, lA seri- 
ously wounded, H sUghUy wounw. 


*'1’INK. -OcteUr lUk. at t4, 

Ford, to Mr. and Pink, a nod (a|« AUiy» 

Aiidi-ovTH). ” - AVf'+, * 

They must try to do both » tluiu at 
the christening. « * 
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IVIAIL-3AQS. 

No. V.—Thb MP.’s. 

To Samitcl Soantfs, Knq,, MA\, 

The House oj Commons. 

l)i3Aii Mxt. 80AME8, — On Tbinwlay 
evening next tJio nioiion to give facili- 
tioB for the Women’s Francliise Bill 
will Im) Ixjfore the JIouso. The JMll 
must pass. We intend it to pass. We 
liavc said so, and we are taking steps 
to ensure it. ^ To speak quite frankly, 
we intend to make life unendurable for 
those who are pusillanimous enough to 
vote against the Bill. 

I am taking you into my confidence, 
dear Mr. Soames, because I am quite 
sure you are going to use your vote 
i and your very great influence on our 
side. No sensible man could do other- 
wise after studying the literature 1 
enclose, which’ sets out a few of our 
main arguments. Please sign and 
return to me your promise to vote for 
the Bill, Youi-s for the Cause, 

C. P./K.L, Cynthia Pebkins 

17 Bnclos. (Organising Secretary). 

(Amwer : Mr. Soames has always 
had the^best interests of women deeply 
at heart, and hopes to be in his place 
on Thursday evening to record his vote 
on the right side.) 

.T'l' 

Dear Mr. Soamks, — Of course that 
ridiculous Women’s JhVancliiso Bill 
must be killed, and wo are relying on 
you to jiolp in the good work. No 
really nice woman wants the vote, and 
no man who looks into tho future witli 
tlie eye of a statesman Nvoiild ever 
jeopardise the safety of the Jimpiro by 
granting it. 

To vote for the Bill wmdd mean ruin 
to any man’s political future, and we 
are quite sure that jyou are clear-sighted 
enough to see this. However, J am 
enclosing a few pamphlets to help you 
in your decision. Will you please sign 
tho promise to vote against the Bill ? 

Yours very truly, I 

Mabqaret Caryll-Stuart ! 
M. C./E.K. (Organising Seci'etary). 

23 Enclos. 

{A tmver : Mr. Soames has always 
had'the best interests of women deeply 
at heart, and hopes to be in his place 
on Thursday evening to record his vote 
on the right side.) ‘ «. 

Dear Sir, — In case you have not 
yet read my liook, “ The Scarlet Peril,” 
1 am enefosing a signed copy, with 
compliments. You, 1 am certain, will 
at once grasp its tremendous import to 
the nation. As one of your consti- 
'liuent^ — I think I may say without 
boasting, one of your most influential 
constituents — I should be greatly 


obliged if you would table the following 
question in the House : — 

“ To ask the S^retary of State for 
War if he has read ‘The Scarlet Peril,’ 
hy Captain Boflington Bulger, obtain- 
ai)le from all booksellers at is. M. 
not, or direct from the author, ‘The 
Banyans,’ Diddlehampton, for bs. Od. 
post free; and, if so, what stojis lie 
proposes to take in view of the very 
grave state of affaii's divulged in the 
said l)ook.” 

I hope, Sir, that you will not allow 
this question to be luirked or slielved, 
hut will press it before tlic House with 
the utmost vigour. 

Yours faithfully, 

BoFFI NOTON BuLOER 
(Laio Cajitain the Diddlesex 
, Volunteers). 

{AnsiL'er: Mr. Soames has already 
I seen “The Scarlet Peril” on the book- 
stalls, and would congratulate the 
author on having brought the question 
so vividly to the notice of the nation. 
Mr. Soames has always had the matter 
deeply at heart, and wonkl gladly urge 
it forward did not tlie interests of Party 
discipline forbid. As a military man, 
Captain Bulger will lie the first to 
appreciate the force of this objection.) 

Dear Sir, — No doubt you alroo'^" 
know tho merits of our Five Star B| 
dersleigh Nettle-Beer, but 1 am talc ,, 
tho liliorty of sending to your private 
address a case of same for you to sample 
at your leisure. 

1 am writing this to a.sk you if you 
will please urge ilio Catering Committee 
of the House of Commons to stock and 
push this brand. Believe me, ours is 
The Best. As our motto states, it is 
“ The King of Nettle-Beers and tlio 
Nettle-Beer of Kings.” 

Yours faithfully, ' 

PIbenezer Wilks. 

{Answer : Mi'. Soames lias always 
had deeply at heart the fostering of 
local industries. He proposes to for- 
ward tho sample case so kindly sup- 
plied hy Mr. Wilks to the Catering 
Committee of the House of Commons, 
where he hopes it will meet with tho 
treatment it so richly deserves.) 

Dear Sm, — Of course you know that 
1 induced my uncle to vote for you at 
the last pjlection, because I felt you 
had such a Ixoautiful outlook on the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Rabbits Bill. 
So now I am going to ask you a small 
favour in return. 

My dear boy, Gussio, has really 
splendid abilities, but somehow he has 
never seemed to find the proper scope 
for them. You probably Imow that 
he had to give up the Civil Service and 
the Bar because of his dislike of the 


ridiculous questions they set in the 
examinations, and he never seqmed 
happy in schoolmastering, fruit-farm- 
ing m California, estate - managing, 
journalism, tea - broking, pursing or 
debt-collecting. The very post for him 
would be by the side of some strong, 
noble character, and that is why I 
want you to take my dear boy as your 
assistant private secretary and really 
look after him and bring out the best 
that is in him. 

I Imve his boxes all packed and can 
send him to you at a moment’s notice. 

Yours very truly, 

Madeline Linden. 

{Answer: — Mr. Soames. Tell her I’m 
afraid my private secretary is terribly 
cantankerous and difficult to get on 
with. 

Mr. Soames' Secretary. Oh, Sir! 

Mr. Soames. Well, then, tell her 1 
hate something or other deeply at 
licart.) 

THE NOSEGAY. 

{After Waller.) 

f Auionfj the articles on slioiS at the London 
Medical K.vhibition has been a new remedy for . 
a cold in the head. It is derived from red 
loses, avhieh, it is suhl, sjicll destiaietion to 
countless millions of bacilli.] 

Go, lovely Rose ! 

And socik with antiseptic aid 
My lady’s nose, 

Which all in scarlet is arrayed. 

Putting thy blushes in the shade. 

Within her breast 
A myriad foes do bivouac 
And with a zest 
Pursue their impudent attack ; 

Thy part it is to drive them back. 

l^'or at thy breath 
The bellicose bacillus squirms, 

And, faced by death, 

That countless company of germs 
Yields unto thee on any terms. 

Decking her brow, 

Thou mightst have found a snug retreat ; 

But oh, I vow, / . 

As Anti-Cold (in box complete) 

Thou ’It smell a hundred times more 
sweet ! 

'r’a 

So many patented names present the 
greatest difficulty to the intelligence of 
the public that we are glad to bo able 
to announce, on the advertised author- 
ity of the patentees, that “ Thermos is 
the word the ancient Greeks used when 
they wished to say HOT.” 

“ SpOuts.— W anted, name of boraet maker, 
nodded and proteoted with chamois, and abort 
bones for hunting .” — AdveHiicmeni M ** T/ui 
Qmen." 

These short-boned makers of 
are a terror to foxes. 





Visitor ijiis first eipcricnrc <// Dublin). “ WiiAT A diibadkul rtMKUi !’* 

nnin \ “FAiTtr, S<»Rn, i«rr the miell av the Likfey’h wan av av Dubiin.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Piinchf Staff of Learned Clerka.) 

It is idle to say tluit magic is no more, for a magician is 
still among us anil liis name is Mr. Budyard Kiplinq 
J‘' oi‘ that is the inijiression left upon one after reading 
Jiewardu and Paines (Macmillan) : that its author is a 
wizard. Certainly no such imaginative and vivid recon- 
struction of old England lias ever been accomplished as 
you tind hero and in tho first volume of the work — Puck of 
PooPs lIilL I don't say tho new volume is perfect. Xt 
has nothing as remarkable and thrilling as “Dymchurch 
Klif in its predecessor; there arc faults of vagueness, chiefly 
tho result of a leaping mind ; the now verse is rarely 
inspired and is often slovenly. But when one conBidej*s 
the quality of Mr. Kii'HNa’s invention, the piety of his 
patriotism, the fresJmess and vigour of his stylo, and his 
astounding understanding of men and movements, why 
one forgets all about these littlo trifling defects and again 
murmurs, “ Wizard.’* Hazlitt said of Kean's acting that 
it was like reading Bhakspeare by lightning. One might 
adapt this to Mr. Kipling, and say that these two whim- 
sical illuminating books are like reading English History 
by the light of the Will-o’-the-wisp. 

P tester fohn (Npxson) was a sort of Ethiopian Napoleon 
of the fifteenth century who left behind him a kingdom, a 
tradition, and a collar of rubies, which were all equally flue 
and large. In these degenerate days his mantle and his 
rubies fell upon the swaithy shoulders and encircled the 


ebon neck of the Bev. John Laputa, in this country ^ 
Christian minister and tho darling of Exeter Hall, in bi» 
own a splendid sp^imen of the noble savage and tlie head 
of a great Kaffir rising whicli must have sw'ept the English 
out of South Africa into tho sea if Duvui Ct awful a 
young Scots storekeeper at Blaauwildelieestefontehi, had 
not nipped tho conspiracy in tho hud. Davie was wise 
and brave beyond his yeaie, and the story of his Imir 
breadth e.scapes and adventures is as ibrillitig as anything 
I have road since the golden hoqr in my undorgimluate 
days when tho opening chapters of Treasure Island fli-st 
onthrallod me. Our wee Dane and tho Ixiy-hero of 
Treasure Island are like each other in many ways^ They 
lioth draw maps of the scene of their advontums, both 
overhear important conversations, both do many biuvo 
things and at least one foolisli one — which turns out for 
the best — and the femak) element is religiously oKcludod 
from both their books. But I cannot carp at this rei^uii- 
blance (not to speak of the dash of Kiiw; Solomon' s JUmes 
which 1 find in Presier John), because in spite of it Mr. 
JTohn Buchan is himself all the tirpe* and no copyist, and 
has shown me that I am still )joy enough to revel in trea- 
sure-hunting and the splendid deeds of youth quite as mueh 
as in reading reports of league football matches ^ the 
ineffectual struggles of my middle-aged h'imulH against 
Colonel Bogey. And 1 believe that tite colonel atm his 
victims would all agree with me and lieoomo boys again if 
they would only take my advice and read Pretier Joh% 9 

... r .iti, 

After the absence of sanitation almost the greatest dis* 
advantage of Hving seventy years ago must h|i>ve lieen that 
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well told has all the makings of a popular success — the 
point is one that might with advantage be elucidated. 
Meanwhile I content myself with saying that I read every 


nobody could writ^ jolly hooks about the manners and 
customs of the period ; for there is no doubt that our 
grandfathers and grandmothers had very little idea how 
eccentric they wore. This lieing so, when \yo boast of our ; word of it, 

advance in science and engineering, of our improved taste! ^ ^ 

in furniture, and the triui^iphs of the Daily Press, let us When T road a story of mysterious and sinister murder, 
isk ourselves if we are doing our duty (as drolls) to the of elaborate but inevitable deieetion, I insist upon knowing 



and with liacliel Pilkmrjton you ought certainly to hecome 
acquainted, for tlieir habits form veiy doleclabb reading. 


‘ Mrs. Beneb 


after some cogitation purchaseit the Fahian 


knew 

at once, tliough the others had their doubts, that his nephew 
Fahum was not responsible. To confirm that surmise. 


got murdered himself, and the double suspicion 
wedding present -a large china lady clad in a short hut then pointed to Fihvaid StfnvanL “ Don t you believe it, 
not indecent pink skirt, and listening atlentivoly to a shell, said , hut Detective Dinhon, being less shrewd, still needed 


The Doctor ami Maggie were both 
called into the clammy closeness of 
the parlour to inspect this offering. 
Maggie said ‘Lor!’ and declared 
herself that glad she was not going 
to liave the dusting of it. ‘ Very 
niqiie indeed, Jeamiie, 1 should say 
—very unique,’ was the doctor’s 
(diservation ; and seeing the word 
Miranda at the lady’s base, ho added 
that it had escaped him for the mo- 
ment who Miranda was. ‘That’.H 
for them to find out,’ said Mrs. 
Benel, as if she wore setting the 
bridal pair a conundrum.” The 
iiuthor has shown a rare vein of 
sympathy for those homely virtues 
whicli ouV ancestors did possess, and 
1 can only hope that if we do after 
all appear amusing to the writer of 
1980 we shall he treated as lenieiitl> 
,s this. 


‘if'IHlS 


.CHOOL Sf 

MUSIC 



conviction, and Ftdward's throat also 
was fatally slit. After that T gave 
up knowing or caving ; for any- 
one, including yourself, might have 
done it. IJoro was no npjiarQntly 
inexplicable problem to bo solved. 
Simply the name of a imn*dcrer was 
kept back till the last chapter. 
The ultimate incrimination of a 
casual baker, whom , I had hardly 
met, left me unmoved, and I arn 
tempted to account for the whole 
affair thus. A friend of Mrs. Mauv 
C iAi'NT, 1 am sure, bet her that she 
could not write a good detective 
stoi'N. She, justly aware of her 
lit-eiary ability, but forgetting that 
she was a w’oman, took the hot on. 
In the final event she has shown 
that she can write W'ith humour, 
insiglit, and even power, hut as for 
the detective story sfic has w'ritten, 
the* fri(*nd has easily w'on tlic bet. 


Mrs. OoM\NS Cahr, the author of 
Bi/ H’iii/6! That Theif Knew Not 
(C5HArMAN AND IIaul), luis managed 
to invest a somewhat outwoin and 
melodramatic theme with an un- 
usual amount of interest. Clei- 

ta nl} she gels no holjj imiiVoses coutest was inuuh all'wtud tliowgli no aoonor llu* rain ceasi*d, all 

n 9 .suimng himself to ho a clnldltss widow U, piopo. c t},^, I, an-iug the Oanal Spoiling nlio wore* muoh 

to the heroine, and, m the vei > luoment ot aeceptuiico, lumdicappod by a few of their men taking to the Football held and wen* 
meets an infant w'ho mentions a secretive inothor, and obliged to abandon the contest, and joined Mr. K. 0. (ihosh's }»uity 
has eyes that remind him of the I).ast--W'cll, most of and «i.cnt an enjoyable evening by watidiing the beaut ifid 

A ri • 1 I . the embankment. Lovelysongs were sung nith great gusto at intervals. 

Mrs. CoMVNS Carr K readers will know ''hat to t . | . . being settled that the conteHt .should start from the llaihvay 

Nor will tho> be disappointed, hven to tlio death ot r« . . . . .. 


Tilt. (I'lfii.iuiAi.i. S< nooi. OF Mcmc iia« oj-m-.ju.i 

£10 l-or.THK IlFoST 1 * 081^11 Al»VEr.TI.S|Nt; Tllh 8411001. 
Till. AUO\ K IS Mr.. I’l'M'U’.s I'UI/.K Kl l’OUl'. 


When the hero, 


All the Winners. 

The following account of ii “ Boat- 
ing Competition ” appeared in 7Vte 
lievfjcilee : ~ 

Owing to the dii/xhng rain \\hieli tell all d.iy, the progiamme of 


^ (loatli Ol to Wliib- IJridge or New Bridge, and tuW rcraa, Mukherjee's team 

the siiperfluons w ife in the last chapter, all the familiar ciosHcd fust with the giudanee of their skilful helmsman Mr. M. X. Bose, 
thriHs are provided : hut what is more surprising is that leadingby .^l yds. and was deelaredwimiem, Mr. Mitt er s team who 
11 1 '4.^ , . 4 K..;n . T i..l-» br, « ciiirnibiv keenly all along cleverly turned back and reaiihed the starting point tn-hl 

they do quite gonuincl} till ill , whic li V ir I ^ i Hj»reailing the hews that they W'cre the wiunerh. Then Mr. (i. N, Dutt's 

testimony to the W'ritors craft. I confess inyselt battlea, ^vithout giving the least notice of their start to Mukhcijee ’a team, 

liowever, to account* for the startling change by which hi. weiv then taking their refivshmeiit and prepaiing themselves for tin 
Mrs COMYNS Carr, having located her earlier scenes at fivslifight, erosaod and reached the star ling iwuit. Lastly, Mr. Mukherjec’s 
Uover suddenly begins to «peak tbe>n as happening at 

b oVkestone. ibis confused mo fligntfullj^ t^speciallj as However, judging the game from the alxive, the contest W'OS undo- 
the W'ife w'as at that moment escaping to France, and the ■ t^-ided as all the three teams claimed to be the winners. It is sad that no 
ambiguity appeared likely to extend itself to the other side, i decision could l>e arrived at mutually, and unless some ruUs are framed, 

you will appreciate the hiinioui* which I could expend upon Ur. Pimch, who is also greatly concerned, has pleasure 
this, and do not. Still, 1 think that should otlier ^itions be in offering his best ajiuatio sympathies to all the various 
called for — aa they almost certainly will be, since a tale sol winners 6f this historic contest. 
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Thw Iroperial Ethiopian feubhtti- 
C(Hiipany, which was before the public 
hist week, is evidently the subject of 
Koin(< inlsooiiception. A oorrespoiuloTit, 
for example, w'ants to know whether 
the Ooinpany was formed witli the 
of placing on the market a 
}‘(d)))er, stronger than India rubber, 
wliieli would enable the Kthioihan to 
cfiange liis skin. 

riesidont Taft lias a])i)io^o'l j)lans 

ioi raising the battleship 

Manic, and it will shortly ho 
])ossihlc to ascertain whether 
the sinking of the vessel, 
w'hicli was tlio cause of tlie 
war with Spain, was the 
work of the S])aniuvds. I f the 
(sonlrary should he proved, it 
is imrlerstood tlnii the war 
w'ill he carieoUed. 


“If a man is to he locked 
uj) for dr. nking too niucdi 
Ix'Oi , what,” %slvod a man at 
the Surrey Quarter Sessions, 
“is 7'lnglarid coming loV” 
Wliat, indeed. She will soon 
be a tight little island no 
Iong(‘r. . 

At the opening of the Ihisi- 
ne.ss Mxbibition at Olympia, 
Mr. OiiiNNU'K stated that it 
was (‘vident that the aims 
<»f this and previous exhilii- 
tions had not been in vain, 
similar undertakings having 
beem organised in (lerinan>. 
We had no idea the oliject 
o( this undertaking was to 
make oni* trade rivals buck 

lip. 


Sir Ijmvy, Id.l*., 

is said to have been siudoiisly 
alarmeil at the following 
luiad-lines wdiicb appeared in 
a conteuijKirary last week : — ^ 

rARIJAMEN'I’AllY IjKVIES 

QrK,S'rioN OP msj'osAL uaiseo. 


to remedy a state of affairs that is de* 
rogatory to the pride of the Fatherland, 

A word of praise for the tlioroxigh 
and painstaking manner in which 
these Statistics have been compiltHl. 
Some figures wliich we have often 
searched for elsewhere in vain may 
be found there. We I’efor to tlio 
following : — 

“ Number of children selling cough 
tablets in the streets : - 

Exempt from school . . I 

Not exempt . . . , 1 ” 



Me ‘ 


Am> r uMIx’ HoMK I KAN 
•Ell - fOMCK l>n 


Mr. 11 . B. Tuving, it is announced, ^ 
is to build a ne\v theatre in Charing j 
Cross Boad, and lie will call it the, 
d pi’opos of tlieir interview with tJie Irving Theatre. This disjiosos of the 
Home Seciietaby last week, it lias I rumour that he intended to name it 
Iwen suggested that costermongers, | the Tiowis Waller Theatre, 
whose rights are so often threatened, ' 


should have an organ of their own. 
But surely there is such a journal 
already in existence. What about Tfte 
Bitrratv News ? .. 


remarkable stories of men who suf^yiveri 
falls fiom great heQ^hts, (hir cOftUnii- 
poniry might have nteuMfHiod the ocKil' 
ness of a workman who. while dtimeend- 
Ing from some seafil'oldmgi (taw a main 
falling down from the eighth 
“'Em, BilT,” ho said as hiH IHend 
flashed past him, bln down 

before ino^ you might oixier m) lieer/’ 

("'pon the sails of H.M.H, 
being unfurled at Oliatltam lust week, 
the ships eat rolled out on deck. Hhe 
had boon enshrouded llujm for fifteen 
days, hut was still alive. It 
is evidently lud* Sf* oaMV to 
abolish the cat in Ihc Navy 
as Honu' persons imughus 
•; 

The (leeisioii that Hhak- 
Hi’EABE shall he a leiuliug 
feature of the IjoViI Mayor’s 
HI low this year is saiil to be 
causing considerable anxiety 
to the City Bolice, wlu) fear 
a demonstration b> the 
Haconians, headed l>v Hu 
EllW AHoDliKNCNO-l MKMOM. 

"riio engagement of Miss 
Paoi.ine Chase is once nuu'e 
announced. This time it is 
to Mr. CiiAHAMM White, 
Voter Pan was alwftlH a bit 
of a Bier, and he ought to do 
bettor than over this |<vm. 

»). 

“Mr (Ieorow CtnsoN €>f 
Hihlf» Hedingham,” wo reiid, 
“has visited the IhMlntrfwi 
Ock)l)©r Fair for fifty* five 
sueeessive years, aiul has 
Irought a horse on each orea- 
sion.” His oolloctlon u said 
to he unique. 

From an nrmoimcomi'nt of 
1 be ploasm eCaixleuH'riuMttre, 
Ikilkcwtonc ' - “ October :hd'*^ - 
hnoKiNO KOKTiioiini.n. IkdO' 
berfitb i mk Ai»i‘LE(»KKnW.” 

-They seem to have wasted 
no time in finding what the\ vvere 
looking for. 


The OheerAil Send-ofl', 

“ Theio in a ucw rmmu anKmq tlio micitt 
of Rosean to-day, Jd-i wfinu iwui - . 

oiwned a new umki tke atyk Tins 

Bcsjsau PirAiiMAcr. W'e ctvly ejthU 


A taxicab carrying Mr. Gerald do „ 

MAirRIEB, Mr. MabSH Allen, and Mr. unrkrtaki’ra a ftill weawlito ot i> 
liAW^RBNOR GROSSMrrH, lost Week 
dashed mto and smashed a lamp- 
standard at Golder's Green and then 
The “ London Statistics ” just issued felled a telegraph-post It is supposed 
by the L.C.C. having drawn attention that the occupants were practising the 
to the fact that the of Berlin art of bringing the house down. 

U much worse than that of IjOndon, the I No doubt as to the strength bf the 

Kaiser, it is said, will at once arrange ’ Th^ Lancet has been publishing some Uqtior tliero. 


IIIK M'OUTrtMAN’mi 

REUFOKII HU 1 EL, 

TaviHUK'kt ; < 

“ The 


VOL. CXXXtX. 









Jfoil {fo hii‘<tlJi/rss (lojia'oh/c^. * \i>l NKI-W»s''l 'l ItHV I- \^l SnU. Alt!. P I.KfU KMVK t'Mn'hU',', I'.CW '(M 


She, YouUl find thoni all .arldod np on a slioeb of paper. 

Ife. Good. !t’ort/y-oi^djt poiindH, six and Kovon ponco. 
{ ’ll write) a clioqiio for it at onco. 

She. Wlial ’k the iiso of tluil ? Tlie) 'll all want aoparate 
chequers. 

lie. So tlioy will --cvcniually. But I ’ll write ono cheque) 
for tlio whole amount, and I ’ll draw it to you, and you can 
s.'ud it in to your aescouut at Lloyds’, and then, wdion it 's 
(/uite convenient to you, you ’ll write the separate che^quos 


and send 'cm alonj^ to the tradesmen, and you 'll get all 
their grateful thanks, and they ’ll think no end of y< 
gemuino business-woman, and 


She {to herself). Was there ever such a cold-blooded 
villain? ( 7 h him) No, Charles, never again I’ve Ixjpu 
cauglit in that w^ay before, but we ’ll Imve fair — - W^hat ’s 
the word 1 ’m thinking of ? 

He. What kind of a w^ord ? 

She. The word that goes with fair. 

He. Hair? 

She. Don’t be absurd. Babs, bobs, bibs no, it’s not 
lliat, but I know it begins with a “ b.” 

He. Bills, boots, braces, bones, bats, bells 

She. I ’ve got it — doos ! Wo ’ll have fair doos Ibis time. 
You shall write tl)e cheques, and 1 11 sit at the side of the 
table and write the envelopes and put them in and do all the 
rest. {Ske takes her seat) Now then, are you ready ? Go I 

He. What ’s the first one ? 

She. Hanbury and Sons, ironmongers, ^s. lOd. My 
envelop ’a finish^* Hurry up with your cheque. I’m, 
doing next one— Burt and Co., £6 5^. 2(7. Charles, you Ve 
the slowest cheque- writer I ever met. 

emtinues aMmuing eiivelopes. 


He. There ’s your cheque. What ’s the next? 

She. 1 ’ve told you Burt and Co , S6 fw. 2d. 

He. You said the last one was £(» 2d. 

She. 1 didn’t. Thai vs^as Hanbury, i&4 9.'j. lOd 

He. J 've done it wrong. It ’s all l>ecau90 you 'w in 'utob 
a fnghtful hurry and ohaitor so. 

She. Chatter? If you dare to say such a winl^nd thing 
again 1 11 throw' up this u>h, and you 11 have to do 
omelopes and all. Yes, Til join the unomployod, and 
then ^ 

He {stonily). If you expect me to write obenuw ycul 
huso to restrain There, I’ve alfcerm) the 

figmvM and initialled the altemtions And you 11 
plcaso lo he jolly careful to put each olieqne in the right 
envelope. 

She. You tnist me to do my part 

He. Here’s Burt’s cheque Vou’n* jiutting it tu tfio 
wrong envelope. ' 

She, I 'm not. 

He. You are. 

She. T ’m « • • 

(He attempts to sei'^e the eue/hpe, Iwl fails. 

He. I ’ll have that envelope, if I die for it 

She. Never ! An inch nearer and 1 11 stab mJ|eK with 
a paper-knife. Ah, would you ? 

[He makes another attempt to sene the eimehmt^. She 
springs from her seat and he sprtin^.<i m fmrsuu of 
her. She throws a cuMon eti and in^ dodgmg 
to avoid it he trips over a 'figtstO'dahdwna.snre>t 
his length on the fto&r. 

The Butler {opening tm door and mnm**ictng fi^rtoftt), 
iMikdy Moggridge and Miss Dalwblnnle t 
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Ihato it.” Ami the conversation was 
tVlISUNDERSTOOD. | cbanf»ed lor the moment. 

Twn tiiin*; Ikis ix^como a scandal, Henry drew Blake that evening? 
and it is lirno to toll tlie truth about it. Blako went no-trumps on a strongish 
Homy itifouiis me tfiat T have been huml, and Henry put down his cards 
expelled from the Athenamni and j and went upstairs for liisijipe. Charles 
l)>r Su])ptM’ Club, and that 1 am (o he | and 1 settled down to lose, 
asked to resign from tbo Muswiill Hill It was clear at once that Blake was 
fJluiral Society. Mrs. Rogers c.ut me in slightly worse form than usual, 
in Sloano Street yesKsday, and Miss j Charles accordingly weighed in wdtli 
Hurlifighain now signs herself, “j am. t two revokes, and 1 assisted with one. 
yours sinceiely,” instrad of “ Believe i To our horror Blake never noticed 
Jn sliort a I them. Charles tried to call attention 


me, yours niosj sincerely.” 

cloud hangs over me, and 1 owe it tojto his by leading out (ho cards whicli 
Blake, who has announced publicly | he sliould have played liofore, and 
that he will never play Bridges witli ! winning three tricks with them, hut all 

me again. ! Blake said was, “ Bother, 1 foi’got lliosc ! hearts. So I w^ent them. 

Blako is the worhl Bridge player ij were in.” | “ You go hearts?” said Henry, and 

have ever seen. I should say that i J don't olten get inspirations, hut 1 ' led. !My liand went dowm. Blako 
cards don’t conic natu 


“Jove,” said Blake. “That was 
awfijlly quick of you to spot that.” 

“Oh, X don’t know,” said Henry 
modestly. “ One gets into the way of it. ” 
“ Let 's have a new pack,” I said, as 
I swept the cards hastily together. 
‘ There ’s a mark on one of these,” 

“ Yes, I noticed it too,” said Henry. 

‘ Tlie two of clubs, wasn’t it ? There ’s 
a new pack in the draw^er.” 

Charles dealt with the other old 
pack. He liad the ace, king, queen, 
knave, ten, seven, and two of hearts. 
So ho left it to me. 1 had a very 
strong hand in clubs, spades, and 
diamonds — but J only had throe little 


rally to him. He would j 
misdeal at Snap and j 
revoke at (did MukI,. j 
But the four of us were 
stuck at a farm-house 
for a week, there was 
notlnng to do in the 
oveningH, and Blako in- 
sisted on improving Ids 
game at Bridge. Woj se i 
than that, lie insisted ' 
on playing for money - | 
“a shilling a liundred,j 
just to make ilie game 
exciting,” as if his jilay 
wasn’t exciting enougli 
already ! 

Wc took him in turns. 
Wo played carelessly. 1 
we playe<l recklesssly , j 
hut BhUce lost every! 
time. By the last day I 
ho was three pounds 
down. i 

1 don’t say tlj at three , 
pounds is mucli (though | 
it takes some doing at a 
shilling a hundred), hut 
Blake 1 should have 



. “J ’ll- ii:\ \\\\ iin.N ’i;i: m i jiki!. .st\i)i\' mE'ss\<.e- 

IK lull'-. J'Alll!, to; VOMUll.KJ'Kl, 'JIMEs AVK 'kE UMN’ 1> 

M/; <».. ' Tiiiu h v<u: \ur, Mu h. Sin uk hie aa \\ o 

TIU^E l*\A'< AVF W, IE AKIE lO HlUANEL >\ IllOl 1 IAMN’MuME M 

had 1 
felt that, 


xi»\\ w I Dorr 
, Den XI'*.*' 

.01 AAAX OF 
'M., AT AM ." 


h('(‘n I got one then. 1 Jiad four cards left in J politely ; 


- looked at it curiously. 
“Do you mind my 
asking Avhy you went 
hearts?” he said. 
“ Wouldn't no trumps 
luive been better ? ” 
This was rather un- 
fortunate. I badn t 
e\)>octod this. 

“ Well,” I began, 
“ perhaps no trumps 
iroidd have been bettor, 
but it was a bit risky 
when 1 Avus so Aveak in 
hearts, and 1 thought 

a suit call ” 

“ And if it ’s {/oing to 
bo a suit call,” put in 
Henry nobly, “ you 
naturally want tbo beat 
suit ” 

; “Besides which,” 1 
;udncd, “Badswortli 
always tolls you 
that ” 

i Blake looked pii;!«led. 

I “ Oil, I ’ve no doubt 
you 're riglit,” bo said 
‘ 1 w'as simply wondering.” 


if a my liand, and of them Was the Iavo of I Suddenly I cauglit Charles's eye. 
question of three pounds were arising ! clubs, 1 AAas bolding them IhaIow the fie looked at me Avitli an expression of 
at all,] would sooner win it than loso j table, looking at Ibom sadly and wait- 1 agony. Then lie leant back in his 
it. Not being Blake, I felt that tliciing for Blake to lead, aa hen the idea j chair and gazed up at tlie oeiling and 
pound or so which 1 had acquired w'as came. I took out a pencil and AAToteigave a deep sigh. . . . And then all at 
not money to he pioiul of in these on the two of clubs, “Charles has onen he began to giggle hopelessly, 
purticidur circumst uncos, and that 1 j revoked twice, and 1 haveievoked once. I We Avon the odd. We couldn't help 
was blessed if 1 \Aould take any more ji shall probably revoke again. We jit. At tlio end of the game Blake said 

from him. And (JJharlcs and Henry look to you to claim them,” anil put j very calmly to Charles: “IjGt me see, 

felt the same, ‘ t the card on Henry’s chair, you had seven hearts, hadn't you, and 

Tlmra’s only one thing for it,” If he ha<ln’t come in then X don't ' all the honours? ” 
said Charlc-' *Wc must lose to- know wliat would have happened, but “Awfully lucky, wasn't it?” said 
nigbt.” just as Blako was leading he appeared. Charles, looking rather foolish. “ Your 

What ’s the good of saying that ? ” “ Hallo,” he said, “ AAdmt ” and then deal, Henry.” 

Isaid; “ an e try every night.”, I gave him a terrific kick. “ Conf “This is the flew pack of caitls, 

‘We don’t try hanl enough. We Yes, 1 see. Quite,” he stanniiered, and isn’t it’?” said Blake, still extremely 
try not to win, but that’s not the same having read my message, sat down and cool and business-like, 
as trying to lose. Anyone can lose began to rub bis ankle, *' The rest are “ Yes. •You sec the other padk had 

anything if he really tries.” yours,’' I said, throwing down my a mark and- \ 

Then X wisb you 'd lose that lieastlyicards, and then H^^iry s^ke up like a “ Quite so.” He looked at his watch, 
blazer you 've got on,” said Henry. ' rbaan rather than a dummy. “ If you feliowe don't * mind^ I don*t 
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LONDON’S LUNGS. 

irovi^r /hjent's Ch‘d\ ‘ The r.r.vsos vf.’kk a.skino sircii A iarok niEMinM for the iiousk, Maham, is that n 'n iuoim os iiiE 
UVir-WAY, A>J> you cannot VONHlniiV re shut in UY new, ANI» I’OHKlIil.Y rN.SII}HTI.V% Iltf[LI>INU«.” 


think 1 ’ll play any more to-niglit. I 've 
got a very early train to catcli to- 
morrow.” And no got up and left tho 
room. 

So tliat is tUe true story of how 1 
inveigled an innocent novice down to a 
lonely farm-house and cheated him 
out of his money at cards. It is tiio 
way of tho world ; you try to help 
and your actions are misunderstood. 
Well, well, there is no pleasing some 
people .... but I don’t ec3 why 
Henry and Charles shouldn’t bo 
expelled from tho Athenieum too. 

A. A. M. 

tTi'iTrr v'ir.r"r"T i :'.. msi 

"A county matoU between teams represent inj? 
Ayrshire and Lanarkshire took place over Prest- 
wick oour.'e, and resulted in a win tor Kenlrow- 
sh ro by 6 games to 2.” — O^asgou' lUrald, 

This must have been a bit of a shook 
to the two contesting counties. 

A Settlement in View? 

Tho trustees for the first debenture 
holders of a new Development Com- 
pany the EaH of Vbrul.am and Mr. 

Shakspeare. 

^ Prevailing En^ish chorus at the 
vGaredtt iNord in Paris during the late 
s^fike : , “ Will any one here see 


THE CALL OF THE WILD. 

f ‘‘The HighlandH of HList Afrh’ti havcbocome 
tlic tttshioii as a wiritci home for Aristoemts.” 

Adrertimnnd, ] 

The 08101*8 of Oakham, and Melton, 

The pastures of Pytebloy; and Quorn, 
No longer the Marquis shall bolt on 
His breeches of buck-skin at morn. 
To ride o’er their good lands, 
Wlien grass and when woodlands, 
Resound with the bound and the 
horn ! 

No more the Duke’s pheasants shall 
rocket, 

Ordained to this end from the nest, 
No more the head keeper shall pocket 
Tho tip of the blue-blooded guest ; 
No more tho Earl fixes 
The partridge with sixes. 

Or blares at brown iiares with a zest ! 

For over our England doth dawn a 
New day, when our insular store 
Of kindly and old-fashioned fauna 
Shall please not our Best, as of 
yore;— 

Can groute— low br high — count 
With Baron and Viscount, 

Who pant for the ant-eatet's gore 7 

0 rosy East Afrioiikn Bolands* 

W we lutk. 

The gifted and gaf of t^ese islands . 


Are getting the gulde-lKiok to work; 
I^lro Yule’s olieery chill has 
Drawn nigh, your Gorillas 
Shall greet (fhese^lito onost>f Burke! 

[ 'll knowr not your glens and your 
graHse^i, 

That sleep in a splomlom* of sun; 

A.S one of the mild, middle clafiMos* 

/ look to tlio rabbit for fun. 

And still make tho Zoo do. 

For Quagga, and Komloo, 

And pass tho Wild-ass bits of bun ! 

“When Greeks joined Greek*. 

“This was onlyna It nIioiiIiI bt\ tbe uuivnistl 
opinion anioiigwi i'.illnviera (»f tho oijinln in the 
Nortli btin;r that if tUtmtorant weiv to tu' 
Htrctclied, (ilontoran Hh' only to 

do it. The levci'SR waa ibc ctusA, h mwvr, and 
(Pputorau added onv more m*alp to tbeir belt, 
to ibe ittUD cf tbroe gcala flour.” 

^ (hMuk MmH, 

We are looking forwaid to the return 
match. Our money is all ^ Olen- 
toran. I 

“fknne aiv thowaatid undergmdj»t«?t> iii“ 
fludmg A tjoaplo ef ihoneind hiahfieb, have 
gone into iwiaenoe at G^ibl'd and iMjabridy. ' 

Idcanwhile the ®mto*ld hlo said to 
be notable just for the nt^ber of 

Fr^hmen to be tftcrA 
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m GHtUHtCN'S NEWSPAPER. 

fA new»pa{)ei' for vliildreii i« tlio latest Car- 
molito enterprise. “Only the hroiulor issties 
aio treated -things of real significauoo—trivial- 
iticM being altogether ignoml." i#. Puw’h’it 
scheme is siniilai . ] 

This Outlook. 

An Ibihh iMBttooiiio. 

Thk Had case of Little Jounntk 
Rkdmond and tlie pea-shooter should 
be a lesson to all of us to say what wo 
mean and mean what we say. Little 
OoHNNiB lias for years and years been 
crying* for a real jpirni, which his hind 
grandfather, Mr. Bull, refused to give 
liim. One day, to every one’s surprise, 
JoiiNNiB turned round and said lie did 
not want a gun any more. All lie 
wanted was a pea-shooter. I’his Mr. 
Bull very likely would have given him, 
hut all of a sudden Little Johnniu 
denied that ho said it, and again stated 
that }»Q must have a gun or notJiing. 
It is thought that another little hoy, 
JoHNNiB Dillon, may have semwed 
his arm till he said this, hut anyway 
it is now quite likely that he will get 
nothing. Reiuember from this that 
ono should know one’s own mind and 
stick to it. 

1mi*ruial and Bouekjn Intbuliobnuk. 

Mbuhaniual Toys. 

(^Voni Out' Own Coirc^jwndcnt.) 

PnrtH, Oct. 2d. 

Our Paris coiTespoiidont, telegraphing 
last night, states tliat from inquiries 
that he has made he learns that the 
supply of new mechanical toys for tlie 
coming season is likely to be greater 
than ever. The aeroplane will probably 
continue to be tho favourite, hut a toy 
siibniarino (for deep baths) is also pro- 
mised. 

A Lost Oausk. 

Tho project to induce the I'rench 
Academy to abolish irrogulai* verbs and 
make every noun the same sex lias 
failed nttei'Iy. — Reuter. 

* Thk Gbeat Beab. 

{Fivm Our Own Correspondent.) 

Washington, Oct. M. 

It is now practically decided that the 
toy opofesum whicli was invented as a 
compliment to I^resident Taft is a 
failure, Tho Teddy Bear was too 
strong 'for it. I let y6u«know this 
at the earliest opportunity so that 
bear-lovers may be reassured of the 
Bopreniacy of their favourite animal, 

WiNTEB Delicacies. 

{From Our Own Uorresitondent.) 

^ Madrid, Oct. !46. 

The supply of Spanish chestnuts, 
both for icing and for roasting, is 
• excellent. Shipipents to England are 
lieing made daily. 


I Firewobks. 

(From Our Own Correspondent.) 

Rome, Oct. ii5. 

Tlie Roman Candle factories were 
never busier than at present, so that a ! 
successful Fifth of November may bej 
counted upon, provided always that the 
weatlior is favourable. A now kind, 
containing as many as twenty-four 
stars of all colours, is to be the novelty 
of tho 1910 season. English parents | 
should order early as tho demand is 
expected to be enormous. 

ViNEVAitu News. 

(Ftvni Our Own (Jonespondent.) 

I Athens, Oct. ‘Ft. 

I It is now certain that the laisiii 
harvest will he a record one this year. 
Cliristmas-pudding makers may there- 
fore go ahead witli conlidcnce. 

I Fab and Nbab. 

News by Telb(.k\i‘h and Telkthonb. 

Discovered in Hydo Park carrying 
tho lilack flag ami armed to the tcetli 
with tlie nursery lire-irons, three hoys 
admitted to having left their home in 
Porchester Terraco to embark on tho 
career of pirates. They wore led back 
in tears. 

Public rejoicings are reported from 
Silesia, where a cruel governess was^ 
(very properly) burned at tlie stake. 

Theatrical I ntelligenoic. 

The run of Rcter Van, so unreason- 
ably interrupted by tho intervention of 
Spring, Summer, and Autimm, will be 
resumed just before Christmas. 


“It. is iicitflor iirofitaMc lior iutoiPhliug to 
attrnii»t to m oiiiiilc Jih fAlr. Kedmond’n] oon- 
tradiutory Htateiiiouts. Tlic only iiotcw«)i'thy 
thing is that, lio has 1 «mmi lurlucrd to semi up 
ValloiKh'Hsai on tin* suli^i'ot of Homo Rule all 
round.”— JJiibtiii liiratti;/ Maif. 

Valloudessai, however, is so clover 
an aviator- Iio comes about next to 
Paulhan and was lately hclrothed to 
Mile. Dorg^re, the famous actress — that 
he will probably descend safely. 

“ UjMui tlio Rivor tJojuiuittoc roportiug tliat 
t.hoy could not rocoimncnd the adoption of tho 
Snrveyor’a estimate ol Jt'20 for i-e- facing the 
Town C’lerk, «to,, and suggeHting tliat tlie 
matter nhould bo definTod for a while, Coun- 
cillor Ratmoro empiiix'd if this was a minimum 
oatimai *, It sccim d altogether out of all }>ro 
[lovtiou. 

The Surveyor: AhwihUidy iniininmn.’' 

Lijmiiifjtiui mul Huath Hauls Chroukk. 

We cannot express an opinion until we 
see .either the Town Clerk or his 
photograph. 

“He tondci'od a plea of not guilty, and will 
come up for trial at a Mho iff and Judy Ooxirt 
on Monday the 24th inat.’* — f/awiee Advertiser. 
llpw can Mr. Punch help being jealous 
ofiliat sheriff ? 


TRYING THE COUNSEL. 

Contemptuous Impbessions OB'* a 
Cause CfiLftBKB. 

(With acknowledgments to “ The 
Daily Chronicle.”) 

It is ten o’clock on a cold and raw | 
morning as 1 make my way into the | 
court, and at once experience a hitter ' 
disappointment with the stage setting of 
the groat criminal trial I have been coin- 
inissionod to report. Tho court is too 
new to be impressive and too ugly to 
he interesting. One feels that it would 
he better filled for a inotlicrs’ mooting 
tlian a cause ceUMne, hut liaving come 
[ am hound to make the best of it. 

Some one says, “That's Bungay," 
and we all look at tho Counsel for the 
'I’reasury who lias just arrived and is 
talking to 8ir Jonas Bultecl. In the 
excessive coi-pulence of his pi'rson and 
the portentous gravity of his beefy face 
Bungay for the Treasury looks like 
a gormandising arcluloacon. Sliortly 
alter a diversion occurs i^mong the 
knowing ones. Mandible, K.C., lias 
arrived. I am told that Mandible, K.C., 
lias made a grc'iit reputation on tho 
ICastern Circuit, imt wo all know what 
is tim level of intelligence in Billy 
Suffolk. Mandible, K.C., is a slim man 
with features remmdiug one of an old- 
fashioned latchkey : a ridiculous little 
moutli and a voice like a dissipated 
bimz-saw. 

Sir George Alexander arrives and 
talks with Lord Martin Harvey. 
Modish w'oiuGU bll tho public seats. 
Sir Gulliver Stodge, with his splendid 
doine-sliaped liead, engages ino in con- 
veisation on eschatological problems. 
At last tlie jury file in, the court rises 
and tho judge entei’S .... 

At a quarter-to-cloven Bungay for 
the ’J’veasiiry rises. Bungay is slow 
and deadly dull. His vo’ce is a mono- 
tonous drone; there is no wree, no 
cliarm about his personality. So ono 
iniglit imagine a penguin delivering 
a lecture or a pelican a<ldressing 
a wilderness of idiotic deaf mutes. 

I close my eyes. ... It is ono o’clock 
and Bungay is still droning on. Thank 
heaven the lunclieon interval wdll soon 
Ijo here. 

I After lunch come the witnesses, and 
the day becomes a little brigJiter. 
Bungay examines with exasperating 
calm. Mandible, K.C,, cross-exam ini^B 
with epileptic vigour. And gradually’ 
one perceives a tiew factor ,iti the 
problem, a new aspect of the drama, 

I The prisoner is already forgotten ; more 
and more is it clear that t he '♦ real 
interest of the case lies in tliis ip-o- 
tesque duel lietween these two prq- 
Iposterous counsel, the bulky Bungay; 




and the cadaverous Mandible. Sir 
Hlonian Boyle, tlio famous novelist, can 
scarcely smother liis smiles. J^ord 
Martin IJarvey ^vears an expression of 
wt'aried urbanity, and Sir Wilkie Bard 
is openly guffawing. To mo the scene 
is full of exquisite signilicanco. . . . 
Bungay puts up Haskett-Tomkins to 
conduct the examination of the witness 
(liddy. Giddy is like a lugubrious 
comedian, and Haskett-Tomkins like a 
dishevelled cockatoo. Amid the public 
seats the groat dome of Sir Gulliver 
Stodge’s head, with which I have so 
many and so deep conversations, shines 
out like the cupola of some mighty 
mosque. . . . 

At 5 o’clock, when 1 como out into 
the rainy lamplit streets, I have for- 
gotten the very name of the prisoner 
oti trial for his life. I can only think 
of tlie portly Bungay, the emaciated 
Mandible, and the famous and Hlus- 
trioiis men who have conferred dignity 

the proceedings by their stimdating 
presenoe^Sir Slomen Boyle, Sir Gil- 
X^inntro, the Baron de Silva, I^ord 
Anbrey Blp^d, abd my old friend Sir 
^ Tolliver Stodge. In spite of moments 
of discouragement one feels that there 
never pan a miscarriage of justico 
men are present in Court. 


MODISH MUSINGS. 

I (By Mbs. Jay Mack.) 

Toruey andBuntino, Oxford Stkebt. 
I Although perliaps it is a iitilo early 
to embark on the Christinas-Boxiiig 
campaign, the wise woman wull do well 
to pause before tho counter of tbo 
furriery department. Tho firm of 
iTorrey and Bunting have been singu- 
j larly fortunate in securing tho services 
of tho specialist who presides over tho 
domain of Iiigh-class peltries. A man 
of dignified appoaranco and archi- 
diaconal deportment, he inspires in all 
his subordinates a reverential attitude 
towards the wares which it is his high 
pi’erogative to bring together. A talk 
iwith iiim is a lesson not only in tho 
i kmturcb of furriery, but throws a flood 
, of light on the psychology of fashion. 

To descend from generalities to tho 
'concrete instance, one may noto a 
lovely little bascule jacket orchestrated 
with blandamer and angeb'ea, a de- 
lightfully macabre effect being achieved 
at the back by the application of 
lozenge-shaped motifs in shrimp pink 
caracule, the chic and style whereof is 
undeniably good and Elusive. But 
the full effect of the bascule jacket 
cannot be attained without its accom- 


panying head-gear — an exquisite httlo 
toque of okapi with flanges of bobtailtHl 
wallaby — and a niufl' of qudied Jerboa 
with contrapuntal treatment of tiio 
skunk insortiuUH. 

Among other notable oft’eiutgs in 
Lbe^3 sumptuous show-rooms let mo 
mention an autluMitio Vohotialtv I'voning 
toilette of crimson crash, in \vhioh tho 
corsage, resting on a soft fold of grey 
transparency, Ims an intpr<U}u touoii 
introduced in a of rku£ 

blei(> stockiu(ato. lint tho pok’C tie 
I'Mistance aro the marddcolatod kiuumo 
sleeves of sno\v-whit<^ ermine. Only 
an artist replete with moral oemrago 
jwouhl havo V(uilureil on so exalted a 
contrast. 

In conclusion, one notes the signifi- 
cant amount of space accordikl t«) old- 
worhl hert}ies0fi%\*i ti»at testificH tnorc 
eloquently tlian any worils of mine tho 
admirable exalte. cntoi 7 )nso mamtainetl 
tlirougboLit this department 

The 0lorioue VUQwUdntf of 

‘<Rliodo« »!'orcd a try for 

RWht. • 

!»K\V«f)UUY XOtfiNM 

WIDNKS. NOTIfIXO" 

Thit iHundaff 

Ruodks is now sighing •for the adVent 
of cricket. 




Sportsman {trho Iias/(j(nd the <frityn parfru/ff" (00 /or /liiii). *’1 tjiai' ukasti-v hiv vvoiM,t»N x ho that! 


BARROW VISITJ^ID. j 

[As Bcow through eyes of synijiathy with the 
tiiisuiith of that town, in whow’ h.uikruptey 
aeeounia was an item for *' 2 i guarduvn angola." 
With no ep'*cial knowloiige of the tiaih* uses of 
fi^ardian angels, linnod or othorwjso, A/r. Punch 
can still doploro their laok of olhi i-y in pm- 
tic.ilar c«80B.] 

And this is Barrow I This tlic sjjoL 
Where I would fate importutio, 
Whore I had hoped to mike a i)ol 
And reach a liand to iorfcune ! 

Oh that some shrill Cassandra’s scream 
Had paralysed my marrow 
Or ever 1 bo^an to dream 
Of entei’prise in Barrow. 

Ah, surely heavens evil-starred, 
Aseendant Saturn vicious, 

And baleful skies by meteors scanod, 
And comets unpropitious, 

And .portents ominous men, 

And fearsome signs sufrounded 
The circle of thy meadow's when, 

0 Barrow, thou wast founded. 

Cities there may be, blest of fate, 
Where luck abides for ever, 

Where Laobesis and Moira wait 
* Benignant on endeavoiu*; 

And climes there are where indigenoe, 
The domi res angmta. 

Swells at a planet's influence >« 

To parquet and linorusta. 


To Jack at sea one sprite aloft 
Suffices for protection ; 

A mascot recomj)enses oft 
A silly predilection ; 

Tlie wide world o’er, when hope grows 
faint, 

Outrageous fortune’s arrow 
Is l)luntod by some patron saint — 

But this is not at BaiTow. 

Thorp guardian angels, deftly wrought 
And counted ))>* the dozen, 

However pestered and besought, 

Our hoj> 0 s of lucre cozen ; 

Till such as ask of idols win 
At last to tliis position — 

Tlio molten image gets the tin, 

The bankrupt his “petition.’' 

Defiance of Mr. Punch's famous Advice. 

“(lentlcniaii having mamed iccoinraeuda hia 
lalf hoxisekcpper to a similar position.” 

Xorkshire Ohserrer, 

“The new issue of stfuups, liearing the por- 
trait of King (rc'orge, will piobably l»e retvdy 
for publication in May of next year. Thai 
design will proliahly receive eajvful considera- 
tion by King George, who, It is svU known, Is 
a great authority on numismatics,” 

Ifa^y Mirror. 

On the other hand His Majesty’s taste 
in coins is largely due to his phila- 
telistie tendencies. 


Odious Comparisons. 

Tlxoso people — and wo have mot 
many of them — who think that there is 
nobody like Mr. Lloyd Gkohoe are in 
error. The Daily Chroniclo, in an 
article on “Spain’s Strong Man,” 
states tliat Sonor Oanalejas, the Spanish 
Proniior, “ lia^ been called the IJoyd 
George of Spain.” And 7'he West- 
rntmier (Uizette, after stating tliat the 
French Premier is “ armed W'ith a 
strong but flexible conscience,” goes on 
to remark that “in a general way it 
may bo said that M. Bmand seems 
most nearly to suggest Mr. Lloyd 
George.” We should like to know 
what they say in Spain and Prance 
respectively on these matters. It is 
noticeable that in Ijanoashire they 
speak of Naples as the Blackpool of 
Italy, bub tiiat Italians do not generally 
endorse this comparison. 

I “But behiud thi4 educational movement thmre 
undoubtedly seems tube reu aired a clear state- 
ment from the leaders of the IXnianlst Party 
.tluit these taxes, imposed by Mr. LU^d George, 
shall be repeated, Ibsf, 

Personally, wa should prefer to have 
them repeided, Bui it looks as If there 
had beeu a lot of very instnem isdk 
about Pom XY; . . 
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JOHN KNOX RBDIVIVUS. 

Kk\» Mil Li.oYI) Oeoik^l’k SiT.Mi.HT I’ULI'IT Tai.KS to OoLKKUS, MoTORIHIM, and all IIIOSK MISKIUDI.K SlN\LIt.s WHO IIAI'I'I.'- 

•to OWN ANY! HI Mi. 

niTij uv that ho has boon f;ra(tiiiilly ' Spoakiiif^ at (llasgow Mr. liALroi'U 

UU±t JjrjADriKh IJAY 131 ilAY. jj-iyen to tho conclusion tliat tho aboli- ilovotes 1‘orty-livo inhuitoH of his spotM’h 
JVovemderl. — In a general letter to tion of tho House of Lords is not only to an oxhaustivo oxaniination of tbe 
tho Press Mr. F. E. Smith declares desirable but inevitable. Education question and conehulos by 

himself in favour of the Payment of In a spirited article T/ic points saying, “As for tho (jnestions of Phv* 
bombers, Universal SiifTrage, and tho out that Unionists now have a straight nient of Meinb(3i'H. Universal SuHiago, 
Endowment of Eatherliood. lead on this important question whilst Tariff Rofonii, Ilomo llulo, and 

Jlapturo of The Monuwj Pont, which tlio Radicals are still wallowing in a House of Lords, our ))olicy has Iwh'U 
announces that these three points are quagmiro of indecision. always so clearly dotined tliat it is uu* 

essential developments of the policy of Nooember 4. - - Karl Winteiiton necessary for me to <lweU upon them 
Tariff Itoform. writes to tiie press that after much here. No one can douht that vvben 

NocemberQi. — Mr.WankiiYn proposes careful thought he has come to the these important quest iiins are solved, 
a scheme of Homo Rule involving conclusion that the Oslx>rne judgment as solved in time they will lio, the 
separate Parliaments for England, must result not only in tho payment solution will rest in tho hands of thfc 
Ireland, Scotland, Wales, and tho Isle of memliers but in the payment of can- Uiuonist Party.” 
of Wight. didatos. In this and Tariff Reform he November 7.— For the! went 'oth time 


The Standard says: “This spirited 
proposal of Mr. Wanklyn, who so long 
and ably represented Hradford as a 
Unionist, is obviously in the interests 
of I’ariff Reform. Why should Ireland, 
which is essqjtifcially a* Tariff Reform 
country, have to wait till the obfuscated 
Cobdenites of industrial Lancashire 
have ruined the trade of Great Britain 
and Insland alike ? ’* 

November 3. — In another general 
letter to the Press Mr. F, E. Smith 


sees the doom of unemployment. 

Excitement of Mr. Leo Maxhe who 
in a letter to The Evenina Standard, 
headed “A Lead for our Mandarins/' 
entliusiasticdlly endoi'ses tho noble 
EaiTs proposal. 

November 5, — The Momitto Poet 
warns Mr. BAiiFOUR that unlees he 
gives a clear and deffnite lead io the 
party in his speech at Glasgow that 
night the consequences will he disas- 
trous in the extreme* 


The Mornhuf Post ixAvm Mr Hai.koih^ 
that this will never do. 

An enthusiastic leader in The 
Telegraph begins “ Fo(.»li«ii luibblem,<nu 
Radical platforms iiave alleged that 
Mr. is mentally incapable of 

giving a definite lead to his \mi ) . To 
these his Glasgow siieeoh must cojie 
as a crushing surprise. Mot since l|)6 
days of Bl5A00Ester4> him the Odtt* 
servative party rejdiceij In ma h a f?k^r‘ 
and definite statement of its case. ' 
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AT 


tVip di av course. Her brother-in-law, in«?-room, gun and all. Tlnat isn't 

Tnt PLAY. the Beverend Archibald Insole, quotes “ life either. 

** Gbacr.” Scripture in its favour. But Miss Ver- I have cavilled at the inconsequence 

At Uie start wo find her, this Oraco non of Foley^ chiefly concerned for the of Grace* s cliaracter, but Miss Irbkr 
Insole, tiioroughly hore^i with her hus- man she loves, says that confession Vanbrugh, who inteipreted it, playeci 
hand, who was too dull, and the view^ would be an act of pure solfishnoss, with the greatest distinction in a part 
from her window's, which was too rural, certain to ruin the husband's life. Let that strained her nervous energy almost 
Tcui years ago, a town-bred girl of the Grace show her repentance by bearing to the snapping-point. 1 vras not dc- 
luiddle-classcs, she bad mairied (nobody alone the purgatory of lier secret. To ceiv 0 <l into supposing that Mr. Dennis 
knows whj^) into a stodgy county li^-e under the shadow of tlie constant B.mm w’as actually the head of an 
family of mid- Victorian manners most memory of her unfaithfulness to tlie ancient family of country gentlemen ; ^ 
uncongenial. Out of curiosity and man she now adores w'ould furnish an hut W’as no ordinary squire, and 

ennui, she had sought diversion in a ample means of rodempbion. Mr. E.\i>ie very cleverly succeeded in 

rather insipid intrigue, to which her The curtain falls on Grace heroically making him that rare thing, a sympa- 

lieari was never committed ; and of determined to follow' the lady’s advice, thetic prig. 

this too she is sick. Still she contrives Meanwhile, though the Coroner’s Lady Tree gave an admirable study 
a sort of cynical gaiety, and has a jury had given the husband a w'arm in tlio antique, though Mrs. CAiiVERT 
habit of saying anything that occurs time, no one had so much as hinted of would have played the part of old 
to her witihoiit regard to anybody’s any contribution on his part tow'ards Mrs. Insole wdth loss accentuation of 

feelings. Her husband adores her by liis wife’s infidelity; no one liad had its points. 


mere infatuation, and it is 
quite clear that she hasn’t a 
sold to speak of and is incap- 
able of any deep feeling. 

AVoll, liy the end wo see 
her racked with an excru- 
ciating remorse and passion- 
atelyin love w ith herhushand, 
body and soul. How to ac- 
count for this staggering 
change ? Three things have 
happened in tlie interval; (1) 

The keeper’s daughter has 
“got into trouble” and been 
ivarned off tlie place. This is 
the silly “luw' of the estate 
and, further, Claude Insole 
is under the impression that 
she might contaminate the 
atmosphere imbibed by his 
wife. The girl kills hei-sclf, 
and Grace takes on the re- 
sponsibility for this act on 
the ground that her husband 
w'oull never ho.ve been so hard on her if the wdb to suggest that he w'as ro- 
be had known that his own wife w-as sponsible for the environment which 
lieyond contamination. {^) The keeper, had choked her, and that he might well 
iet w'it 



(IllOUKD OAME IN THK DBA WINC -ROOM. 

A SlTTKlf. 

(HuHdr ThboIc > Mr. Deknt.s Kaiuk. 

Oann Mr. Eumunu Uwjsnv. 

(h'ttcf hinde Miss luENK Vanbui’CI. 


Mr. G WENN perhaps under- 
rates the status of a game- 
keeper, but lie got every 
ounce out of the 'stuff of his 
situations and still kept some 
i-eserve of force in hand. 

As for ^Miss Lillah 
McCarthy, w'hon I first saw 
her representing an alleged 
specimen of a crusted county 
family, I couldn’t conceive 
w'hat she was doing there; 
but I understood later on, 
when she threw off her dis- 
guise and attacked a moral 
problem in the right Vk- 
drenne-Babkkr manner. 

Altogether the play ran 
w ith astonishingsraoothnoss; 
and I shall be surprised and 
annoyed if Mr. Maugham’s 
latest w'ork does not increase 
lii.-3 early reputation on the 
serious side. 

“ Count Hannibal.” 

Tlierc was a problem here, too. How 
is a Huguenot lady who, to save her 
lover’s skin, is forced into marrying 
a Catliolio swashbuckler whom she 
she to get to 
she does, but I 


having relieved his grief wdth alcohol, have borne his share of the purging, 
threatens liis master wdth a loaded gun. The play was relieved by a good 
Insole exhibits a sangfroid so consider- deal of humour not quite of the highest 
able that it moves Ins wife to admira- class. It was chiefly dons by nide- loathes — how' is 
tion. (3) A Mtss Vermn of Foley, an ness. Cobbet, tlio second-rate lover, adore him? Well, 
eligible meinbfer of a neiglibouriug was incredibly ill-mannered to the never found out Avhy. Xt W’as not 
county family, informs Grace that slie mother-in-law. And the old lady, in his courage, for she was painfully 
Ikis always been in love with Insole, turn, got most of her effects by stamp- aware of that to start with ; nor his 
thus throwing fresh light on that ing insufl’erahly on people’s toes. Her manners, which w'ere of the worst all 
gentleman’s virtues. callousness over the news of the death j tlirough. It couldn’t have been merely 

The first of tlies^ influences may of the keeper’s daughter w'aa really because he smacked her on the fao9 
help to explain the wife's new-found painful. “Chattering like that,” says' wdth his glove, for ho did this as soon 
remorse ; but not one of them, nor all somebody, “ when the poor girl ’s lying as they wore married, and besides she 
throe put together, can even begin to dead!” “That’s life,'* says another, wasn’t really a Shrew to be tamed that 
explain her volte-facc from indifference But, of course, it isn't life or any- W’ay. I got no help from the study of 
and boredom to passionate adoration, thing like it. Mias Lily Brayton’s fo^-tures, which 

physical and spiritual. And here lies The lighter part of the breakfast- up to the last minute preserved a 
the weakness of a strong play. scene was charmingly stagormanaged, fairly stolid expression of hopeless 

A very interesting problem is raised but the trouble with lmM$ house was mis^. Perhaps the lady's mind got 
when Grace takes counsel with hereof that there was no visible library in unhinged. Anyhow the w'erkings of 
and others^on the matter of confedsj^n. which he could intwie# his keeper, her cens^ie^ce were erratic. At 
Her own natural mstinots incline ner so he had to receive him in tho draw- one inOi!*M|i| she refused to ,aBow a 




JIuguOTiol minisior to Htoal tlip king’s 
(lospatcli ordering a irniHHacro in Angers; 
at the next slie was quite ready to 
])inclj it herself from under her iius- 
i)and’s pillow. Of course 1 know that 
when yoiiv liushaiul desents his own 
side and disobtns his king’s coinmantls 
all for lovo of >on, it is a kind of com- 
plimonfc. Jhit even so . . . 

However, one do(H not look for too 
much probability in this kind of play. 
Tlio knockabout })uainess is the thing, 
and that part of it went timazingly 
well. ' 1 must say I love to watch Mr. 
Oscar Asouk striding about in clatter- 
ing armour with pistols in his bolt and 
a sword at his side, and a dagger laslied 
to what was once tlie sniall of his hack. 
And the audience wuis simply fascinated 
by the brutality of Ins methods. Jhit 
f w'as sorry for tliat sterling actor, 
Mr, Ben Webster, who was a little 
overhome by tho enemy's bulk in his 
thankless part of a Hufpienot aristocrat 
who doesn’t mind fighting like a gentle- 
man (he and Mr. Asche were admirable 
in their duel), but has a prejudice against 
the more irregular forms of deatli. 

Mr. Do^an as a Brotestant minister 
played soundly, and I liked the manner 
of that stout iienohman and soldier of 
fortune, Badelon (Mn Athol Foboe). ) 
Am scenery was most elfective; the' 
crowds did good work both on and olF, 
the stage; and the whfjje ^jhing went 


flowingly. Mr. and Mrs. Oscar Aschr 
received an extremely cordial welcome 
on their return from the other side of 
the earth, and tlie former in a brief 
speech said liow glad ho was to have it. 

O. B. 

A Bull Toasted Whole. 

It is interesting to learn from tho 
report of tho Went London Observer 
that at tho dinner celebrating the ex- 
tension of the Hammersmith Consti- 
tutional Club premises tlie toast of 
“ The Conservative and Unionist Party, 
coupled with the name of Bir William 
Bull, M.P.” was heartily received and 
Huitablv ro8|X)niled to by Bir William * 

Buiif.. 

Mr. Oswald Hanson next proiiosed 
the toast of “The Hanimorsmith 
Constitutional Club, coupled with the 
name of our Member, Bir William 
Bull,” to which again Bir William 
responded. 

Then in fitting tei’ms Mr. Booldinci 
proix>s 0 <l the Itealfch of Sir Wizliam 
Bull, to which also Sir William suit- 
ably responded. 

« Alway* Mwtf and Bright.** 

“Never, it i« refuted, since 0 |>emtinQf« 
staited at for tlte rcMioreij of the 

Bjiauiali HTOamwe' anip jbi^ye prospiSK)^ iieeuso 
bright. . . On ISonday tlve mieticii pinnp drew 
up A hutiian akeietCa in an exoeU^t state of 


THR BRWARI) OF DUtY. 

I A daily paper i» I'esjjonsihle for the eUtiC 
incut tlial the guiu on Kngtiah elimptl ia an 
pure that, fur hoiu cauNtiig harm, itckhig them 
is actually iHMictii iiil.l 

Our William \^us as frail a child 
Ah over, over grew ; 

A goose howovor meek and mild, 
lie barely dared to boo ; 

But still we liopod tho storm ami stress 
Of business hfe would smwe 
To cure Ids clironic weed! ness, 

His total lack of nerve. 

An oftice-urcbiu'rt duties first 
Engaged bis jirentice skill, 
i And soon upon our \ lew there burst 
! A tninsmiitaled Bi“ 

I Such benofits are his who damps 
' Tho gum the Ktate employs , 

In May he started licking sianqs'i, 

I In .liine tho bigger boys. 

The Two Bactremet. 

“ Wttntfd, ftirl to aiwiNt ui i'aucy ajUfi’ 

alKuii ilH/' -IUinfSOi/ftf AViai. 

“Under houacttiaid. -Uau tiwj lit^ i'co*ne 
mend young ImuNciuald of (wv). WUl^t h«y( 
lH»cn out before.'*-- TVmidii* 


“ Alwml the only iiiqire^wciit in 0 ^ aliurea 
calling for mention 1« a lew of i in llfyptiaa 

not to hhve montitmed it. 
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MAIL-BAGS. 


No. VI.~ Tun Iandlowd'h. 

Hvnni iUthlu'cH, /iVy., e 
PantdiMp Manmons K^taU 
JJampslPad, N. IK. 

Siji, -- Unlt^fis you can cliaiiji^o tlio 
' character of the other teruint'^ iit 
IWadino iManaionB, niy ^vif« anrl J 
I lejavc at quarter-day. 1 cannot nridcr- 
! Ktatid how you caui posnihly allow such 
I persons to occupy jour flats. Next 
' door to us is a person who calls lum- 
sclf “ Lieut. McKenzie, K.N., Retired'’ 

- retired conipiilsoiily, 1 should think, 
if he o\er ^^as in the Navy! Hi.s 
snoring is so terrible tliat we positively 
cannot play bridge in comfort when wo 
have a few friends in of an evening. 
Hut this is not the worst; the other 
day f discovered by accident that this 
person, his “ wife " or his so vant, liad 
Ix'cn making rlandp'itinc and illicit use 
of the front-door pull whicli you in- 
stalled, partly at my expense, for the 
ixnsqnal convenience of iny housoliold ! 
L\adil impudence go further? 

J ro<iuost instant action on vour 
pai-t ! 

Yours faithfully, 

NAl'OnKON BuiUilNODON 
(Vice-President, Tlie Society for 
the Proinotion of International 
Amity). 

(/l«s«-vr; Mr. Caldwell is exceedingly 
sorry that such unplcasautnoss should 
liavo arisen. He is taking up the 
invitter most energetically with Lieut. 
McKenzie, and in onler to abate Hie 
noise of tlie snoring has given irn- 
mtxliuto orders that another layer of 
wall-paper shall be addo<l t<i the thick- 
ness of the party -wall.) 

v- 

Sin, — When my wile and 1 were 
considering the question of j’enting one 
of your flats at Paradise Mansions we 
in(juired most particularly from jou as 
to tlio character and status of the oilier 
tenants. Only on receiving the most 
positive assurances from you on this 
score did we consent to take up 
lY'siikmce. 

Now, Sir, to-day I received from a 
Mr. Hullingdon, cue of your tenants, aj 
most outrageously impertinent letter in i 
wliich he alleged that 1 or my wife had 
made illicit use of his front-door pull.: 
Never in my life has such a term been 
applied to my actions I Note that 
word “illicit” — it is designedly insult- 
ing in the higliest degree. Sly wife 
iwas positively made ill by it. / refaae 
to cotKmunicate with this Mr. Bulling- 
<lon, either verbally or by letter, and 
I request thi^t you will take instant 
steps to ensure 'a most complete and 


ample apology from him for the use 
of Hucli a grossly insolent term as 
“ illicit.” 

Further, Sir, are you aware that this 
Mr. Bullingdon indulges in midnight 
gambling orgies with company of most 
dubious character and most outrageous 
continental behaviour in connection 
with some so-called “ society ” of his ? 
His morals 1 will not concern myself 
with, hut I demand that the noise Im 5 
imnietliately abated. At iirescnt it is 
impossible for my wife or myself to 
obtain a proper night’s rest. 

Yours tnily, Ancjus MoKjcnzik 
( laeut. R.N. Retired). 

{ Mr. Caldwell is exceedingly 
sorry that sucli unpleasantness should 
liavo arisen. He is taking up tlio 
matter most emu-gctically with Mr. 
Hullingdon, and in order to abate the 
noise of the meetings lias given imme- 
diate orders tliat another layer of wall- 
paper shall be added to the iliiekness 
of the party-wall.) 

Dear Sir, — Tf jxni can’t stop McKen- 
zie and Bullingdon hlackguaixling one 
another on the stairs all day long J 
sliall have to call in an inspector of 
Nuisances. I can’t hear myself com- 
pose. Yours (wliat ’s left of me), 

. (1. H. SnuusHi 

P.8. He careful with my initials — 
don’t mi.x mo up with the other fellows. 

(A».mvr; Mr. Caldwell has the very 
deepest sympatliy with Mr. G. H. 
Strauss, and takes this opportunity of 
reminding him that liis last quarter’s 
rent is still unpaid.) 

Dear ‘Sir, — Wo hog the favour . of 
jwir kind attention for the novel forms 
of insurance described in the accom- 
panying booklet enclosed herew i th . On 
perusing same j’^ou will note tliat wej 
bog to ofler you protection against col- j 
lapse of party-walls, floors or ceilings, j 
whether caused by removals of furni- 1 
turc, vibrations of passing motor-buses i 
or excessive piano practice ; escapes of 
gas, water, electricity and liousehold 
pets; leakages in roofs, cistonis and 
petty caali ; and rise of local rates up 
to maxinium of 15s. in the pound. 

Hoping to receive your esteemed 
pvDjiosals, We are. 

Yours faithfully, 

The Landlord’s Friend, I4TD. 

(J«?irer: Please quote rates against 
escaping tenants.) 

Dear Sib,~-( am directed by the 
Deputy-Assistant-Inspeetor-Qeneral of 
Form IV. to acquaint you that your 
answers to sub-sections K, Q and W2 
arc considered most unsatisfactory, 
^less the enclosed duplicate form is 
flired up and relumed in a satisfactory 


condition witbin seven days from date,* 
vigorous measures will be taken. 

Yours faithfully, 

The Assistant Secretary to the 
Deputy AssisT.i>T Inspector- 
General, 

{A nswer : Mr. Caldwell begs to cancel 
all his previous, and future, answers to 
Form i V. He is giving up landlording.) 

PUK-WUD.TIFS. 

1 ■* Tlj ■ Pijk“\Vi»l)i( s . . . 1 1)»‘ little Pcoplt*.” 

They live ’neath tlie cm tain 
Of lir woods and lieallicr, . 

And never take hurt in 
The wildest of weather, 

But best they love Autumn- she ’s 
lirown as tlu'iiiselvos-- 
.And they are the brownest of all the 
' brown elves , 

When loud sings the. West Wind, 

The bravest and best wmd, 

And puddles are hliining m all the cart 
ruts, 

They turn up the deaddeavos, 

The russet and red leaves, 

Wlicre squirrels have tauglit tliem to 
look out for nuts ! 

The lietlge-eiiUei's hoar lliem 
Whore lierrios are glowing, 

T)io scythe circles ueai' tliem 
At time of the mowing, 

But most they love woodlands wlicii 
Autumn winds pipe, 

.And all through tlie cover the boooh- 
nuts are ripo, 

And great spikey chestnuts, 

The biggest and best nuts, 

Blown down in the ditches, fair wind- 
falls lie oast. 

And no tree begrudges 
The little Puk-Wudjies 
A pocket of acorns, a handful of mast! 

So should you be roaming 
Where branches are sighing, 

When up in the gloaming 
The moon-wi ack is flying; 

And Jioar througli the darkness, again ' 
and again, 

What's noiihov the wind nor the 
spatter of vain — 

A flutter, a flurry, 

A scuftJe, a scurry, 

A tap like the rabliits’ that bump on 
the ground, ] 

A patter, a bustle I 

Of small things that rustle, ‘ 

You ’ll know the l^uk-Wudjies ai e 
somewhere around 1 


Cruelty to Animals. 

“ At liuiWtbrd th« Bi«liop of Oulldford was. 
I fined £4 and costs for (h iving a niotOr-oiMf l^vev 
a liog*i* back at a rate of thirty ndles an hoiu’ 
and nitliout a Ifa^tice . " —Liverpodt 



COiintlH Vii'at'a Wife. “llATIIKn A rt.EA.sANT I.rniK IEV-I'AUTV, don't you think r’ 

NorHl^L “ IJnkATIKEACTOKY ' UNSA'II,Sl'A<‘ronY ! dear lady. To an KAHNEST RTDPKNT or HI MAS NAII’IIK IHK IEIWONH ltElJ« \UM 
MniKIl HHill KNOlKill NOK YET Qini'E UOV KKOrnil IN THE SOCIAL SCALE TO EE RKALLV STIMU r.ATINU ! " 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Stuff of Learned Clerks.) 

J LKAUN from Aliss May Sinclaiu’s new novel, 7'he 
('reators (CoNSTAiJiiW), that slie linows of at lea«t four 
wiitciB of supremo genius in one small sot in Lontloii. I 
am glad to liear it. 1 had no idea there were so many in 
all lilngland put together. Those “ creators ” discuss their 
respective geniuses willi a detachment so perfect that it 
disarms the suspicion of immodesty ; they regard them 
as something het\\»oon a St. Vitus’s Dance (for which 
you can’t be held responsible^ and a proprietary demon 
that wants your blood and will have it if you don’t keep* 
on propitiating him. They detest popularity as the 
abhorred thing; they loathe “people”; they live in a 
fenced aloofness, taking in one another’s admiration. 
Where the three novelists among them get their knowledge 
of humanity 1 cannot conjecture, for lovo is of the essence 
of such knowledge. Tanqueray, it seems, had a genius; 
that found it enougli just to glance at people once and then 
lookeil away. He had an “ eye that unstripped ” at sight. 
Well, I have my doubts of Tanqmmy and Ms rapid regard 
dHhabilletiT, 

I gather^ that tho main purpose of Miss BiKCXiAm's 
book Is to show that a woman^s iijenius prefers her to 
yeinain virgin. Jane Holland married a publisher, with 
results unsatisfactory both to her genius and husband* 
Him Lempriere, on the other hand, tliough she’ was 
tha» ready to marry either of the two male ereatorsi'' found 


them implacable, and so remained single, to tho great bimetit 
of her genius. With men we are to understand Unit 
marriage is not so damaging. To Tatunicray, who for soum 
obecure reopson took to wife tho cruue little niece of his 
lodging-liouse keeper, it was simply an episode. lie jhst 
marnod, and then, after a little, forgot all about it, enct^pt 
when sho and his genius were in his room at tlws same 
time, and then ho showed that he recognised her presenue 
by being rude to her. 

The Creators is without question *a groat hook. Ai one 
point it promises even bettor things, but it runs on too 
discursively by all sorts of delightful turns, and when 
it does stop it is not because it has got to tive end, 
but just that you must stop somewhere. And I feel a 
I little that the author sornotimes writes from herself to 
herself; eitlier of choico, like her own “ oroatom,” 0r 
' because her imagination, tine as it is, iloes not iternnt 
her always to see things with her reiulois' eyes. Take tlie 
Brodrick clan, for instance, numerous and prehensile as t he 
tentacles of an octopus, Apart frojn ihe doctor, 1 ootdd 
never toll one of them from another. And, though I am 
confident that the author loved most of all licr chartwiters, 
I confess that I loved only one, and that was Laura, Who 
bad a genius — the only kind, thank Hoavon, that she 
possess^, though she could wi*ite nice paragraphs'^ for 
always sacrificing herself for somebody else. 

1 ask leave, in conclusion, to pay a very sinociu liott^ge 
to SijfcuAiB for a book which every fovet* f>f tho ]%hfc 
woid and the rare thought will count as Achievehs&t. 
Less human^ perhaps, than either The or |%s 
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Ihdjmiate, it muKj have won for iiev a place in the very even liis latest (which, you observe, we are not setting out 
front of iiKKlorn (iclKjfi, if slio had not been tliore already to praise), can deny that lie has an exceptional potitr of 
long ago, analysis and synthesiH, wliorewilli to dirsi'ct and poiiray 

liumaiiity, its niiinnors, morals and moods. In T/ir Oshotnes' 
Clai/Juatiji^t ( Ml, ruri'iN) is anotlicM- page, or rather anodic*!' I (Smith, Em>t<ir) wo have “the story of a woU-boni girl 
574 pages iind nearly ♦another (juaiiev of a million j who marries into a family of 770?n>ra//,r r/e/u'.s, and, at fust 
words, of (ho Chronielos of the Eive 'rowns, in whoso pro- repolletl hy the artless vulgarity of licr now connections, is 
\inciul diearineHH Mr. Ahkolj) JiicNNKTT Ihids the raw ! at last won over by discovering their underlying simplicit) 
nuvterial of so many of Ids novels. It is called after a^aiid gieatnes.^ of heart.” The true distinction hotvveen 
Bursley youth, whose haptismal nam*^ was Edwin, a])))ren- lelineiiient and vulgarity is not well made The former is 
(iced hy fatc* and Ids father to the paternal printing biisi- shown as a matter ol fashion, doubtful ftisldon at tliat, 
ne.ss, instead of Ixdng allowi'd to follow the more alluring lather tliuii of instinct; tho latter is iiiaikod hy a few' 
game of arcliitocture. It tells how ho kicked in vain suhtletios, over-cinphasi«od. You are more annoyed wilh 
against the printing-})i(‘ss, liovv he foil in love with Hilda ', tho author for repeating so often “a handsome huiy ” than 
Ac'S',v/ru//N, who maiTicd anotlier a few days after she had . with his cliiiractei' for iliat original utterance. Moieover, 
promised to become Mrs. Clai/fiitiufvr, liow ho hocamt^ a; it would seam that not tho well-horn giiTs point of view 
prominent Ikirsleyite and found that hie was still tolerable I »nt the new connections’ speech and holiavionr vary with 
and printer's ink not (piite so black us his fancy had the progress of tlie study. You will read it, of course, you 


painled it, and how 
11 n ally, on })uge 
573, “ alter a whole 
docado his nostrils 
quivered again to 
tho odour of lier 
olivo skin.” It also 
gives — down to the 
last guitor-lndton — 
the minutest dolails 
of tlie lives of his 
father (wdio <hed of 
softe'iiing of the 
brain), and some 
do/(»n otliers of the 
iiihahitantH of Jhirs- 
ley. .And the end is 
not yet. In 1911 
wo arc promised 
([»r sumahly at tlu* 
same length) tlie 
pre-nuptial history 
of Hilda, a ml at 
some future dale 
Mr. IblNNKTT w ill 
nnvi'il the siuu'ets of 
Edwin and Hilda's 
married life. To 
sliort - winded vcadei'S 
who are belter at 



will enjoy it pio- 
hahly , hut ailmiie it 
wholeheartedly yog 
cannot. Therein is 
good reason to com- 
jilam, for there is 
tliat about Mr, Uijn 
HON which makes 
you, or, at any rate, 
me, /inxious to ad 
mire his w'ork with- 
out I’eservation. 


'iMjiper ( 

' Hii'lh[ 
i«l.pul||E 
le thaTT 


IMPROBABLE 


rmnni.l-M-JILU's 


I'.KH'. En AOMrirANCK T' 
A(T11K>S. 


TIIK or A Mir>U.'\L C'O.MEDV 


I'jion tlie w'lMpper | 
of A Spiiit of i” 
(Mkthokn) tih^.j 
hshors toll me t 
“ it is, above every- | 
thing else, a luippy 
hook”; and, mucli 
as I resent such 
critical dictation, 1 
am hound to admit 
tliat tlie descadption 
of Miss I’eocjy WuM- 
LiNo'.s latest novel 
is a v'cry true one. 
E tipli rnsync Mao i c , 
the. mirthful spiilt, 
is a y oung jierson 


maga/dno sprints than long distance reading, the [irospoct who, iHigimiing life in auspiciously as tho orphaned daughter 
of tackling tlie complete trilogy, even in annual stages, of a Human Eel (” a contortionist,” she is careful to explain 
may appear as formidahle as a Marathon race. But furl later, “not a freak”), conquers circumstance and her 


my’ part, having complotod a tliird of the coui’He, f hope, 
all being well, to win to Shopherd’s Bush in 1912. Eor 
ill spite of its huge length (and the lerrihlo sentence on 
pi^e 573 about tlio olive skin), ('lanhaiKjvi' is a remark- 
almv hook. 1 feel as if 1 know' Edwin and Hilda an fond, 
ev'on without Parts Tl. and 111., thanku to tho extra- 
ordmavv detail witli wdiicli Mr, ikiNNi/rr has described 


husband and his mistrustful family by simple ImppineS'? of 
disposition. Tlie thing lias lieeu done before, you will 
remember, in another medium. There is indeed much of 
tlio high spirit- of Pippa in this Enphimpnc, wlio will 
probably prove as irresistible to most readei'S of tlie book 
as .she is t(i tlio other cbaractors in it. Many of those, too, 
are excellently drawTi , in jiarticuhir Miss Hapio, a very 


tliein and their Hurromulings. And 1 like his mind and his I lifelike study of a certain stage-type, and her quaint 
sense of humour and pathos wliich hoi]) him to make a j Bohemian circle ; and the w'holo thing is written with an 


dramatic story out of such unpromising material as every 
day life in Bursley. 

'Die critics are as tired of sayiug that Mr. E. F. Bknson 
overwrites himself as ho must he of hearing it. Ho would, 
therefore, bo saving everybody trouble if lie would spend his 
time writing tlio on^ masterpiece, of which he is clearly 
capable, instead of tlie dozen novels which fifty men might 


easy good-humour tliat is bound to be popular; though 
the author has yet, 1 fancy% to learn what is essential to a 
Htoiy and what not. Her theatrical knowledge, however, 
is certainly above the average ; it was refreshing to find a 
novelist’s heroine appearing as an untried Turn at the 
lieginntng of a music-hall programme, without being told 
that the house was “ packed from floor to ceiling.” Htill, 
Pimie ^succeeds hei'e as every where else; jmd, des^'ves to, 
liave written as well. No one, howev€^ who reads his books, as quite one of the most charming Mvtantes of the season. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Ko liUle excitement of a moEt 
pleaEUrable kind was, we hear, caused 
among the Boyal Families of Eimop© 
^aSt week by the announcement that 
II.S.II. Princess Viotobia of Leinin- 
OEH of fechloss Waldleiningen, Baden, 
itad won a prize of hve shillings in a 
competition instituted by The GhTs 
Own Paper ami Woman\H Ma(jazine. 
Tfiis is considered a nasty knock for 
tiiose individuals who are constantly 
asserting that I’oyal personages would 
iiover he able to earn their own,- 
living. ; 

From Berlin it is reported that 
Gormans are still inhaling the 
perfmno of the “ Duke of Edin- 
.burgh ” red rose as a cure for colds, 
and that this experiment of Hod 
Hose V. Red Nose is meeting with * 
sensational success. The siglit of 
citizens with a rose strapped on to 
tlie proboscis should certainly add 
to the gaiety of the capital. 

Aeronauts ai'e very much in favour 
of the proposal that ilie Crystal 
Palace shall bo bought as a memorial 
of King Edwaui), as the gardens 
would form an admirable flying 
ground. The only obstacle would 
be the Palace, but this could be 
demolished. 

We understand that the Press is 
about to issue a sjiecial letter of 
tlianks to .Sir II. Behuhohm Them, 

Sir John IIahe, Miss Piiyllis 
Dake, and other distinguished 

f )atroii8 of a recent murder trial, who 
ly their presence iielped to make 
the function sucli a brilliant affair. ;■ 

j;-. _ 1: 

It is not often tlmt the Legis- < 
lature betrays a sense of humour, ;; 
but, under the provisions of the law 
as to criminal appeals, a convict has 
lately appealed against a sentence 
of twelve years’ imprisonment and 
gono away with it increased to fifteen 
years, thb Court deciding that the 
pr ivious sentence was too light. 

To discourage the practice of paint- 
ing advertisements on footpaths, the 
Law Committee of the Kensington 
Borough Council propose to submit to 
the Home Seobetaby a by-law making 
it an offence punishable by a fine of 
forty shillingB. We may be wrong, but 
it seems t<f us that even at this price 
it would still he one of the cheapest 
forgis of advertisement on the market. 

A first edii»iiiOiii of MinTOK^k Paradise 
having been sold for ^130 last 


week, several living poets write to us 
to draw attention to the astonishing 
cheapness of the first (and only) edition 
of their works, of which a few copies 
are still to be hod. 


been shot at Elhaiii, near Folkestone, 
by Mr. J. Foreman, a local resident. 
We ’ll beach birds to be rare ! 

“There are still plenty of ragged 
edges and ugly gaps in the actual work 
of the educational macliinerv,’' said 



r w 


THE MARCH OF SCIENCE.^ 

Mr. Asquith in his rectorial address to 
the students of Alierdeen Univei'sity. 
Certainly the kind of “ rug ” that the 
students of Aberdeen go in for is badly 
in need of mending. 

“ Association football,” says an offi- 
cial report from the Straits Settlements, 
“ was introduced in September, and is 
now a counter-attraction to watching 
cock-fighting and bull-%liting/' This 
has encouraged the authorities in Cen- 
tral America to try once more to get 
the game taken up as a substitute for 
the weekly revolutions. 

“The most devastating strike that 


could occur/’ says Would 

be a watch and olocii mskeis’ stiike. 
But lh«w would never have tlie heart 
to do it/' This is tuitifense. We have 
a clock which spikes every QuarteM»f- 
an-hour. * 

A Fupojsf of the paragraph flriflW 
in last week’s Pmeh as to facing a 
Town Clerk, tliere is now a sitnilar 
opportunity for ladies. Our latest 
evening paper is advertising “ Attractive 
Features for Women.” 


lA BREAK WITH THADITIUN ? 

I 

f “Ho i«i d^ttcriUd at » ‘N(’ 
but his woik did uol fiit’ttdy iVHi I hi* 

liaid-fthd-faHl ihi* ilvsiihiihitk iidgUt 

iiiiply."— Prrtu Mhm c 

Dbead sporter of the whtUnvasli- 
BpnttercHl s{k>i mn ! 

1x>iy 1 of tlio lurid tUMe and 
fervent wig f 

liauding the land wheie (and 
i 1) weie bo-rn -n, 

J To audiences enviably big 
' Causing the Ci^ckney. vvlm bn 
trust reposes 

In you, drab disappointment 
when he seeks 

That storied soil of scarlet hair ami 
noses, 

And Hob Hoy tartan bmoks 

Say ! can it be there dimly lotnns a 
limit 

When Hucli ebullient art shall 
cease*) to take ? 

When you must comb it down u 
bit and trim it ? 

Speed the glad (lay, foi* puir auld 
Scotland's sake { 

With wliaiHo<»ver garb and “gag” 
you then trick 

Your “ turn,” may we the innova- 
tion watch 

And bail the same as haply leas 
ecoentrio, 

But, happily, more Scotclj I 

Journalistic Candour. 

“ 111 next HaiunUy V 1 m«mo of thin |>Rpv the 
writer will givr tlio o<»nehuUii/o( eii'th»lp 
HcvioH, when the vexed 4p(trHllou of WlM^ther 
tlioro are or are Sot lii tJio N ow Tooio^ry 
will be dbti.*tiB80d, a Hubjisd .ibout whhiii nh 
niuoh that is unimre^ry atiii uliAurd hsi;* al« 
I'oady been written,”- 

To the JTew BiUlard Btar. 

Little hoy Obay, conic chalk up ^our 

cue, 

I 've finished my and tti|^ m 

waiting for you ; ^ 

The red in the middles ban in 

the D, ' ' , 

Bo in off, and in off, and never mimt me. 
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THd FAKER OF ODES. 

[Ml*. Kcohevelt is rclwrtod to Imve a}i)K^al(!Kl to all his literary friends 
lo come to the trout ana demand fair ])lay for hint. 1 have engajfed/' 
he myn, “two minor poets— one a natnrc-lsker — to defend me.” A 
hratxi of {Ktet <'lofiely relatcMl tea the (fcima Itere so pititures(|uely named 
is fami.iai to uh on this side of the Atlaiitii .] 

Thkao gently. 'Tis the jpoet’s pitch ; 

*Tis here that lie contrives to fashion 
Those rare effects that make us itch 
To know the actual scenes from which 
Ho wrings bis wealth of literary passion. 

Go softly. It is sacred ground. 

l<Vom ten to four (excluding luncheon) 

Here his infatuate footsteps pound 
Steadily round and round and round, 

Wearing a hollow in the stones they cruncli on. 

Ho does not want to preen his wings 
In solitude among the curlews ; 
llo must be near the heart of things, 

Whei*e he can “ place ’’ the stuff he sing-^, 

He must l)o near the ballad-mongers’ purl'ous. 

In this repellent cockney square. 

Where you and 1 no trace of Pan see, 

He tracks the goat-god to his lair, 

And reconstructs the tranced air 
Proper to oaten pipes — all done by fancy I 

Yon arid clump of sooty trees — 

To this his rapt and rolling eye adds 
A hint of gardens where at ease 
J.oll the supine llesperides. 

Or groves the haunt of dreamy Haiwadiyads. 

A sparrow twitters in the mud ; 

Instinctively lie seems to feel a 
Sense of the lark’s ascending flood 
Of spiral imisic thrill Ins blood. 

Or else tlio sad, sad plaint of Philomela. 

A kitchen-maid takes in tlie bread ; 

Her hair is limp, her skirts are sloppy ; ^ 

At once lie gets inside his head 
A dream of women, dear and dead, 

Their temples wreattied witli amaranth and poppy. 

A coster-girl, plumed like a hearse, 

Exchanges chaff with Alf or Ikey ; 

Ho sees the iNStter in the worse, 

And tells, in Fominiscent verse. 

The shadowed loves of Eros and his Psycho* 

' Goins of a like authentic thought 
So have 1 noticed, by the acre, 

* Where “ real old Chippendale ’’ is wrought 
, In Totteiiliam Hood and freely bouglit 

At fancy prices off the gifted faker. O. S. 


It sDldoiu oeuurs that o^cn a majority of tho civw it'main in a ship 
aft«i' paying off, tiicrofore tho axohARgo goiiorally moans a busy time for 
tho i>ort and collar box of tics .” — TAe JJover Tunes, 

We had often doubted it, but the logic of tJiis convinces us. 


*'T)ici'o ore 4,622 familicB in the oity, and this numl>er multiplied 
by 3,475 gives the above populatioii, Henderson’s are compiling a new 
^duHiotory for this city, and claim that the above method is used 
ill determining tho population.” — T^ram, 

An apology would have come better from them than a 
claim. V 


VAPOUR1NGS IN THE VOID* 

[H^HA aekmwfedtfmnls to Mr, ArUvnr Christopher JBmsov,.] 

Bv the courtesy of the Editor of Maundefs Weekly we 
ore enabled to quote the following extract from its weekly 
camerie, 

** With the main principles of modem financial legisla- 
tion of course it is impossible not to be in agr^ment, for, 

I though 1 should not personally like it, if the Btate were to 
say, * We demand nineteen shillings out of every pound of 
your income,’ I should not question the right of the State to 
demand it. If there is one thing that X do earnestly desire 
it is that as 1 grow older I shomd not come to cling, in an 
aggrieved spirit, to What I have got, if the Btate demands 
it from mo — whether it be my motor-car or my college 
window, my thread of gold or my altar fire. 

“ 1 cannot help feeling that great harm has been done of 
I late by the outcry oi the wealthy at the increased taxes, 
i At the same time it is extremely inconvenient if you have 
I calculated your expenditure on one basis to have to reduce 
I it suddenly. Personally I feel a little sore at having to sell • 
one of my isles of sunset, and the prospect of having to 
surrender iny liill of trouble to lie cut up into allotments 
fills me with unmitigated sadness. It is certainly a weak 
point about the new taxes that they have been claimed 
with special emphasis from owners of land, although land- 
owners have developed a far more sensitive conscience with 
regard to the welfare of their tenants than. was tho case, 
say, in the time of the Wars of the Boses. 

“ Literary men, too, like myself, who have acquired lauded 
property out of money professionally earned, naturally resent 
being held up to scorn as guilty persons who have com- 
mitted a sort of crime against society. In my own case 
nothing could iie more unjust. In evidence I have only to 
mention the catliolic appreciation of all scliools of literature 
that 1 have displayed in my introspective outpourings during 
the last fifteen years. My veneration for Homkh, Milton, 
and Shakhi’Kark does not prevent my admiring the vivid 
and vital work of Mr. Harold Begbie and Mr. Francis 
Gribble, Mr. Titterton and liord Wintbrton. The' 
difference between tlie lowest circle of Dante's Inferno 
and the Abyss which Mr. T. P. O’Connor describes in his 
new magazine is only one of degree. I have never said a 
hard word of anyone. On the contraiy, for a great 
many years I have provided the reading public with a 
constant supply of absolutely amiable and wholesome men- 
tal pabulum, as digestible and as nutritive as hlaitc^ 
mange. That with such a record 1 should now be con- 
founded with greedy, selfish and useless persons wlio 
rush along country roads at a dangerous speed or 
slaugliter innocent pheasants out of the mere lust of 
blood, is a sad injustice. I have no wish to kill any- 
thing, My wants are simple. Four typewriters and four 
amanuenses, so that by working them in shifts of two 
houi-s eacli I can dictate for eight hours a day ; congenial 
surroundings; an outlook on smooth-shaven lawns and 
immemorial elms — and I am content. 

“Unfortunately there are too many people who prefer in- 
flammatory talking to sedative writing, and these are the 
people who engender discontent. I cannot help thinking 
that if, by a system of contributory State insurance, every- 
body was able to secure the possession of a t^'pei^ter by the 
age of twenty-five, and then set him or hers^ down to the 
task of introsj^ctive reminiscence, a great deal ofdhe ferment 
and unrest oi modem life would be dissolved in a flood of 
innocuous self-xevelatkm. ^Oiere have been who 

were content with only writing ten lines, or say 120 Woi^, 
a day ; .but with the aid Of a shorthand-wrM or a 
typewriter it is quite posable, m I have pmvefl by the 
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STUDENTS ON THE MAKE. 

Mb. P. E. Biii’rB. •‘KABXBB OP EPIOBAM^^4UBB IQ! I " 

Mb. Wwstom Cbobobii*. “WSOTE A HOVHL 1H HIS TOUTH—IilKB ME I" 
TboMUBB. ‘-TaAVEEIiED IN SHE HAS®— LIIEB U& HOW DOBS II BSD ?,’ 
[Mr* W. E. MainrFiacinr^i|o0yAt iifo«rifeiubMn4 l»a« jtifft bo^ 





J I'CHll-Air Fit H'f. “linin' — AIIA'I AIHK'I A WlMtOW Ol’J-A ? ’ * 

ShocM Ifos! . “ WlMKiVN OfKN ! Alv l»KAIt IMY, no AOIT KNOW 'niRHK cwr— ('(i,vr TWO«AN'l»-NTSI!»'KN( R KUH I 


I oxperionco of tlio lust ton years, to write 4,000 words in 
an afternoon, 24,000 words in a week of six days, or 
1,248,000 words in a >c;ar. Kvon if the result is never 
publiHliocl, there is somothin^» extraordinarily soothing in 
the mere sense of acdTievonient which a steady output 
jiroduces. Nor must wo forget the immense ])ower which 
volume and reiteration exert on the average mind. As 
DiKKAMf.i remarks in one of Jiis most illuminating phrases, 
‘ Few ideas are correct ones, and what are correct no one 
cart ascertain ; but witli words wo govern men.’ ” 


LINES TO MR. CHILVER. 

OuH patlis in life are not the same ; 

1 know not what thou art . 

I have not learned thy Christian na i e, 
Noi where thou hast a i)art ; 

Yet would I clamour to the sun, 

Ay, carve on every tree. 

In poignant phrase, beloved one, 

How dear tliou art to me. 

it is not for thy virtue. Nay ; 

If thou hast aught of sucli, 

I bless thee, but 1 ’m bound to say 
It would not move me much ; 

Not for the glories of thy brain 


That ever leapt to mortal eyes 
That searched wliore all was dark. 

Vainly to find tlico, late and long 
Wo laboured, all and each , 

We scaled the starry heights of song, 

• And plumbed tlie drops of spotich ; 

Thou wouldst not hear us tliro’ the past, 

Vain was the toil we bruiiglil , 

Wo gave thee ujp , and now, at lust, 

Lo, thou art hero nnsouglii ; 

And mine it is — al), happy hour ! - 
Mine, mine, and mine alone, 

To give to all Iho fairest flower 
Tlittt poesio has known. 

And henceforth, while the spheit's ap[iiaud, 

To many a throbbing lute 
Thy happy Name shall ring abroad, 

Wherever it may suit : • 

And all the bards tluit bay tlie moon 
Will bless thee, Mr. Chilvku, 

For this thy pure and steadfast boon, * 

^ A perfect rli) mo to .f ?7rrr. DuMdAnM. 


(If any) art thou dear ; 

Nor should I mind if thou wert plain, 
Thou thing without a peer. 

For oh, thou art a sweet surprise ; 
The rarest, blithest spark 


The Cftatus of JSdltors. 

In refendng lo young pfsiiAKLi's misMon to Miiinlairgh 
to ^rsuade Loc:khabt to take the cHhtorshvpTlf new 
London daily, The MepremUativc, a reviewer of the, 
of IWaroeW’ writes : “Them was <mly one^lnteln 1|b be 
tW editor of a daily paper was in those days deijirned 
bene^li the dignity of a man of lettorw/* Jhit that >vas, 
of course, before tlie CiiiBrKN trial, 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 


an oar by machinery, and fitted inside views on marria^ and theseiILqueltion 
with a gramopluone that sings the old were to be '€ihsolnteJy ; and, al^e all, 


New Vogous rs Venice and London. Venetian boat-songs and gives the it was to be full of qiiiie immistahabld; 

Palazzo Pizzicato, weird howl of the gondolicri when real, well-known peeplo! Popsy, Iiady 

(hwid Canhl, Venice. they ’re going to turn a comer. Bamsgate, who figur^ in it under t^e 

Deaukht Daphne, — 1 ’m staying hei'e Bay Kymington is hero, staying with thinnest of dii^uises, had agreed to 

with Princess Piz/Acato (formerly Clytie the Pluinmerys. When wo were out bring a libel suit (the strongest su^ a 
Vandollarbilt). Her sixth husband on the water after dinner last night, he pubhsher can play, my ddirl) against* 
seems, on the whole, more of a success sang us one of his ** Venetian Vara- Fetcham, as soon as the novel appeared, 
than the five previous ones. Tlie lett^.** in return for a share of the profits. 

Prince is quite a nico fellow, and she’s I hear something from London that’s And now, just as the reading public is 
only had to pay l)i8 debts twice! just a little bit rather. Babs St. Austin, holding out its hands and positively 
Numbers of people one knows are at asyouknow, is by way of being literary, screaviing for the book, the whole 
their places here. Every woman who and at the Sistcr-Scrihblers’ Club she thing ’s fallen through! Etponrqnoi^ 


counts has her palace on the 
Grand Canal or the Lido and 
her flat in Paris, and 1 think 
it’s just a little bit too hod 
that i haven’t. I ’vo said so 
often to Josiah, and ho says 
he’s quite willing to rent a 
palace hero and an app'irte- 
incnt in Paris — for both of us ! 
It ’s of no use my tolling him 
til at ’s not the idea. He 


simply won’t see it. 
Tlio Pi/.xicaio Pi 


The Pi/.xicaio Palace is 
a funny old place, with a 
complete sot of liistorical 
associations and things. I 
heliove tlioro *ve been stiletto- 
ings and poisonings in all 
the rooms, and thoio arc 
still the remains of quite 
lovely oubliettes in some of 
the floors. Clytio complains 
of it, however; sajs it’s 
pokey and not suited for 
entertaining, and “ doesn’t 
amount to anything.” She ’s 
applied to the authorities to 
know if she may buy or 
rent the Doge’s Palace. She 
almost claims it as a right, 
for some of the Prince’s 
ancestors were Doges or 
Council of Ten- or something. 
If she succeeds she means 
to have the Golden Staircase 
aUei*ed, and electric lifts 
everywhere. The great 
Council Chamljer she would - 



W«t10T 1- 


Mother. ‘‘Oir, Jiomiv, I’m amiamed of you. 

NTOJllLH WJGN I WAS A I-JITLE OIIU..” 

liohhy. “When did you ijkcin then, Mummie?” 


I ^LVEU 'JOLD 


Oh, it’s too delicious! Be- 
cause, my dearest, our two 
ftnninine intellectoala fell 
out as to which of them 
should write the great love 
scene in the next to tl>e last 
chapter, “ I ought to write 
it,” |aid Babs. Why so ? ” 
asked Miss licstrange. "'You 
must forgive me, dear friend, 
for saying I am quite sure i 
tlie public would decide ! 
most eviphatPally that a i 
scene requiring strength and 

f iassion should l)C handled 
ly Bybil Lcstrango rather 
tiian by I-iady George Bt. 
Austin.” *‘Z ought to do 
it,” persisted Babs. “Isn’t 
it only charitable to suppose 
that a married woman has 
liad more ox^ierience of love 
tlian a single one? ” 

And then, my dear, 
several things were said — 
and then several more things 
— and so the book won’t 
appear — and crash goes tlie 
literary and intellectual 
friendship that was to put 
to shame a^ll ordinal y female 
friendships. 

People are talking about 
an artist in boots who has 
just opened a salon in 
London. His boota and 
shoes, I hear, are not only 
things of sheer joy to look 


use as a ball-room, and the dungeons as struck up a friendship with the great at, but are fitted with springs that give 
ice-rooms. Bhc would have the Bridge and only Sybil Lestrange — a literary you any sort of walk you may choose : 
of ojgha removed altogether and set up and intellectual friendship, not liable to the glide, the stride, the frivolous little 
in tlie grounds of her “ million-doUar any petty or catty interruptions — in pit-pat, tlie school-girl skip, and the 
home” in New Jersey. The dear thing short, my dear, a quite superior brand chamois-leap (for those who still cling 
is qhito unaware that sInj ’s the lm.$t bit of friendship to what usually obtains to the hobtle-skirt), Hildogordo writes 
of a Vandal. AEcanIraw, sbesaysshe between u.s poor, ' shallow, frivolous that h‘s salon is simply every 

liaies to see steam -boats and launches women. Collaboration having been a afternoon. They all sit waiting in the 
on the lagoons, and that her idea is to good deal in the ah’, tliey agreed to dark till a curtain is drawn back and ; 
“preserve old, picturesque, romantic coUab., and they’ve been at work for a walking-boot is seen on a brilliantly 
customs and traditions, and yet to some time on a mrmn d clef, Babs sop- lit dais, wbfle a hidden band plays 
avail oneself of modem impi*oveh>ent8.” plying the c/^/ part and Miss Lestrange a march. Then the em?tain shuts 
Bhe fames out her idea by having a most of the mndn. The dear, cod It out again. Presently the hidden 
fieetof mofcOr-gondoIasofthetradithmal reading public's mouth wad watering band be^ns a droamy wi^ts, the our- 
black colour, each with an automaton- over the advance puffs out by tain is dmwn back once mom, knd an 
gsibdolier standing in the stem, dressei Fetchain, the publisher. The novel evening shqe is show]n--^ana so pn. 
in correct old Venetian style, waggling was to be Iw’id, It was to be daring, Its Later, when pec^le are having tffa and’, 
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Bibbliilg ^itavs, a crowd of pfretty 
maBT^td^R aces an emembk dance, 
showing all the steps and jumps and 
twirls that the Beauty Boots and 
Shoes, a^ tbeyVe called, enable one 
to do* BSverybody swears by them. 
IVe only heard of one little hitch, 
^opsy, Liidy Bamsgate, was in Bond 
Street one afternoon, wearing a pair of 
Beauty Boots fitted with the tcliool- 
gid skip, and either she couldn't quite 
manage it, or someone ran into her, 
but anyliow she came a cropper, and 
now she 's doing a rest-cure. 

* pongrats, my dear ! 1 *ye hit on a 
name at last for my filly by Pickpocket 
and Jigmw. I’m going to call her 
FoiynJVJ Ever thine, Blanchb. 


OUB MASCOT COMMISSION. ^ 

We seem indeed to be living in a 
super-superstitious ago. No party 
embarking upon a hazardous adventure 
is complete unless attended by a mascot 
in the shape of some unfortunate 
animal — generally a kitten. A speci- 
men, for inslanco, was taken by Mr. 
Wellman on board the Avtef ica, but 
it did not ensure the success of his 
undertaking. Other mascots, whether 
carried by the Shamrock or competitors 
in Gordon-Bennett motor races, have 
proved similarly unavailing. Even toy 
Teddy bears liave failed to propitiate 
the goddess Fortune. It is high time 
to put the whole matter on a more 
scientific basis, not to speak of a 
business footing, when so many dollars 
are involved. 

Wo contemplate, therefore, request- 
ing two of our leading occultists, Sir 
Oliver Lodge and Mr. W. T. Stead, 
to straighten things out. We look to 
those authorities on the subliminal and 
supra-normal to discover and put on 
the market a thorougldy up-to-date 
and reliable mascot. It must be 



durable, portable, able to withstand 
sudden shocks and emergencies, not 
susceptible to weatlier changes, easily 
put into operation, prompt in action, 
of a reasonable price, and suitable to 
the most varied exploits. It may be 
wanted by an intending Derby winner, 
a commencing theatre-manager, a can- 
didate wooing a constituency, an officer 
attacking the foe, or a client adventur- 
ing mat^mony. Kittens, it will be 
seen, 4o not readily fulfil these require- 
ment They are cheap, it is true, but 
they i^w up, and are not easily carried 
on hm^baok or up the nave of a chureh. 
Somelli^kig is wanted that will go into the 
poeklll without sufiboation or creating 
a Guinea-pigs and rabbits 

av^ m without tbeir points, having 
he^ tog habituated to the eonjurlng 


Yomg Lady {afUr three, haute of **clM§ica" for a ahUHiig). “W«AT A bHAMK, iIack. 
They ne ysu viaynd the Natiokak Anthem at tub mkimii.” 

profession ; but the average sportsman to force — must of course Ih) projiciiy 
could not satisfactorily dispose them traineil and maguetiztxl or (iiherwise 
about his person, unless he wore a rendered efiicient for thoir purpose, 
gamekeeper’s coat. Wo shall be glad if tliese steps will 

On the whole, we think the condi- lead to the remedy of this m i»g evil, 
tions would best be met by the for— in the recQpt words of Mr. Bait, 
miniature tortoise frequently to be vov& — ** Dp it wo must I Zigkao. 


profession ; but the average sportsman 
could not satisfactorily dispose them 
about his person, unless he wore a 
gamekeeper’s coat. 

On the whole, we think the condi- 
tions would best be met by the 
miniature tortoise frequently to be 
seen on costermongers* barrows. It 
will stand a good deal of rough 
usage, is inexpneive, and can be had 
about two inches long. The ** insect ** 
will not grea^:^ ^dd to the e^utant’s 
fighting or fiymg weight, and might 
be worn as a Im^ooh by tR lady. The 
tortoises, ot whateyer tomal is finally 
seleeto by the toseei Comuto w— - 
whose hands we do not wiidi unduly 


“Burlcg ill* CoinwoW Hunt run, 
a fox WMi itoto nn empty eoitRgO attU ttn;ik \n 
tUe ebimnoy. The huiiteiiiSB Indiieed it 
eome down, aihI the heundi ilt; SR 

the floor.’’— 

It doesn’t sound much of an indtufla- 
meat, and we cannot ludp teclifig thtt 
the huntsman kept soUfi^hing bads 
from the Ion. 
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A COLD WORLD. 

Hbrbebt is a man who knows all 
about railway tickets, and packing, 
and being in time for traiife, and things 
like that. But I fancy I have tauglit 
him a lesson at last. He won't talk 
quite so much about tickets in future. 

I was just thinking about getting up 
when he came into my room. He 
looked at me in horror. 

My dear fellow 1 ” ho said. “ And 
you haven’t even packed ! You ’ll be 
late. Here, get up, and I ’ll pack for 
you while you dress.” 

“ 5^,” I said briefly. 

“ First of all, what clothes are you 
going to travel in ? ” 

There was no lielp for it. I sat up 
in bed and directed operations. 

“Right,” said Herbert. “Now what 
about your return ticket ? You mustn’t 
forget that.” 

“ You remind me of a little story,” 
1 said. “ I ’ll tell it you while you pack 
— that will be nice for you. Once upon 
a time I lost my return ticket, and I had 
to pay two pounds for another. And 
a month afterwards I met a man — a 
man like you who knows all about 
tickets — and he said, ‘ You could have 
got the money back if you had^ applied 
at once.' So 1 said, ‘ Give me a cigar- 
ette now, and T ’ll transfer all njy rights 
in the business to you.’ And he gave 

me a cigarette ; but unfortunately ’ ’ 

“ It was too late ? ” 

“ No. Unfortunately it wasn’t. He 
got the two pounds. The most expen- 
sive cigarette I 've over smoked,” 
“Well, that just shows you,” said 
Herbert. “Here's your ticket. T’ut 
it in your waistcoat pocket now.” 

“ But I haven’t got a waistcoat on, 
silly.” “ 

“ Which one are you going to 
put on ? ” « 

“I don’t know yet. Tliis is a 
matter which requires thought. Give 
me time, give me air.” 

“ Well, I shall put the ticket here on 
the dressing-table, and then you can't 
miss it.” He looked at his watch. 
“ And the tnw starts in half an hour.” 

Help ! ” 1 cried, and I leapt out of 

bed. 

Half an hour later I was saying 
g6od-bye to Herbert. • 

“ I 've had an awfully jolly time,” I 
said, “ and 1 '11 come again.’* 

“ You 've got tlie ticket all right ? ” 

“ Rather 1 ” and I drove away amidst 
cheers. Cheers of sorrow. 

It was half-an-hour’s drive to tlie 
station. For the first five minutes 1 
thought how sickening it was to be 
leaving the country; then 1 hs,d 
fuight shock ; and for the next twetrty- 
five minutes I tried to remember how 


much a third sin^ to the nearest part 
of London cost. Because I had left my 
ticket on the dressing-table after all. 

I gave 'my luggage to a porter and 
went off to the station-master. 

“I wonder if you can help me,” 1 
said. “ I ’ve left my return ticket on 

the dress Well, we needn’t worry 

about that, I ’ve left it at home.” 

He didn’t seem intensely excited. 

“ What did you think of doingjf ” he 
asked. 

“ I had rather hoped that you, would 
do something,” 

“ You can buy another ticket, and 
get the money back afterwards.” 

“ Yes, yes ; but can I ? 1 've only 
got alx>ut one pound six.” 

“The fare to London is one pound 
five and tenpence ha’penny.” 

“ Ah ; well, that leaves a penny ha’- 
penny to be divided between the porter 
this end, lunch, tea, the porter the 
other end, and the cab. I don’t believe 
it ’s enough. Even if 1 gave it all to 
the porter here, think how reproach- 
fully he would look at you ever after- 
wards. It would haunt you.” 

The station-master was evidently 
moved. He thouglit for a moment, 
and then asked if I knew anybody who 
would vouch for me. J mentioned 
Herliort reluctantly. He had never 
oven heard of Herbert. 

“ I ’ve got a tie-pin,” 1 said (station- 
masters liavo a weakness for tie-pins), 

“ and a watch and a cigarette case. I 
shall be happy to lend you any of 
those.” 

The idea didn’t appeal to him. 

“ The best thing yon can do,” he said, 

“ is to fake a ticket to the next station 
and talk to them there. Tliis is only a 
branch line, and I have no power to 
give you a pass.” 

So that was what I had to do. I 
began to see myself taking a ticket at 
every stop and appealing to the station- 
mastei? at the next. Well, the money 
would last longer that way, but .unless 
1 could overcome quickly the distnist 
which I seemed to inspire in station- 
masters there would not be much left 
for lunch. I gave the porter all I 
could afford — a ha'penny, mentioned 
apologetically that I was coming back, 
and stepped into the train. 

At the junction I jumped out quickly 
and dived into the sacred office. 

“ I ’ve left my ticket on the dress- 
ing — that is to say I forgot — ^well, any- 
how I haven’t got it,” I began, and we 
plunged into explanations once more. 
This station-master was even more 
unemotional than the last. He asked 
me if I knew anybody who could | 
vouch lor me — mentioned Herbert | 
diffidently. He had never even heard | 
of Herb^. 1 showed him my gold 


watch, my silver cigarette case; ai^d 
my emerald and diamond tie-pin — that 
was the sort of man I was. 

“ The best thing you can do,” ho 
said, walking with me to the door, “ is 
to take a ticket to Plymouth, and speak 
to the station-master there^ ” 

“ This is a most interesting game,” 

I said bitterly. “What is ^home'? 
When you speak to the station-master 
at London, I suppose'? I’ve a good 
mind to say ‘ Snap ! ’ ” 

Extremely annoyed I strode out, 
and bumped into — you '11 never guess 
-^Herbert 1 

“ Ah, here you are,” he panted ; “ I 
rode after you — the train was just 
going-— jumped into it — l)een looking 
all over the station for you.” 

“ It 's awfully nice of you, Herbert., 
Didn’t I say good-bye '? ” 

^ “Your ticket.” He produced it. 
“Left it on the dressing-table.” He 
took a deep breath. “ I told you you 
would.” 

“ Bless you,” I said, as I got happily 
into my train. “ You 've saved my life. 

J ’ve had an awful time. I say, do you 
know, I’ve met two station-masters 
already this morning who 've never 
oven heard of you. You must enquiie 
into it.” 

At that moment a porter came up. 

“ Did you give up your ticket, Sir ? ” | 
he asked Herbert. 

“ I hadn't time to get one,” said 
Herbert, quite at his ease. “I’ll pay 
now,” and he began to feel in his 
pockets. . , , Ti\e train moved out 

of the station. 

A look of horror came over Herljert’s 
face, I know what it meant. Ho 
hadn’t any money on him. “ Hi ! ” 
ho shouted to me, and then wo swung 
round a bend out of sight. . . . 

Well, well, he’ll have to get home 
somehow. His watch is only nickel and 
his cigarette case leather, but luckily 
that sort of thing doesn't weigh 
much with station-masters. What they 
want is a well-known name as a refer- 
ence. Herbert is better off than I 
was: he can give them my* name. It 
will be idle for them to pretend that 
they have never heard of me. 

A . A. M. 

** For Services to literature.** 

“Oontleman desires Ttension in private 
family, to improve tlie Euglish language.*’— 
Advi. iu **TkeJ[>aily Telegra,fh." 

If he is really going to improve it, w« 
will give him a pension of five shillings 
a week. 

“By if they, adeed Hr. Craafotd amid 
Mplaitfle, why wef That is the iiinastion.”— 
SaO^m, Daily Prtw, 

Now then---anBwer that if you oan. 
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Sid 


tflB LATEST MBMOKI8BR. 

** I don't claim,” he said, ** that it *s 
indispensable; but I do say that it 
hils what is a long-felt and sometimes 
an acutely “felt want/’ 

Ho drew from his pocket a little 
moroceO“bound book and handed it 
to n> 0 . 

“ You see,” he continued, ** that the 
work is constructed on the principle 
of the Wficre la It ? There are sec- 
tions for each letter of the alphabet, 
and they can be turned to in a moment, 
But the peculiarity is that the alpha- 
l)ot occurs twice. The first alphabet 
is for the names of one’s friends ; tho 
second, for their presents. Thus, sup- 
pose your uncle Aleck gives you a 
dinner-gong; you will enter him first 
as ‘ Aleck, Uncle ’ under the A’s, and 
against his name you will put Ihe 
word, or words, ‘ Dinner-gong.’ And 
again under G you will have ‘Gong, 
dinner,’ and against it the name of the 
generous donor. Do you see ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ I see ; but I don’t 
follow you w^ien you insist on the im- 
portance of the work.” 

“Ah!” he said. “Ah! But you will. 
You are to bo inaiTied shortly, is it 
not? ” 

I acquiesced. 

“ And the presents are ))C'ginniiig to 
roll in? ” 

“ More or less,” I said. 

“ And you know whom tliey are all 
from ? ” 

“ Groat heavens ! no,” I replied. 

He smiled his triumphant smile. 
“That’s the whole point,” ho said. 
“Because some day, whin you oie 
nicely settled, you will begin to be 
visited by those said friends and rela- 
tions who have lieen so generous — some 
perhaps with wills to make and money 
to leave, eh ? ” 

He looked profoundly cunning. 

“Very well then," he continued. 
“ You will like each to think that his 



or her present is the one you really 
cherish. In order to do this you must 
have it qw 6videtice, as our lively neigh- 
bours say. But, if you have forgotten 
which is which, how can you do so, 
ospecially as you will very likely have 
several duplicates of the more neces- 
sary things ? Now do you see ? My 
little patent memo-book will enable you 
to disentangle your fish-slices in a 
moment and have the right one on the 
t^ble. The result is what is called 
tact, and tact, if 1 may say so^ is the 
fair wind to good fortune. 

“ Let me toll you a true atory,” he 
W*ent on. **l have a fdend with 
three aunts-— Aunt Bmmeline, Aunt 
Oertnide and Aunt Laura. Although 
id^Miers ihey ore on tha worst of tones 


£oy {to old gentleman who»e /tal Itm been 
STICK, KISTER.” 

and intensely jealous of each other. 
When my friend was engaged they 

g ave him each a present. Aunt Bmme- 
ne gave him silver dessert knives and 
forks, Aunt Gertrude gave him a silver 
tea service, Aunt Laura gave him a 
silver coffee service. But the foolish 
fellow got them mixed up, and when 
Aunt Emmeline came to see him he 
|<mdlled Aunt Laura's oofee set and 
said how much he loved it; and to 
Aunt Laura he nmiised Aunt GW^ude’s 
tea service, and to Aas^ Gertrude he 
]avifdN»d adfectives upon Aunt Bmme* 
line’s dessert knivss. I^he result was 
[lie was disinh^tod hy. each and is 


pioroed bg a falling rt^A^et). ‘OtVE US TliK 

now taking paying guests, who don’t, 
I am told, always pay. Bo you* will 
have one of my Utile b€t>ks, won’t 
you ? ” 

“ heaves ’s*sake provide me with 
one,” I sai d. 

XfUcos a nen Lucendo. ^ 

“Thu convict ■tasguL'fid to the ls«l, his 
iiisrtlad eyes beheld the, edeiic. Ttotu with « 
choking sob, he fell oa hfe hiiecs, and Hh 
anno aboat the poor, waftwl ftn m of hisWiih. 

“ » My poor little gtr| | My jw»r, p«fr IHtI# 
wide t ‘ . > 

“The eontiniudriOU el tlds s||^dld 
story,” saystheadvtotii»«mt,*‘a|gp6ar^ 
in No. 1 of Meriy 



816 


[Novnona 3, 1910. 


» PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CEEABIVABL 



Cabby (badiy icorakd in thit (i(9pul<i). “ \Vi;t,L, I \»rK.s a.s 
TiKTw, Mum, will be an "eaiwk l " 


FOVR-'n HEELER YEK 


WHO IS » PAOIFIOUS ” ? 

[So muoh ouriositr lias boe» excited bj the 
Ipllors »igne<3 “PAcificiw" in The TVwia? that 
Mr, Tnnm fwla oompollod to own his oohmma 
to the Biieoukitions of oorroapoiiaents.j 

Sm, — The identity of ** Pacificus ” is 
obvious. Jle is certiiiilijy a person of 
great authority in the Unionist Party. 
Who is the only such person in the 
Unionist Party to-day ? Who dictates 
its policy every Sunday? Who con- 
trols The Observer, and through The 
Observer, The Daily Mail and the 
Oonferenee? Mr. J, Xi. Gabvw, of 
coursd! Is it not, therefore, evident 
l^at he is ‘‘Pacificus ’* ? 

^ Yours truly, Akothbb OBBSEvsia.*^, 
{Mr, Pumh fears that his esteemed 


correspondent is mistaken. The letters 
of "Pacificus” only fill just over a 
column of largo type.) 

Sib, — It is certain that "Pacificus” 
is a famous politician. It is certain 
also that he is distinguished amongst 
politicians as the possessor of that rare 
quality, modesty — else why should he 
conceal his identity ? I incline to think 
that ho is either Mr. P. E. Smith or 
Mr. Winston CRUBCHinn. 

Yours truly, 

A QuNasBB AT Tbutb. 

{Mr, Punch wonders that it has not 
occuned to his clever correspondent to 
suggest that the letters Of t* Pfiboificus '' 
may be the work of both these genUe* 
men in eoUaboration.) 


Sm,—To my mind there is one dis- 
tinctive feature in the writings of 

Pacificus.” The author is anxious 
to get the Home Buie question set- 
tled in order to pave the way for 
Tariff Beform. Now no memhar of 
the Unionist party, whatever his ulti- 
mate aims, could oontemplaietampering 
with tho Union. Therefore the writer 
is a Tariff Eeformer without any of 
the traditional party ties. The name 
of Mr. J. Ellis Babkbb will spring to 
every one's lips. His associations with 
tho German National Liberal Party 
would certainly not prejudice him 
gainst Home Buie. 

Yours truly, 

England fob the Irish. 

(Unfortunately Mr. Elzbbacher is 
at present engaged in investigating 
unemployment in the States on behalf 
of ’the British democracy ; therefore 
Mr. Punch fears that this solution is 
impossible.) 

Sib, — The letters of "Pacificus” are 
those of a pretentious, pompous and 
futile person. I am only acquainted 
with one person in whom pretentious- 
ness, pomposity and futility are com- 
bined. Mr. J. 8t. Lok Stbaghey is 

Pacificus.” Yours truly, Pohm IV. 

(Whilst obliged to his correspondent 
for his interesting communication, from 
which, however, he dissents in every 
particular, Mr, Punch protests in the 
public interest against any letters 
being sent him on official Treasury 
notopaper.) 

An anonymous postcard bearing tho 
Berlin postmark says, "Why does 
not Lor<l Esheb keep to tho improve- 
ment of Windsor Castle drain pipes 
instead of trying to improve the 
British constitution by letters to T’he 
Times?*' 

{Mr. Ptmch asks his correspondent in 
the future to send his name and address 
with his communication — nob neces- 
sarily for publication but as a guarantee 
of good faith. Ho should try again.) 

Poetic Idcenoe. 

It is the final conflict ; 

Unite, and to-morrow mom 
The ‘ Internationale ' 

Will embrace all humankind.” 

Me/rain a/ (ks rewdniiomry 

hymn, hanrmtuMaie,** 

As an alternative rhyme for the last 
line we suggest — 

" Will be the song of ^e Xiondon 


Promptiiig to Orinio. ^ 

"All tlm mothers were ittvitedi, pemnaded, 
ead fiaaWy won to oook UienwelTee. 






SOMU WOKE HOPEFUL “CONFERENCES.” No. I.— THE POLICE AND TifE CRIMINAL CLA8SKM. 


Fiioui.n run Conference trove to have accomplished the imposstrlx and KKooNiTr.BD the iuuki'onci ladle, thehl viiL 

SKVKKAI. <.THKHH THAT SIlOUl.l) AT ONCE BE CONVENED, WHERE MlNWTKHlAI.IHTH AND OlTOSITlON CAN sn'CEHD, Ml’IlELV OlHER 
BWORN TllOl'ESNlONAL FOK.S NEED NOT DESPAIR I 

— - ' - IP. 


THE MARTYR. 

(“Mr. Lloyj) Ceouue ooinjjlained of an exccodincly bitter atta«;k 
Tnadt! in a nfcW8|iapcr nillod 77ic Spectator, "wliich was edited at the time 
l.y an oxcocdinj^ljr pruteatiouH, pompous, and lutile pomon, who .... 
made i cr onal, olibnsi vc and stupid attacks upon om."—/irport of A>!ccA.] 


Turning when slapped in the face to his enoniios 
Always the opposite cheek ; 

Yours be to sliow (unrewarded by gratit\id«) 
* l^ver this kind of 8t. Cin ysostom attitude, 
Bhedding a balm as you speak, 


What tlmugh the wicked are everywhere flourishing, 
Wolves on the trail of the lamb ! 

Saul in ids hatred implacably nourishing 
Poisonous libel and flam ! 

So you impair not your personal dignity, 

Why shouJcl the waft of a paper’s malignity 
Worry our David a dam ? 


So when historians prate to poslerity, 

Whine that a soumlous tone 
Crept in our politics, sjjoiling verity, 

One, they shall candidly own, 

One, in the midst of the vice ihat was j>vovaltMit, 
Stood and disdained to ho choaidy nialevokmt, 
Hero of Limehouse, alone. PiVOE. 


Think you the heroes who dined in Valhalla had 
Care of the dints of the fray ? 

Deem you, in search of the Grail, that Sir Galahad 
Minded what people would say ? 

Model of courtesy, calmness and rectitude, 
Chancellor, sure in your, stainless i^erfectitude, 
Still let the Editors bray. 

Look you how oft-times the Saturday’s shilling’s gate 
(Football encounters that view) 

Darken tbe air with the floods of their BiUiiigsgate, 
Blacken the sky as they boo 

Him, the controller, the umpire unfortunate ; 

Bo, with his blasphemies crudely itnportuinate» 
Howls The Spectator at you. 

Never you mind, though, how acrid his venmn is; 
BettM the pmrt of the me^, 


Two extracts from The Monihtff Pmt : • 

(1) From ^‘Our Special Reprosontativo on b<»nu1 ibo 
Airsnip; 

“Tho oluuige frara France was cxfitwidliiary j Oie gi’eai 
pUdtiB gav« place to little lielda abut in by that »#NMnrfdl too 

Mniall to BttpiKSrt even a aiogle eow.” 

(3) From M. Henri JulLiot r > 


the sea wa» taiwed I reoegiiiaed by the ehaiaewr l Uc 
eoaatrythatwe wa^ ito longei'ia FnwMsa A JJWh laiid»««^eii IHmi 


m 4»hip look# •dtoetltihg like a ehew-hosMi tk« Iwul lielfS wd>. 
djvi^ owing to the inkling of ettUivation 


owing to the |>revailing 

e euUtm. In Knrfand, however, one peiSei over vaat ei#te» ' 
I hedgimi alinoit like rowe of trees.” * T 


of them must haim looked through the wroug end of 
his tdeseope. ^ i 
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A QERMAf! BATH. 

Parkicb, Wilks and I had 


na qaestions, but 1 wanted more cold 
water and experimented unsuccessfully 
been with various levers in the wall. As a 


** doing ’* Germany on the cheap, and last hope I attacked a cart-wheel affair 
I don’t know which of us enjoyed it on the floor, and after a stiff struggle 
least. Park(3r grumbled the most, but managed to turn it. A flood of cold 
then lie always did, and though Wilks water gushed in along one side of the 
and I tried to look on the humorous bath, and it was aU I could do to 
side of things we lost flesh over it. wrench the wheel round and stop the 
Wo had happened upon a heat wave flow. As I did so, light came upon 
and swallowed a tremendous lot of me in a flash — this was the Prince’s 
dust and flies, thrown in gratis, cheap bath, prepared for him a second time 
though our tariff was. But we couldn’t by his obsequious valet I It was the 
SNvallow the foreign titles that cropped glorious certainty of the fact that 

up around us, wo had too much^ 

British pride for that ; and, as luck 
would have it, at the last town of 
our tour we were quartered on the 
to]|9 floor o! a hotel where a German 
Prince occupied a suite of rooms. 

In our opinion, three English tourists 
were worth more than thirty Ger- 
man Princes, and we dropped our 
boots on the floor at night in ilie 
vain hope that ho was underneath. 

But, alas 1 his suite was on the first 
floor, and we never even caught a 
glimpse of him, though once we 
lioard his high-pitchi, arrogant, 
pnetraiing voice, and the oozy 
fulsome rejoinders of his valet, both 
articulating a language which Parker 
contemptuously described as **tho 
limit.” 

It was tlie last morning of our stay. 

Parker and I had come back to 
the hotel to pack our bags before 
departing for the station. The 
weather was hotter and dustier than 
over, and Wilks, always energetic, 
had gone to the public bathing 
place on the river in search of a 
swim. I had a letter to write, and 
Parker wandered round the liotel to 
kill time. Presently ho thrust his 
face in at the door ; it had lost its 
familiar lowering look and wore a 
bright and alert expressiotf. 

“I say,” he ejaculated myste- 
riously, almost under his breath, 

“I’ve just found a bath-room in 
this blighted hole— bath full of tepid 
water, with a thermometer in it — clean, made me enjoy that bath as I have 
'Warmed towels on the rail — and all that, never enjoyed a bath before or since. 
Whatishalll do?” The cheap English tourists were one 

“ Do ! ” I replied ; “ got into it, man ! up on his Serene Highness, after all. 
And let me know’ when you’ve finished,” Still I admit, when I had finished 

Ho . wasn’t long, and came back tubbing, I lost no time in getting back 
looking wonderfully younjf and clean, to the fourth floor again. I told Parker 
The moil had just arrived and I had the great news, and we were just dis- 
spent a few minutes over my letters cussing it with rapture wlien WiUcs 
before I also found the bath-room, came m, looking supremely dejected 
following his directions. It was with- for the first time on tne tour, 
out exception the b^st I have ever ‘♦The bathing place isn’t open,” 
bqen in — and, to my surprise, the big he snarled. “ Had all the fag of 
porcelain bath was half -full of temd gbing there for noUiing. What dirty 
water, and a set of clean, newly-, 

warm^ towels hung on the rail. Iil Not off of them,” 1 le^Ued. ^Dmi't 
took what 4;Ue ^gods gave and asked ryou woxxy« old ohs^ ; ” and X desoribed 



TO day\:;v 

contempt 

COURT 



A DULL DAY FOR OUR EDITORS. 


to him the position of the bath-room, 
and he was off like a ham. Daring his 
absence we thoughtfully packed our 
own bags and his. In ten minutes he 
returned, fresh as a mountain daisy 
and bubbling over with gratitude. 

“ What sort of a bath did you get ? 

I asked carelessly. 

“ A clinker I ” he cried ; “ and it was 
all put ready for me, clean towels and 
everything. The only difficulty I had 
was with the cold water wheel arrange- 
ment on the floor.” 

“ It tvas a bit stiff,” I agreed. 

“It turned on all right,” said 
Wilks, “ but I couldn’t turn it off.” 

“What did you do?” we asked 
together. 

“ I left it,” he answered simply. 

“What time are we due at the 
station ? ” said Parker. 

^ “ Now I ” I replied — and we took 
our bags and wont. 

As we descended the stairs with 
studied calmness, we hoard electric 
bells continuously tingling on tho 
first floor ; a high-pitched arrogant 
voice raised in anger ; oozy, servile 
tones answering imploringly. We 
came upon the proprietor leaping 
up tho stairs and a stream of water 
leaping down them; and a couple 
of hours afterwards we crossed the 
border, with the secret satisfaction 
that wo had “done” Germany at 
last. 


“To day he atanda aniotig the eloct os a 
gom of the fii«t water, that \viU mellow aii<i 
imi)rovo 3Mth tl*e passiug yoara. " 

The Standard. 

The gentleman who is hard up can 
explain in future that he has put 
aside his diamond ring to mature. 


“The Miisler of Elibank, addressing 
Ulster Liberals yesterday in Belfaat, said 
tl>««t tho Homo Rule question was a far 
wider questicu than it was .” — Irish Times. 

The great thing is to find out how 
wide it is, and then you can give a 
better guess at its present widths 


“Wanted cash offers for six pairs smart 
prize-bred Borders, some fit show; exchange 
boots, blankets, overmantel, gold albert, Canary 
seed, side ornauieuts for marble clock, cuckoo 
clock, anything ,” — Cugi Birds, 

How about a packet of spoiled Form 
Fours ? 


“The harvest foStivsl was held «t Norbtiry 
Ohmroli on Friday lost, the aoared ediftoe being 
tastefully dsooratod with flowsi% c^,.etc;” 

We have h6m idbnned cidliielV’bs 
by some of the larger mrtows. 
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* 8cene — fr(iitinff-‘ioom at * 

Fmid MhHut {fis vrtinf of next vMim %$ n-mtounred). “Juht ikin't think about i 


MAfL-BAGS. 

No. VII. — Thk Aviator’s. 

Je\myn St., W, 
Knmcili Sirayle, PUq. 

Dpiar Sir, -We have tliou^^ht of an 
c^xcollonfc ulea of mutual advantage, 
wliicli we beg to lay before you. 
want advertisement ; ycyit no doubt are 
open to increase your income. If you 
will arrange that all press notices of 
your flights contain words such as 
“The introiJid • airman alighted un- 
Hcatliecl, coolly smoking a ‘Eaniosos' 
cigarette,” or “ Before starting the im- 
perturbable birdman put to his lips 
one of his inseparable companions, the 
famous ‘ Rameses * cigarettes,” w'e are 
jnt>i)ared to pay you a royalty of £1) 
per insertion in any high-class journal. 

Yours faithfully, 

The Pharaoh Tobacco Co. 

(Angw(»r : Mr. Swayle leaves all these 
details to his press agent. He under^ 
stands that an offer of £1,000 a year 
certain has already been made Ifor the 
same privilege.) 

pisAn Mr. Bwayle, — It is very diffi 
cult for me to l^egin this letter. I have 
almady torn up— oh/ acres of writing* 
paper. Bver since your daring flight 
TOrk Margate to Southend, I have been 
every time I have seen your 


photograph or your name in tlio papers. 
Perhaps you will guess now what is in 
my heart. You will remember liow 
you came to see The Girl from Jericho 
and the wdiole house rose to cheer you ; 
but I wonder if you will remember the 
little girl who took the part oCFifi and 
sang her heart out to you that night ? 

Yours always, Myrtle Vandkleur. 

(Answer : Mr. Swayle leaves all these 
details to his press agent. Please fix up 
an ajipoiniment with liim, when the 
matter will receive duo consideration.) 

Dear Sir, — Wo have commissioned 
one of the foremost dramatists of the 
day to write us a bioscope drama which 
will centre round the rescue of an im- 
prisoned heroine by aeroplane and asup- 
pos€)d flight from the Isle of Man to the 
coast of England. Wo shall be pleased 
to cast you for the leading part m tliis 
drama if you will sign the enclosed 
contract note. Yours faithfully. 

The New Dbaiu Teadirg Oe., Lti>. 

(Answer : Mr. Swayleretums the con- 
tract note with some eugmted altera- 
tions. A minimum edition nf 5,000 
I films should be pdnted andgramophone 
records arrang^ to go with them.) 

Dear, Me. SwAttiis,— Have you ever 
considaed the posffih^ties of the poli- 
tical eare^ lies ^thiti your 

grasp f for a young man who can 


carry votes with him there are mnier- 
seoi*etaryships and even higher posts 
waiting, and we are confident that at 
the next General Election your nalionul 
popularity would prove a most \ abiahle 
asset to our party. In my own mind I 
can foresee a seat on the Commit I f*«« of 
National Defence being offered l(» you 
later on. Yours very truly* 

Gervase LANOnAl W. 

(Ansiver : Dear l/ord Oorvase, -My 
press agent repoHs fin cmrahly on vowr 
suggestion, and I simll he pleasi’il to 
discuss the matter with >ou in person 
if you will call on mo at 9.15 a.m. 
punctually on Thurstlay week.) 

Dear Swayle, —Turn us in a column 
of your views on the Bacon -Shakspearo 
baldenlash this evening without tail, 
and 1 will tell my Kdiloi' to try and 
keep space for it in The Dmlq Truth. 

Youfs,* Bmn 

(Answer hy erprens tnnsenyer : lk>ar 
Sir Benjamin,-- Delighted I I aii|| sup^ 
posed to be the guest of the caning 
to-night at the iloyal Boeiety dfcner* 
but I will throw that Over and fiwito 
the column for ybm i hof )0 your 
Editor will manage to the 
open for it — last tiin<H y4>ti remd|Rber, 
my article was croWded oni hy: that 
mterviiew with the Eiiin sri^o stayod* in 
bod for twenty yea%) 
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POPULAR SAYINGS ILLUSTRATED. 

“Takinc his pleasures sadly."* 


OUR BOOKINQ*OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mb. W. B. Maxwell, whose work is never less than 
interesting, has written in The Best Cure (Methuen) a 
story as clever and powerful as any tiling he has done yet, 
thougli it possibly will not rival his earlier books in popu- 
larity. It is a tale entirely of one man, John Barnard^ the 
strong, self-made hero of a hundred triumphs, who, at the 
climax of his devastating progress through hnanoe and 
politics to an assured ^erage, is struck down by the 
collapse of heart and brain, and condemned to the torture 
of a ""rest cure," to which only death can put an end. 
Not, you perceive, exactly a cheerful theme ; yet there is 
more entertainment in it than might be suspected, especially 
in the earlier half, which tells of the meteoric rise of 
his capture of the rubber market, and his marriage 
iiilo the delightlully human family of Lord Rathkeale. It 
after the break-down that personal complaint against 
the author begins. The physical circumstances of Bnt^ 
i/md*s end are given us m altogether tbo painful detail. 

exists to-day a sehool of clever writSrs whose 
Client aim it is to bring the vm;y odour of theehloro^m 
their pages; and | am so^ to fmd tha^ MaxWjou^ 
powhr os a story-teller is ip aMi of no «u^ 
dieBtioiialde aasistai^ is hers guilty of la# of good 
MSi or, more po)it^y, this Um of pathi#%io 
tiPt the thing Is, of course, tuftsmely vw 


makes my dislike for it the greater. As 1 say, however, 
the beginning of the story is excellent., the Bathfmtes 
wholly clfarming, and the part about the genesis of ilie 
rubber-boom gives a touch of historic interest which should 
have for many readero a wistful fascination. 

You will admit that it was vexing for Jcannic, the hmvine 
of The Sins of the Children (MUj^h and Boon), who liad 
married above her, and was enjoying her llrst diimer jiariy ! 
with her husband’s people, wlien lier luw-liorn father stwl- 
denly dashed into the room on all-fours, haviag udstsken 
the house for the one next door, where them was a 
children's gathering. It was a bit disturbing for um, too. 
becausa 1 had been so long familiar with the orimual of 
tliis anecdote (about Bothkbn, wasn’t it ?) that its re^ 
appearance as the crisis of Mr. Ho«Ai;iE W. 0. Ne^'Pte’h 
story rather shook my faith in his oieations. This was 
the more a pity because he has written about them in a 
style which would otherwise carry a* good deal of nmtivk- 
tiom Jemn4e, as I have told you, married into a sm^rior 
social plane, and as a consequence woti^what uepeoted j 
her ti$Se old father. That is part one. In mil two! 

now a widow, has a growing-up son who ^|rea^s . 
her p {iecisely the same fashion, when aotne tsmnee 
WlMf pam ho the future behaviour of thli son’s ehiUjpm, I 
begip to ask myself whmw Uie bs«>fc Was likely t4«top/ 
ends, a tride abruptly^ by Jmnmh surfmder 
IP aKib of an old t«mr, who is the rpl hetx) gt the 
iimg ImperialHa, with some yroimunoed plsws 
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(which I should like to thank Mr. Nkwtk for letting him 
voice at such length) on the German Menace, and alto- 
gether a desirable person in every way, A clever and 
unusual piece of work wliioh, but for the incident recorded 
above and some apparently very oateless proof-reading, 
would have been altogether satisfactory. 


soldiers no chance is missed of putting in a good word for 
any ci\'ilians who happen to be about. Moreover,'’ are 
not all the characters, bo they never so minor, delightfully 
portrayed? Let us be profoundly grateful to Whatevor- 
his-rank-niay-be H. VAUOHAN-SAWYKft for writing this 
novel, and to Messrs. Mills and Boon for publishing it.'' 


In taking the love-affaiis and adventures of Sir Harry It is some time since 1 first read a book by Mr. Beoinald 
Frankland and Agnett Sutriagr, and altering them to suit Tubnbb, but I well remember tliinking that, if he were nob 
his requirements, Q. has placed another point to his credit actually among the big msn, he was at least working on 
account. Perhaps some of us who cannot have too many the right linos, and 1 had him marked down as worth 
of his Cornish tales may regret that Lady-Oood’For- watching. Consequently, when 

Nothing (Nelson) is but mildly reminiscent of the Duchy. (Chapman and Hall) came along, I anticipated, in spite of 
I doubt, however, if ho has ever drawn a finer character the obvdous struggle for a smile in the title, that I sliould 
than liuth Josselin, and J am sure that the irregularities be able to report progress made. I am sorry to say that I 
of life have never been treated with a greater tenderness cannot. Mr. Turner seems to me to have turned back, 
and sympathy. In her childhood Huih—a poor servant- Ho tolls the story of the marriage of an Italian nobleman 
girl — was a victim to the cruel spirit of New England of ancient family with an American heiress. There are a 
Sabbatarianism, and while paying the ))eualty for a trifling few complications, some Yankee slang, and, very near the 
offence was befriended by Captain Vyell, Collector of end, two surprises, one mild and the other ingenious though 


Customs for the Port j- 
of Boston, Massa- 
chusetts. To him 
she owed her escape 
from poverty, her 
education, and a 
lime in which her 
only unhax>pinesB 
was that slie scarcely 
ever saw lier bene- 
factor. During these 
yearn his conduct 
— considering that 
he loved her — ^was 
admirably generous 
and restrained, and 
his lack of delicacy 
was not really dis- 
closed until she 
agreed to marry him. 

For then he was 
totally unable to 
perceive, with her, 
that a ceremony of 
marriage perfonnod 
by suoli a villainous - 

clergyman as Mr, Silk must he more a pollution than a delightful Diary of a Nobody 



marred by improba- 
bility. These ingre- 
dients might con- 
ceivably m^e a good 
novel — Mr. Henbv 
James has made use 
of very similar ones 
— hut (Mr. Turner 
has not employed 
the skill which his 
earlier work shows 
him to possess. 
Perhaps ho w'on’t 
mind me very much, 
hut so far as X am 
concerned ho must 
j buckle to, or I sliall 
iiave to strike him 
off my list. 


IMPROBABLE SCENES.-V. 

A All‘.h'n\<J OF WAITKl:.s IN llvOK PAHK FIlOTKM'l NO AGAINST TUB Tll*i'lNG SVSI’BM. 


It is now many 
yeors since Mr. 
Punch threw open 
his pages to the 
inspired Pooter and 
printed tlierein that 
(actually by George and 


sanctification of tJioir love. Iler refusal of tliis mockery Webdon Gbossmith), thus starting it on its triumphant 
may starn^i her as a pagan, hut I tliink that \vhen you road career. It now appears in a now edition, wdth commen- 
tliis fascinating story you will admit that she is a most datory epistles, ratifying the soundness of Mr. Punch's pro- 
adorable one. Q. has not always convinced me of the vision, from two such illustrious somebodies as Lord Kose- 
charm of his heroines, so 1 say all the more emphatically beby and Mr. Birrell. Lord Rosebbrv says that he con- 
that JiiUh possesses that rare and imlefinable quality which siders a bedroom unfurnished unless it has a copy of tivis 
wins both love and admiration. classic, while Mr. Birrell expresses Ids delight^that the 

authors chose his name for a cliarwoman in their immo.tal 
We (for Sport of Gods was too good a thing to keep to pages. “ I am there,** he says. The new edition is for the 
oneself, and wo read it aloud to each oilier) have only one pocket, and to adapt Lord Bosebery I may say that 
small complaint to make, and that is that now and then the pocket can be considered furnished without a copy of it. 
paragraphs incline to*hc too short and snapjiy. Otherwise, 
it combines all the merits of a most readable story, an 


t copy ( 

‘•On the fo:iowii»ff Saturday, St. Paul's Cathedral wilt be—for 


engrossing plot well constructed, lu*st-liand information of | tho third time within a few months— the scene of the wedding of 
the Indian fmntier given without pedantry, and tlie nicest Mr. Detmar Blow, the well-known architect, to Miss Winifred Toilo- 
ideas on all the current topics of the day in parenthesis, raache."-— .Srr«n>igp AVies. 

Hukum Singh, typical of the splendid Sepoy, won our The bridegroom seems to marry rather frequently, but we 
instant admiration, and we loved Major Brown and May hope the tlurd time will be luc%. 

*Nom^ from the first. Wo appreciated with concern the 

subtle problem of complex motives which kept them so “ Lady hw outgrown clothes for boy lJyear8."—y<di>t«a“rA«/rf*dy.” 
long apart. Coming with reluctance to the end, We are Then ehe must get some for a boy of 14 it she hisists on 
astounded,^' said we, that in a bod( by a soldier all about dressing in this way. 
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, CHARIVARIA. 

SiB Bpwabd Gbby declared at Dar- 
lington that he saw no need for war. 
XJnfortunatdjr, however, this is a great 
age for luxunes. 

The feeling that there will be a satis- 
factory outcome of the Conference 
grows in strength every day. The 


The CiUiroBiiinoB or Tmm Dvobt of 
IiANOAB'nsB, speaking at the Manchester 
Beform Club, said that he was delighted 
to see the announcement that Germany 
was not only not aooderating her navm 
programme, but rather retarding it; 
and he trusted that might be a prelimi- 
nary st^ towards a reduction of 
armaments throughout the world. 
Seeing that the delay is to enable our 


eatd, intend/* bv way of td 

refuse to dms thi^r shop windoffS 0 
all, leaving them in a state of n^l^te 
nudity. The police wthiM l-hen nave 
to deal with the case. 

** Since when/’ at k i a writer in the 
Bton Colkge Chronicle, **hles U hens 
the custom for lower lioys and a^em 
who have no important |wsHion in the 


mistic. He has issued instructions to formidable engines of destruction, Mr. and to >vatch field matches in top hats 
tlie Peers as to what they are to wear Pease’s faith — and that of the whole ... in a way that would never 
at the Coronation, as though there had Pease party — is as beautiful as ever. have been tolerated a few years 

never been any talk of, — Tut I tutt Tnis must be 

stopped. 

At a recent diniuc: the 
tale was told of the War- 
wickshire yokel who, 
upon lieing asked if he 
knew what BaAas«*nAM» 
wrote for, replied that Ive 
thought he wi^te for the 
Bible.” Curiously etimigh, 
Ben Jokson said of 
I Bacon, He has fi1h'<i all 
I Numbers.” 

‘'s’/*' ^ 

Bir James MouaAV, of 
the Oxford BngUsb l>lo- ' 
t?ionary, has been trlUng 
us how he had to write 
to various authors to 
ascertain the mcaniug of 
certain wonls they Iwl 
used. It is rumoured (hat 
one of them replied that 
ho had been relying on the 
Dictionary to toll Ititn. 

' ' 

In connection with the 
retirement of Hquadron- 
OoKporal-Major Pi o o u k 
TON, of the Royal Horse 
Guards, a oonfcompomry 
mentions that one of this 

jjano to pome out enut tms ^ champion swordsman's 

is one more example of rfost imsational foabi i« 

tow. under the present jT,^MHac. IsmaisTiON." ‘wo M> iwde 

XU-, 'restmg on the mwdc of a 


never been any talk of 
their abolition. 

« >; 
tf- 

Hanover Chapel, Peck- 
ham, at which Mr. Lloyd 
Gp^boe has promised to 
deliver a farewell speech, 
is to be converted into 
ii cinematograph theatre. 
Wo greatly hope that no 
such fate will befall the 
City Temple. 

By the wa/, is not the 
Bcv. R. J.OAMi’BELri really 
a littlo bit hard on his 
friend Mr. Lloyd Grio hoe? 
He vsTites to The Morning 
Post to deny that the 
I’ocent function at the City 
Temple had a political 
object. “ Had tlio Press 
reported any otlier speaker 
than Mr. Lloyd Geohob,” 
Mr. CAMruELii goes on to 
say, “ this would have 
been perfectly clear.” 



Diamonds are now 30 
per cent, dearer than they 
wore in 190B ; and a lady 
writes to us from Park 
Ijano to point out that this 
is one more example of tion sk 
how, under the present 

Government, the price 

of necessities continues to rise. 




resting on the mwdc of ; 
ssistant. Wo cannot bell 


According to The Times the projects kneeling assistant. Wo cannot help 
for the London Memorial to King thinking that the kneeling assistant 


Mr. Hennikeb Heaton has addressed Edward have now bean reduced to is also sotnething of a hero, 
a letter to the Postmastbr<Genebal, two — a proposal by Lord Avebury for " 

sotting forth sixty-two grievances a central building for the University of Mr. h’uEDEitioK Moore, wo aredold, 
against the present system — one for London, and a scheme, supported by has just oomploted seventy-five yoars^ 
each year of the tireless reformer's Lord Esher, for the erection of a membershij^f the choir of St. Mary's* 
life. We understand that, while the museum of antiquities. We do hope Stafford. H<;iwnnany choir-lioys* cail 
Postmasteb-GeneraZi hopes that Mr. that our love of compromise will not mako a similar boast ? 

Heaton may live to be 100, he trusts lead to the establishment of a Univor- 

tltat this letter will not b^ome an sity with nothing but antiques on the The statement that ctmh In 

annual occurrence. staff. the United Kingdom I'ecudvft sMtv 


annuel occurrence. staff. the United Kingdom i'ecuavt< 

, V letters a year is, we causlrt I 

The recent railway riots in Cairo, it In consequence of Sir Edward trouble to the PcMXViikaTSm-Gm 
transpires, wore organised by the Henry’s having refused pcdice assis- An old lady WrltOk cmnidainki 
^tionalist leaders in imitation of the tance to shop-keepers whose windows during the pimt t|astve monip 
French strike. The imitation was are so attractiveiy dressed as to draw rcceim only fiS| 
excellent, even down h) the fiasco. a orowdi a number of j^iadesmen, it is to sektoh for tbe fince J 


VOL. CXXXIX. 
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THE SPARROW. 

Let others from the Ceathereid brood 
Which through the garden seeks its food 
Pick out for a commending word 
Each one his own peculiar bird; 

Hail the plump tit, or fitly sing ^ 

The finch's crest and flashing wing ; 
Exalt the rook's black satin dress-coat, 
The thrush’s speckled fancy waistcoat; 

* Or praise the robin, meek but sly, 

For breast and tail and friendly eye — 
These have their place within ray heart ; 
The sparrow owns the larger part. 

And, for no virtues, rules in it. 

My reckless cheerful favourite! 

Enend sparrow, let the world contemn 
Your ways and make a mock of them, 
And dub you, if it has a mind, 

Low, quarrel^me, and unrefined; 

AoA let it, if it will, pursue 
With harsh abuse the troops of you 
Who through the orchard and tne field 
Tl^ir busy bills in misohief wield; 

Who strip tilth and bare the 
And maJm the gardener^ faoe H he 


Expressive of the w’ords ho could, 

But must not, utter, though he would 
(For gardeners still, where’er they go, * 
Whate’er they do, in w^eal or w'oCj 
Through every chance of life retain 
Their ancient Puritanic fttrain; 

Tried by the weather they control 
Each day their angry human soul, 

And, by the spaiTow teased, may tear 
Their careworn looks, but never swear). 

Ijot us admit— -alas, ’tis true — 

You are not adequately few ; 

That half your little life is s^icni 
In furious strife or argument ; 

Still, though your wickedness must harrow 
All feeling souls, 1 love ^lymparrcw ; 

Btill, though I oft and gravely doubt you, 

I really could not do without you. 

Your pluck, your wit, your nonchalanoo, 
Your cheerful confidence in chance* 

Your darting flight, your bimta of play, 
Your chirp, so sociable and gay— 

These, and no beauty soft or a^iug. 

Hake up your passport to my Ittdng . f 
And for your faulta 1 still defend you, 

Hy Uttle sparrow, and befriend yoy* i 
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MUSIC AND, MUSCLE. 

Thb imteresting information about 
Mr. OoATBs's pliyBioal strength oom> 
municated to the public by the Press 
agent of the Beecham Open. Company, 
has opene<I the eyes of many un- 
thinking persons who have hitherto 
confounded art with effeminacy. As a 
matter of fact, the day of the weakling 
virtuoso is long . past, and singers, 
instrumentalists, composers and con- 
ductors now vie with each , 

other in their devotion to 
field sports and athletic 


able implement, Or skimming across 
the Bowd Pond in his hymroplane. 
Mr. Henbv Wood attributes his success 
as a conductor largely to his proficiency 
in dag- wagging,^’ which dates back 
to the time when he was attached as 
honorary signaller to the Cossacks of 
the Ukraine during their manoeuvres 
in the Caucasus. Mr. Wood also exceb 
in Grffioo-Bomaii wrestling, ski-ing, 
and throwing the hammer. On one 
memorable occasion, when a refractory 


Mr. Coates's speciality 
is that of weight-lifting. 

In the last Act of Tieflam 
he shoulders the lieroine 
and starts off for tlie 
ii^ountains at tlie double. 

But this is nothing to 
what Mr. Coatbb can do 
when pressed. On one 
occasion, when Mr. Mark 
Hamboubo was playing 
the pianoforte in his house, 

Mr. Coates, in a fit of 
absent-mindedness, seized 
the instrument by tlie left 
hind log and lifted it seven 
feet into the air. Iho ex- 
traordinary part of the 
performance, however, 
was that Mr. Mabk Ham- 
BOUBO, by a supreme act 
of unconscious levitation, 
went on playing all the 
time until his Herculean 
liiost had lowered the 
ppanoforte to its pristine 
pjosition. 

I M. Paderewski is ad- 
^oted to punching the ball, 
wle jumping, and high 
diving. Sir FbedericA 
Bridob can throw a fiy 
further than any other 
Mus. Doc. within the four 
seas — ^no small achieve- 
ment as any oDe who has 
tried it will readily admit. Jn his youth 
Sir Hdbbbt Parry was a redoubtable 
cricket player, and on one occasion hit 
the ball so hard that it broke in two, 
one portion being caughthy cover-point, 
while the other went to the boundary. 
The umpire, when appealed to, was so 
bewildered that he called , no ball,*' 
and shortly afterwards went into the 
wiiie trade. 

^ & Cbaklbs Stahvord of late years 
has htken to tossing the camber and 
ihay sometimes be seen practising in 
Kmington G^ens with this fonooiA^! 



THE COMMERCIAL 

I SKE Mil. DoODOS, PU5ASS ! 

PARTED WITH Mr. DoODLK THREE AVEEKS AOO, SlR 

violin player refused to obey his orders, aik 
he seized the rebel by the scruff of the dri^ 
neck and hurled him clean through the Shi 
bass drum, which was standing some the 
twenty feet off. abl 

It is perhaps needless to, remark tliat 
. the strongest of all our musical strong 
I men is Mr, Max BAMBERaER, Prom ^ 
earliest childhood he was famed lor bis men 
pugilistic prowess, and .when Sir aeh< 
Pompey Maemurdo deeding to enter- the 


sabres, disarmed him at the first en^ 
counter, and secured his consent to<;tbe 
marriage before leaving the field of 
honour. Since then he has wrestled 
with rogue elephants in the Mofussil, 
he has fought single-handed with twenty 
terrorists in Nnni Novgorod, he has 
swum the rapi^ at Niagara, he has 
ridden snapping turtles in the swamps 
of Florida, and been interviewed by 
Mr, Baymond Blathwayt. 

Strength, again, is ad- 
mirably represented on 
the spindle side of the 
profession. Madame 
Melba, who spent her 
early sears in the bush, 
acquir^ a skill in throw- 
ing the boomerang which 
has on more than one 
occasion stood her in good 
stoad. Thus, when she 
|| was once singing at 

'' Buenos Avres a trouble- 

some gaucho indulged in 
Cit-Cdlis m the gallery. 
Tho officials had tried in 
vain to silence or remove 
liim. At last Mewlame 
Melba begged to be 
allowed to deal with him 
herself, and with one 
beautifully aimed shot, 
wdiich struck the offender 
full on the nose, completely 
saved the situation. As 
the yaitcho afterwards ob- 
served in the picturesque 
dialect of liis kind : “ It 
was the finest slosli on 
the gob I ever got.” 

Miss M.\aGiE Teyt, 
whose brilliant success on 
the Lyric boards has been 
one of tlie outstanding 
features of the autumn 
season, is also an atidete 
of no mean powers. At 
golf her handicap is 

su." 

and she has already frequently out- 
driven the Grand Duke Michaei:)’^ 
She has also invented a new club called 
the Mashia-Bazouk, which is invalu- 
able in dislodging the ball from igggy 


to tidditional scoom- 


K>l plaoeft 
bMiii oft 


Pompey Maemurdo dectined to enter- taouMti of £99 por thm win involve « 
tein Mr. Butamava'n to hk 

Iwod, the violiniiit It. Aiem^ work Ait. to s0>meli 

chsBenged him ^ a duel with hav# 
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THE WORM THAT TURNED. 

A MAN like the Reverend Peroival 
Hayward ought not to be allowed to 
exist, not at least without a licence. 
Every time ho produces one of his 
mathematical pnmlems at the dinner- 
table the licence ought to bo en- 
dorsed, and when the licence has been 
endors^ three times it ought to l)e 
canoelled, and the Reverend Percival 
Hayward cancelled with it. As it is, 
in tne present lax state of the law, he 
is allowed to run about loose, indicting 
grievous mental harm among his fellow- 


**lt very odd how deceptive 

** We wiU take your word for tbat**' 1 1 
animrBd. along with the problem | 

to wrong abont.’* , i 
; lor instanoe,'* he oontihued,! 

^ woitn and : 


hundred pages in each volume, and the 
worm besides in Volume I.” 

“A sort of bonus for the purchaser,” 
suggested Henry, ** instead of the usual 
five per cent, discount for cash ? ” 

“The worm started at page 1 of 
Volume I., took its time and worked 
through to page 500 of Volume IV, 

I There it stop^. How many pages 
I in all did the worm pass through ? ” 
There was a short interval of silent 
and dark suspicion, while we engaged 
in r^id calculations. 

“Pour times five hundred is tiVo 
thousand,” said Henry, gaaing at the 
; Reverend Peroival Hayward with dis- 
trust. “You want us to guess two 
I thousand. Obviously it was two thou- 
sand, but we are not ghhog to guess 
that, !»cy twenty.” 

B^erend PerciTi^ 'tazaMd to me, 
a little diSa^mted. ** It wim not two 
thousands” le eid4« as cm# has a 
gH^vsa^, fo |4y twe^iiahsurd.” 


The searcher for infmmation turned 
away in disgust. “It is your turn, 
George,” be muttered, “and you, at 
any rate, have mohed years of dis- 
cretion. What do you think abemt It ? ” 

“ You say ttiore weie four volumt>s?” 
asked ho. 

I “ Yes,” answered the RtWerond IVr- 
oiva), brightening a little. 

“ And five hundred jmges in each i ” 

“ Yes.” 

George stared stolhUy ami solenml) 
at him and gave Uie matter full oonside* 
ration. “ For my nart,” ho annognood 
at last, “ I don’t oolieve the woitn over 
did it.” ♦ * 

“ With thill book Mr. t'ornliir ^ to 
have arrived, and, if h« novor wrltea eat^her 
litte, hienioheahottM 

We hope Mr. PoBSTUn will go m^writ-' 
ing, aim risk it. 


“Thh iAeriuma th* SSial-eiieif 


viaiiwt aasigb^ 
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SIC. 

Not to bay *‘Ad Naubkam.’* 
{Beiwj extracts from to-morrow's issue) 
Fobeign Newh. 

This invasion of Germany by the 
allied forces* of Montene^o and Iceland 
commenced yesterday, themegotiations 
for peace, which, it will be rememWed, 
were all but brought to a successful 
conclusion on lines drawn up by The 
Daily Mailt having suddenly broken 
down. Tlio Commander-in-Ohief of 
the allied armies telegraphs to The 
Daily Mail : — 

“ Daily Mail, London : We advance 
on Berlin to-night. The spirit of the 
troops is excellent, and they are much 
encouraged by the interest, which The 
' Daily Mail is taking in their cause.” 

in Berlin equal* enthusiasm pmvails. 
Asked to a message to The Daily Mail, 
the Kais»» said ; — 

“The men are eagei^ reading the 
Continental Edition of The Daily Mail 
for news of the enemy. Germany will 
not disappoint The Daily Mail." 

The Daily Mail will publish a special 
mid-da^ edition, while the war lasts, 
contaimng the daily messages from tiie 
opposing generals, kings, foreign sec- 
retaries, chancellors, etc., etc., to The 
Daily Mail. 

The revolution in China was success- 
fully accomplished yesterday morning, 
as forecasted in The Dcdly Mail on 
Monday last, and recorded in the later 
editions of The Daily Mail of Wednes- 
day. The President of the new republic 
cables to The Daily Mail : — 

Daily Mail, London. — 1 rejoice 
to announce to the world through The 
Daily Mail the final triumph of liberty 
and mstice in my country. The Daily 
Mail has always been the friend of 
China, and the new China is grateful 
to it to-day.” 

A long message from the exiled 
emperor to The Daily Mail is unfortu- 
nately crowded out, out will appear in 
to-morrow’s Daily Mail. 

The Daily Mail's great feat of an- 
nouncing the accession of King George 
to all the rulers of the Great Powers 
simultaneously is still talked of in 
diplomatie circles. The Daily Mail 
cable, it will be remembered, ran thus : 

“ The Daily Mail has the honour to 
inform you on behalf of English people 
of accession of his Majesty King 
OnoBaB V. — Daily Mail.” 

^ The flatly Mail's mesiu^ forestalled 
by many weeks the official announce- 
ments to the different courts, and was 
but one mom instance of the prominent 
part played by the press (represented 


in this case by The Daily Mail) in 
modern politics. 

Thb Colobibs. 

The openi^ of the first parliament 
in the Straits Settlements was per- 
formed yesterday amid manifestations 
of intense loyalty ; expressions of 
ratitude to The Daily Mail, which 
ad insisted on this form of govern- 
ment, being heard on every hand. The 
ceremony was a simple one, messages 
to The Daily Mail from all the Ministers 
being read, and the parliament being 
then declared open. 

The Daily Mail has received official 
notification from the Colonial Office of 
the resignation of a certain well-known 
Governor, and the name of his successor. 
The Daily Mail refuses at all times to 
circulate rumours lacking definite con- 
firmation, and this particular rumour 
seems to be altogether without founda- 
tion, no messages to Tfie Daily Mail 
having come through to The Daily Mail 
office from either the Governor or his 
alleged successor. 

Social and Personal. 

Tho marriage between Sir Julius Bupp 
and Lady Mary Milberry was solemn- 
ised yesterday at St. George’s, Hano\;er 
I Square, before a large and fashionable 
congi-egation. Asked during the service 
for a message to The Daily Mail the 
bride said: “I think it is going off 
splendidly.” The clergyman wlio 
officiated, tlie bridegroom, and the best 
man also added a few words for publi- 
cation in The Daily Mail. 

A son was born to the Countess of 
Pimlico last night at Gadogan Square. 
Up to the time of going to press no 
message to The Daily Mail had been 
received from either the future earl or 
his mother. 

Science. 

Communication with Mars has at 
last been established, Professor Onoto 
getting the first message through 
shortly after three o’clock, before a 
large company, including the repre- 
sentative of The Daily Mail. The 
opening message was one of greeting 
from The Daily Mail, as representing 
this planet, to the inhabitants of Mars, 
and ran thus : — 

“Daily Mail, London, to Mars: 
Tho Daily Mail sends greeting from 
Earth to Mars. — Daily Mail.’* 

It is anticipated that this message 
from The Daily Mail wOl be posted on 
the ban^ of all the canals throughout 
the planet. 

News from thb Peovincbb. 

The Great Earwig War in East 


Sussex, to which The Daily Mail Vos 
the first to give prominence, is arous- 
ing such widespread interest that The 
Daily Mail has telegraphed to some 
five hundred well-known people, asking 
for their views on the advisability of 
instituting a similar campaign against 
other noxious animals. We print some 
of their replies to The Daily Mail : — > 

“ Think Daily Mail's suggestion very 
good. — Selfridob. ’ ’ 

“ The Daily Mail's suggestion is 
most valuable. — Gam age.” 

“lam entirely with The Daily Mail 
in this matter. — S andow.” 

Other replies to The Daily Mail from 
the Archbishop of Canterbury, the First 
8ea Lord, the Lord Chamberlain, the 
President of the Eoyal Academy, the 
Prime Minister, the Leader of the 
Opposition and several royalties are 
unfortunately crowded out. 

Stop Press News. 

An extraordinary case is reported 
from Hertfordshire this morning. A 
representative of The Daily Mail called 
upon a gentleman, who shall remain 
nameless (though he has a certain 
reputation as a writer), and asked liim 
for a message to 'Vhe Daily Mail in 
regard to his forthcoming book. He 
replied that lie would be — that, in fact, 
he had no message to give Tho Daily 
Mail', that (as far as our representative 
could make out) he did not like The 
Daily Mail; that he could got on per- 
fectly well without The Daily Mail; 
and that if ever he did want to com- 
municate with the world through the 
press he would avail himself of the 
columns of some other paper than J'he 
Da i ly Mai 1. His relatives are extremely 
anxious about his condition, and a 
mental specialist has been summoned. 

A. A. M. 

The Dundee Courier informs us that 
“ at a recent Suffragette social one of 
the fair workers in the cause of woman’s 
freedom was heard to remark : — ‘ You 
see, 1 cannot speak in public . ; . But 
1 always go out at night wlion a 
meeting is about to be held and chalk 
notices on the pavement with my hus- 
band.’ ” It seems a clumsy way. Why 
not do it with an ordinary piece of 
chalk ? ^ 

“To-night an exhibition of hand-bell rioging 
, . . will take tlie place' of tho usual Hfippy 
Kvenings for the People.” — Jri»h Tiinea. 

Bad luck. 

“ Bnt there was that in human nature Wkiuh 
brought men together wheiTthey met” 

I Zwsrpaol Xk/My Pad. 

i Human nature, as we* We often said 
before, is a '^fonderf ul tiding. 
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Mr* Margarine {on hired inomt, riding m epurs for the first tiuie, sciiloquises). “ I r]iS.9UME 
T1I18 AKIMAL ’ASKT KXVKK BEEN ltII>I>KN I)V A CiENTLEMAN SEFOAS." 


THE Okhh* 

How nobly cm that pious ikltsmoon 
1 startM forth, how 8^>lendidly ijj 
armyed t 

In silken hat and patent leather shoon/ 
And creases sbaip on either pantaloon, 
And robe befringed witli braid, 


To call on Mrs. Tliompson, 92 
Carnarvon Terrace (terraces be 
blowed !) ; 

1 happened on a bus of pleasing hue, 
And travelling on its top admired the 
view ‘ 

'And reached Carnarvon Koac\ 


t v 

There first of all a faint forgetfulness j 
(Bom of the dying loaves ihat fringed 
the path) , i 

Took me ’of Mrs. Thompson's true 
address ; 

“•What was the actual site?” I mur- 
mured, “ Bless ! j 

I had it in my bath. ' | 

“ I know it all the morning ; 1 cpuldj 
swear — . r ' Ij 

I nursed it when I started, unforgot’; 

Yonder is 92 Carnarvon SqdargJ^' ,, ‘ i ' 

A fine commodious house; sM' might' 
live there." ' ' . ' * ' ! i 


She might, but she did not. 

1 flushed Carnarvon Avenue, I clomb 
Carnarvon Hill, I Sutured tp ex- 
^/plore ‘ v' 

Carnarvon Flats, imperious ples^ure 
’ dome, ’ ‘ . ' ' ' 

Where' Alf, the sacred porter, stood at 
home ' ” 

Behind his burnished door. 


THE OLD G.P.O. 

6t. Maktin9*z»s>-Gbano stands deso- 
late. 

I love the old plaoe,^ for I 've done 
business there for many' years. I re- 
member once being, greatly touched 
when an official behiiid the counter — 
whether by accident or, not, 1 cannot 
say — said “ ^ank you I " tp me. From 
the day, in my early Imyhood, when 1 
asked at the counter for a free supply 
of stamp-edgine (of which I w^as a keen 
collector at me time)'^ to only , last 
Thursday, when l^ oaaljied a postal 
ord^r for 3«. 6d., which*!* had received 
from one of our great dalBes for a little 
effort from my pen, I bSVe only once 
failed to obtain there what 1 asked for, 
and that was oh the former of the 
two occasions I have mentioned. 

In my early years 1 learnt that one 
oould always rely on obtaining 0 n»*s 
postil^ stamps ^uite fresh at St. 
M9<tms*]e*Grii^, imd the fiavow of 
the gum wa» superi^^S and^ jrw 
m always get otir proyhdons mm 


Stores, we always get our stamps 
and postal orders from the General 
Post Office. As my wife has so 
truly put it, when talking of this 
rule of ours, “ the best is goc^ enough 
for us." 

It is natural to feel more confidence 
in dealing with headquarters than with 
branches, and the trust 1 have placed 
in the G.P.O. has rarely been betrayed. 
How prompt and accurate they are 
there. MSS. posted at the GP.O., 
I find, come back with astonishing 
celerity. * True, a letter I posted in ’66 
to a friend in Brussels was delivered 
November, 1908, to a person of 
similar name in Abei'deen; but I do not 
complain of that. I made £1 2s. 7d. 
by paragraphing the incident for the 
pms, so I have no grievance. 

1 shall not feel so happy in the new 
building, 1 know. If my mends do not 
hear tSm me very oftmi in fatai»rX 
hope litey will understand. And wiQ 
emUns kmdly note thak payment by 


So hour by hour I trod the mazy round, 
And mild policemen watched com- 
passionate ’• ’ , ' ! 

As gravel sweep on gravel sweep I 
ground, . 

And servants bade me bootlessly 
. ‘ bound ' . ' 

From gate to clanging gate. 

On half a score of bells I smote amain, 
From half a score of mansions 
turned to flee; 

Where’er Carnarvon wove its winding 
bane 

(Except Carnarvon Terrace), racked 
with pain 

1 trumpet for tea. 

Tiiis was a month agone, end time 
' does fly ; 

Theiefme X ’ve penned these vers^ 
i ofrm^ f Y 

Hoping thai, If they ohoooe to cat<m 
her eye, » 

They nmy eoqpkim to |i£is. xhoiaikBdii 

I hai^ iml eaEet Ihm 
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SOMK MOKK HOPEFUL “ CONFEKENCES." Ho. lI.-MtSTBESS AND MAH). 

We fuel confident that the NATUBAr. KNEMIKH DEPICTED ABOVE HICIIT AI,SO FIND MUCH CWMON ORODND, AND ABRIVE AT A 
NKTTLEMKNT OF MANY OU'WTANDIKO QUEHTIONH. (WHETHER THE F0T4.0AVERS *’ OF ANY OF TIIK “ PARTIES ” OONCEIINKD WOVIJ) l»E 
BATIHFIED 18 ANO*J’li£B MATTER.) 


OUR PRIZE NOVEL IN TABLOID. 

Messrs. Boomer & Boomer have 
pleasure in presenting a tabloid version 
of thoir £125 Prize Mystery Novel, by 
Mr. “Guy Oliffe-Warwick/’ a young 
author hitherto unknown to fame. It 
will be observed by tlio extracts from 
reviews which they quote that no 
author of recent years has received a 
heartier welcome from the Press. When 
their representative called on Mr. 
Oliffe^Warwick at his combined room 
nea>^ Battersea Park, to inform him of 
result of the commtition, the young 
novelist expressed himself with the 
engeging terseness that seems to be 
peculiar athdbuta of great men. 
is a bit of all right/' he said, 
**|or 1 was just on my uppers. Hease 
dOKi't cross the cheque.'^ We predict 
g tdamphaht career for the latest 
eomer in successful Action. ^ 


BED PAINT. 

A Mystery Novel by Guy CUffe-Warwick, 
Charter the First. 

The Light in the Studio. 

Henuia Hemstitch passed q^uickly 
out of Hampstead Town HaU, and 
without a moment’s hesitation directed 
her steps towards Frognal Gardens. 
Hjsr home did not lie there, but to- 
night she was mad — madl The blood 
burned in her veins. She was sick of 
the subscription dance, siok of the 
young clerks in made-up ties who 
asked her if she rinked. She thought 
nothing of the youth to whom she had 
^romisi^ the louridi eactra. Pah ! 
[** The stylo is brisk and mchilarating.” 
^Daily Tetegra^.) 

Tunmig into Ji^cgnal Oar^iens, she 
stopped^ A misehievous ^eam cmne 
intolbereyes. Was not that studio 
of Bjadaw IMber^ ^ yonthfnl B.A. 7 


There was a light in it. aMi 1 Huniiing 
swiftly down* the gravel path, she 
knocked at the door. A rattle of liolts 
and chains, and it was opened by 
Hedrick himsoif, a fsi) -haired giant pf 
twenty-one, if as much. Bquaiuiy built, 
he still found time to play three-quarter- 
back for the Corinthians- -a man in- 
deed I (“ Pull of grip and 
Gentlewovtan.) 

*‘Oh, if you please, " said Hermia, 
dropping a coy»oifrtsey, ** I m th#«iew 
model.” And without waiting iw a 
reply she brushed past him andeiltcred 
the studio. j 

For a moment the athlete^jigtisit 
stood amazed. Then a happy linile 
crept up from under his |#iden 
moustache. . ^ 

“This is if/” he gaid. “Thffao© 
I have been waiting ibr for Jears. 
Xiittlo star,” and he |ag|Ki up im the 
blue d»m# of ^ heavens, “ 1 |pank 
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thee." (**If there fie one person we Too late, thev went to find Dauber, ting |$art of tlie evidence: Wlijr did 
like moro than his heroine, it is his He liad vanished^ and a large To Lkt Hermia Hematitoh visit iDedrick Dau-i 
heto.**^l^mcdkle Ohrontch) board leaned drunkenly over his garden her at midnight ? We have heard that 

_ railings. Bui Hermia had been seen, she wm seen to leave his studio at two 

Chapxbb thb oetono. 2;hat night two heavily-built in tlie. morning. What was sha. doing 

‘ ‘ Who Steals my parae ateata trash.’' ^^ 1 ^ called at her residence and enclosed tliere? Gentlemen, I will how dismiss 

Coming back from the subscription her wrists in bracelets of the kind tiiat you to consider your verdict." 
ball at 2 |a^., Mrs. Oateye-Sinith, with harbour no jewels and rarely find their But at that moment a shout rang 
the Misses Oateyo-Smith, those jilaiii way to Attenborough’s. (“Abounds in through the court. “Hear mo. I irm 
and elderly virgins, w'ero passing ‘ picturesque touches." — Standard,) be heard!” Stalwart policemen, 

' ' t boxers most of them, felUback like 

Chapter the Last. before tlie sickle, and a strange 

Tlip \erdiet. figure burst on the vision of judge^ 

*I’lie Old Bailey was crowded to re- jury and spectators. “ Hear me, my 

-JL lord I ’ * I am Dedrick Dauber 1 ” 

‘ I (“ A grapl)ic storJ ^” — Wexford 


through Frognal Gardens when Letitia 
Cateye-Bmitli grasped her mother's 
tulle sleeve. “Mother I ” slio gasped. 

“ My dear — ^liow you frightened me ! " 

“ Look I ” — 

All Uirec looked. There, 
coming alot^ the giwvel path 
of Dedrick Dauber’s residence, 
was a well-known figure— that 
of Hermia Hemstitch, the girl 
all the men W^;e mad about. 

They held their breath. Hermia, 
on reaching the pavement, 
picked up hei’ skirts and ran. I 
Bhe had not, seen tliem. The 
tiiree ladies looked at each I 
other. Oh, what a scandal for| 
Hampstead I Chuckling with 
glee, they hurried home. (“ The j 
frailties of human nature are 
laid bare on his canvas with 
an unsparing brush .” — Church 
Times,) 

CH.iPT£B THE TUIIU). 

By M'lioso baud ! 

We must return to the liour 
of 1.30 A.M. r,C. Bigboots 
(“ His work is punctuated with 
a delicate and lively wit” — 

Daily Chrmicle ) , passing 
through Frognal Gardens on 
his nightly, rounds, suddenly 
stopped, and, stooping down, 
shone the light of his buirs< 
i.eye lantern upon a form that 
lay still and mute on the pave- 
ment in a pool of blooa It 
was that of a portly, well- 
gentleman of fifty. 

Murder!" muttered P.C. 



ABLE AND WILLING. 


Examiner,) 

Da uher ! A thrill ran through 
the court. Dauber ! 

White as death, unkempt^ 
and witli bloodshot eyes, the 
young artist was asisisted into 
the witness-box. said 

the judge, “ what have you to 
say, Mr. l)aul)er ? ” 

I will tell you." He pulled 
at his collar. “ fell you." He 
gazed round the court. . His eyes 
met Hermia’s. ‘ ‘ Bemember my 
reputation,” hers seem^il to say. 
(“You must read this book, 
dear.” — “Ma(^e" in Truth,) 
“My iord, I had been work- 
ing late, • finishing one of my 
Academy pictures, when there 
came a knock at my studio 
door. I opened it. There stood 
Miss Hemstitch. (“Thrills you.” 
— Southport Visitor,) * Come ! ’ 
she crim. ‘ Something has 
happened ! ’ I followed her. 
On the pavement without lay 
the body of a man, bleeding 
and insensible. * Stanch the 
blood,’ I said to Miss Hem- 
stitch, handing her my hand- 
kerchief, *and wait here,’ and 
I ran up the road to fetch a 
doctor. Hardly had I turned 
the comer when I was seized, 
bound, drugged, and placed in 
a motor-car by three masked 


Bigboots. By the corpse lay 

a iiandkm'chief. He examined it. It i idetion, (“ He has a masterly grip men. (“ We found it impossible to put 
bom the name of “Daubei'." “ Now,” of tlio English language .” — Briiisn the booK down until we hod turned the 
said P.C. Bigboots, “what would Weekly^ The atmosphere of that last page ." — Leeds Mercury) .When 
’Olmes do ? " He considered. “ Say ancient fane can generally be cut with I came to myself I was in a small 
notliing." He put the handkerchief a knife, but now it was moreso. (“ His room, lit only by a barred skylight ; 
in »his pocket, bleviT his whistle, and simple diction delights us.” — The and there, my lord, I have until 
with the help of two otlier constables lio^,) Heavy*, sulphurous clouds hung to-day, when I managed to etoape by 
conveyed the body to the mortuary, in yellow masses overhead. The air breaking the bars." , . 

Still saying nothing, P.C. Bigboots was stifling. “ Who could have been guilty dl 

retired to rest. Aftw a day or two In the dock, pale but composed, sat this gross outrage cm an uimfl^snw 
he began to have misgivhigs about Hermia Hemstitch. (“1 loVe, oh, I manrV exojMmra^jud^. • 

his silimoe. London was in a fever love, how I love the girl ! ”-^aicbs “T^t," Said Dsnhev, with 
abo^t the murder. Who could have Douolas in The Star.) The judge “may be shown eXMm. .A Suooessfid 
done it? ’ Atle^h, slowly, alcmt re- was iust concluding hk anmfnmg-up. , mim always hhs eiteinieiu*^^ ‘ . 

luctantly, P^l* x^boots prodnoed the “And now, genfknkn*'" :he time," sd^ this $hdgSij/4l 

tner i m in a tihg handteeml^ Aneing. at t^^jqry^ )“we ..eome to havejome i 

prompt dismissed from the Force. whatMcnkS te be 
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A TRUE FRIEND. 

Jfiustcsa, “I’m ho HOiiiir to heaii that you anh Ci.ai>y.s have QrAnuEia.Kt)." 

Jifr IteareM Fnewl. “Ykh, uabmno, and it’s all about you. She kaid that you were mean and trNTRUTHFUi. ; THAI 

FLritTKD OUT’KAOEOUfUiV WITH JaOK KaKES { BUT, WHEN ftHIK NAID THAT YOU MAD YOUR CLOTHWH MADE BY A NMALL LOOAli I>IIKSNMAK»I»| 
WELL t I REALLY C'OULDN’T STAND THAT 1 ” 


Dtiubor, “she, of course, terrified by 
iny non-return, must have retreated 
into t))o studio, leaving my handker- 
chief behind her. After the body had 
l)eeii found and removed by the con- 
stable — I have read an account of the 
case in this morning's paper — she, I 
take it, emerged from the studio and 
hurried home, and it was then that 
she mu^t have been observed. . , 

(“ Worthy to rank with Gaboriau him- 
self." — Publishers' Circtilar,) 

“ Thank you, Mr. Dauber, that will 
do," said the judge. 

As Dedrick stepped out of the 
witness-box he glanced at Hermia. 
Her slow smile assured him that he 
had done well. 

** My lotd," said the foreman of the 
jury, who did not trouble to leave 
the box, “we find the prisoner Not 
0t7UjTy." 

vetyj^per verdict," said the 
jute. (“ Has evidently made a cIob^ 
sttjmy of onr elaborate legal system," — 
^ ihMdee Nem-Letter.) ^ 


hIpiLOGun. 

Three weeks later Dedrick and 
Hermia were seated at dinner at the 
Lord Warden Hotel, Dover. The 
lights shone softly ; the wine gleamed 
golden. Dedrick lifted his glass of 
liqueur to his lips. 

“A toast," he said. 

She smiled at him ravishingly. 

“To the co^se that brought us| 
together." (“Cliffe- Warwick is a nut," \ 
— Lotinga's Weekly,) I 

The JBno. 


IThe Simple Idfe In Oermany. 

From the Tariff of a Havnburg 
hotel ; — 

“Tee or (JofTee with bitatli end butler, If. 1 . 50/' 
This must be tfie waiter's breatli down 
your nook. 

Muaieipal Oaiulonr* 

“The Board truMed that In view of the hud 
that all Uie eewage haa to be pumpeil at 
aldt-rable cost, eveiy effort will be to 

disoover and make good leak>’ eewera 
wherever it la poaaioi^ to do ao. " 


From the •• etiquette ” column of The n«iv»y . . 1 *ld«,wa i«u.t not »w!mw 

until aia inoetlia aflber the death# of tlwlr 
iddowa ." — The (B.O.). 

They have very arbitrary lawk in 
Norway. 


* EMBAnnAH^iBD.-— It waa a fooliah thing to 
have done. You should have quietly trana- 
fwred it from your mouth to your spoon and 
placed it upon the edge of your plate without 
attracting notioe. To have left the tidde would 
have been veir ftieoonoertiiRg to yoor hoet and 
hcstem, end have wiven lise to the hnpreeeion 
that you were taken uU" ‘ 

What was bkok^bastle In the 
soap? 


“Wanted to punilkaae, v^eond liand ak|lifttoiii 
(male) ; good oondiilon ; p«'kN»^ partieulndt and 1 

.No first-hand or Mm Motions ieed 
lepply. i J 


Hf' 
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. 1 , , . ^ 

THE REMJLY SIISeESSRIL WITI. 

I. . ^ 

SoHNB— Coitrt of Law, 

Coutml^ Hy lord, I nfipear for the 
plaintiffs/ who eon^tio that the defen- 
dant firm bas infringed their copyright. 

'Thfi A case of copy-wrong 

(laaghie*), 

Ocumel, So I hope to show, if your 
lordehip will permit me. To continue, 
the plaintiff acquired, in 190S, the 

sqie rj^t jn the music for a play en- 
tiS^ Lobster, This, as you 

piol^y m awaxe, was a great success. 

' The fudge. It always gives me indi- 
geatipn (Imt^hier), 

Counsel, Among the musicalnumbers 
was a walta air. ? 

The Judge, Ab» you should taJte this, 
case to the Apnetd Court. That *8 where 
thw reyerw (k^hter). » ' 

ComMl, A few weeks after the plain- 
tiffs had^ii^u^ thjs, under the tittle 
The Bed Lob^ter;WdUs,*the defendants 
published a waits, under the title 
L'Honiard Bouge — 

The Judge, Is there an interpreter in 
court ? (laughtef ) — 

Counsel, Which, I need hardly in- 
form your lordship, means tho same 
thing. ^ «“.».* - ■ . 

The Judge. Yes, but in French. They 
took French leave, in fact (laughter). 

Counsel. And not only was the title 
the same, hut the musio also. If your 
lordship will examino the copies of tlie 
two waltEes which I have here, you 
will sec . . . 

The Judge. Help I (Laughter) What 
are these little dots ? . 9 

Counsel. Those are notes, my lord. 
The Judge. They -’re not like my 
notes (laughter). And wliat are these 
lines ? 1 

Coufisel, Those are bars, iny lord. 

The Judge. Ah ! (laughter) and what 
is tliis mark ? « • 

Couttsel, That is a rest, my lord. 

The Judge. A rest in a bar. (Laugh- 
ter.) A very pleasant thing too (twre 
Icmghter). By no means confinod to 
musicians (loud laughter), 

[And so ow.] 

XX. 

Scene— A Class Boom. 

Tiw SchoohuastenA, blow then, Peters, 
in what year did the Wars of the Hoses 
begin? 

Beters, In 18- — 

The Schoolmaster. Yes, yes, 

Peters. In 18 

The Schoolmaster, It poems to be an 
* un][aokymumber (laughter), Peters is 
not Panning out ve^ ww (laughter). 
You, laxcas. Look as qui<» m you 
can. (Laughter) 

: 

Lucas. 1446. 

The Schoolmaster, Better. In whose 
reign was it, Tate ? 

Tate. Heniy the Fifth. 

The Schoolmaster. I must have a 
Ute-d^Ute with you about this. (Laugh- 
ter) In whose reign ? Think again. 
Tate. Henry the Sixth. 

The Schoolmaeter, In whose reign? 
Say Henry the Seventh. (Laughter) 
Tate. Henry the Seventh. ■ , , 

The Schoolmaster. No. As it happens 
you were right the time before. You 
overshot the mark, and I must now 
give you a bad one. (Poiite laughter’) 
[And HO o«.] 

III. 

Scene— A Music Hall. 

Low Comedian. Men, and other men’s 
wives what they have brought with 
them — (laughter) — listen to this I 
Before I married I thought I could eat 
my wife. (Laughter) I wish now I 
liad. (Boars of laughter) -When I 
got home at three a.m. this morning 
my old woman met me at the door. 
‘‘How dare you walk home at this 
time,” she said. “I daren’t,” I said, 
“I was carried.” (Laughter) Girls 
—(screams) — girls, I say, listen to this. 
I. met a man yesterday who said, “ I sec 
your wife’s back from Brighton.” 1 
said, “Yes, sho will wear such* low 
necks.” (Bene wed screams) 

[And so on.] 

A FISH OUT OF WATEE. 

[N.B.— This may l»o taken either os a joke 
or, if that fails, as an alloji^ry, to bo. applied to 
%ny English system of education, according to 
tho taste of tho I'eader.l 

• ■* ' 

I CAUOHT a herring long ago, 

And kept him in some II.O. ; 

I strained his water every day. 

Till all the salt was strained away ; 
And so I taught the little chap 

To live iu water from the tap. 

Bobbed of his customary brine 

He had to face a fresh design. 

Each afternoon I took about 

A thimbleful -of water' out, 

Till — though his needs were always 
small — 

He got along with none at all. 

Gentle of heoi’t and soft of roe, 

He followed whore I chose to go. 

One day he took a walk with me 
Upon the pier at Brighflingsea ; 
Alack t he made a reckless, bound, 
Slipped through a grating and was 
drowned. 

Oommevoial Oaadour. 

“The Yeiurs c^mo snd go, but cur WAiehe« do 
not go.”— BambagPim, 

“OfZZY/' 

“ GbntxiBhen, if there be^ythin4, 
on which X pique myself it is my 
consistency.” 

Thus young Disbabi^x opened his 
address to the electors of Taunton, 
coming out in Tory colours, having 
thrice essayed to wm his way to the 
House of Commons as a Hadioal. The 
assertion is delightfully Disraelian in 
its audacity. Any other maain4umilar 
circumstances Would have evaded the 
topic. Dizzy seized it by the neck, 
dragged it into tho very front of the fray, ' 
and of what his adversaries trumpet^ 
as his chief delinquency made his 
esj^cial merit. 

In the Life of Disrcbeli (John 
Murray), Mr. Monypenny rescues from 
contemporary record a vivid ^picture o£i 
the Candidate. “ His face was lividly 
pale, and from beneath two finely 
arched eyebrows blazed a pair of in- 
tensely black eyes. His physiognomy 
was strictly Jewish. Over a broad 
high forehead were ringlets of coal- 
black glossy hair, which, combed away 
from his right temple, fell in luxuriant 
clnsters or bunches over his left cheek 
and ear, which it entirely concealed 
from view. He was very sh owily atti red 
in a dark bottle-green frock-coat, a 
waistcoat of a most extravagant pat- 
tern, tho front almost covered with 
glittering chains, and in fancy-pattern 
pantaloons.” 

Such was the wondrous boy who 
descended upon London society and 
political life in the third decade of the 
nineteenth oontury,' and, unaided by 
family connection, unendowed with 
wealth, handicapped by alien birth, 
won his way to the inner circle of one 
and the premier place in the ranks of 
the other. Dealing with this epoch of 
his hero’s life, Mr. Monypenny has not 
much in tho way of new or exclusive 
information to proffer. With the ex- 
ception of quotations from a diary fit- 
fully kept, he is chiefly dependent upon 
material long ago given to the public. 
But by skSul arrangement he pre- 
sents a picture of DisRAELi in the 
extravagance of his youth, the budding 
power of his manhood, that goes far 
beyond anything hitherto aooessible. 
Better, than the diaiw are the ymmg 
man’s letters to his mlher and ^ister, 
in which, confident of his audience, 
he prattled about his oonqurets with 
endearing frankness. 

When, on their publication, I read 
these, I wondered whether it vfoto 
possible that with his wsl^noats^ hia 
chains, his cuds and his cans, J)tzzx did;, 
•really make the fhvocfahle huMssIpn ; 
upon ibcquamtances IM 
imghik fofid sister to b«SSvS^ “At 




Malta., for example, whither he wont, ^ 
after bringing garrison society at 
Gibraltar to his feet, ho writes to his 
fatbei:, “They [certain officers] have 
boon long expecting your worship’s 
offspi-ing and have gained great fame 
in repeating his third>rato stories at 
second-hand. We [himself and Clay, 
a fellow passenger) are both equally 
popular.” He tells an inane story of 
how, a racket-ball falling at his feet as 
he watched the game, ho picked it up, 
and, “observing a young rifleman ex- 
cessively, stiff, humbly requested him 
to forward its passing into tho court 
as I really had never thrown a ball 
inuiylife.” “ This incident,” he adds, 
“ lias been the general subject of con- 
versation at all the messes 4io-day.” 

What they really said may be 
grossed from an extract from Sir 
WILLIAM Gbegory’s autobiogiuphy 
q^noted by Mr. Monypbnny. “ He 
Miade himself so hateful to the officers* 
mess tha^ while they welcomed Ci^ay 
they ceased to invite that damned 
bumptious Jew boy/' 

Bister *‘8a” and the fond par^t 
never heard of this particular incident 


in the triumphal progress to Con- 
stantinople, where tho young Sybarite 
* courted the air in a carved caique 
by shores which are a perpetual scene, 
finding no oxei-tion greater than a canter 
on a barb.” 

This is tho puppet Dizzy, a disguise 
dolilieratoly assumed in deference to 
the observation that “ affectation tells 
even bettor than wit.” Beneath the 
oiled and curled mask this book enables 
us to see at work the real Disbabli, 
conscious of genius, consumed by am- 
bition, ever labouring to achieve an 
end determined upon whilst still a 
stripling. “ What do you want? ” asked 
a powerful friend interested in his 
personality, ready to assist him with 
some small patronage. want to 
be Prime Minister,** said the youth. 
Prostrated by illness, overwhelmed 
with debt, fearing to go out to dinner 
lest he might bo “ ** by sheriff’s 

officers, 1)0 kept this goal ever in view, 
and in tim ® — ^ luhg timo—won it. 

Mr. Mobtjpbnhy's narnatiye does not 
bring DisBABm into Uie fioujateof Com- 
mons; It lefttes him standing on the 
for Maidstone. 


The pinlude to tho story preseuiod by 
this masterly volume succeeds in 
ing with fresh interest the most fasci- 
nating figure in tho political life the 
ninet^nth century. 

Tonv, M,P. 


The Dickens . 

“Dante ia not S 1>yw<mh but the of A 
gmt Italian roligiona poi-L" io 

tpoiviiiU t’a “ The 

So tho instruction of tho masses goes 
on* 

“lie must have felt ralhtr like tho «nf*»»’Lu- 
nate victim of a aiinUar denionatmtkni of 
tion in ‘Tho Walrus and the CJavjicntrr’ ij- 

IVrlt«|Hi it woA riglit to diMaomble yotir tuo, 

Bul—ahy did you klok mo downataiw 'i ’ 

Which, if you foniember, was whitf the 
youngest oyster said. 

“l*amboii coumt^ tho tiv a 

fine kkk. In llio .i, tl. lit;' Gotie 

!uul put iiic tesob to Monm play 

on tho pert of tho CawtiridHO ikiht by 
ocoriiifi; ft lly in e gool peritWn , 

They should cerfcaltfly have waited for 
Lambbbt to get finiiSled at the lather 
end', he might have ipveri the > 
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nVIPROBABLE SCENES.-VI. 


An A('M»ll-MA\ACiF.K TAKINO AN rXIMl'OKTANT JIOLK. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, i 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) j 

The Finer Grain (Mktiiukn) is a voluuio for which I 
Imvo been, tlieso muriv years, hoping against liope—a 
volume of new short stories by Mr. IIeniiy James. If the 
hare announceiiieni of this fact is not of itself enough to 
send you flying hot-footed to the booksellers, T will add 
that the stories (there are live of them) are every one 
entirely worthy of the James of the best period. Person- 
ally, out of the five, I ^#hould stjloct, as liaving given mo 
most pleasure, The Velvet Glove and A Bon^> of Visits 
(hark to the very sound of tlicMu ! Have they not, these 
titles, the true Jacobean ring?) Of course no one wdll 
expect the contents of the book to be “stories” at all, in 
the ordinary acceptance of the term, though in at least one 
of them something, disconcertingly, does happen; the 
adventures they recount are alwajs rather of the mind 
than the body. The meaning, indeed, of The Finer Grain 
is explained by the author himself, in a plu'ase tiuit gives 
therfolue to the whole, as implying “a peculiar accessibility 
to surprise, to curiosity', to mystification, or attraction,” in 
short, and comprehensively, the precise Henky James 
attitude towards life. It is exactly this which gives the 
book its owm delicate and subtle charm ; which, moreover, 
makes detailed criticism of it a blundering and impossible 
thing. I can only record the rare pleasure that it has 
-given me ; and mjr congratulations to author and public. 

When Fiction conceives a little kingdom of its own, it 
is not infrequently carried away by its conceit. Credit is 


Actor.M(iii(((f, !' /,% marh'il v itii « x] 

therefore due to Mr. J. C. Snaith for liaving created a 
monarchy and jet, in dealing with the rojal personages of 
his imagination, niaintainod an excellent sense of propor- 
tion ami the ridiculous. In “ Illyria ” there were three 
strong wills, whicli clashed. Tiiere w^as the king, who 
was for monarchy in general and the onilironoment of liis 
daughter in particular. There was the daughter, wlio 
agreed with the abstract principle but opposed the concrete 
instance. There w^as the people, wlio demanded a j'opublic. 
But there is more here than the alarums and excursions 
of a smaller European state, so familiar in latter-day novels 
as almost to bo wearisome. The trouble begins when the 
Princess, morganatically maiTied to the English commoner 
of her choice, rides incognita over English hounds and 
resents with imperial completeness the chastisement of 
the M.F.H. Of the domestic upheaval among the followers 
of that pack and the international complications caused 
by “Illyrian” developments, you can have no idea unless 
you read Mrs. Fitm (Smith, EnbEii). You will bo well 
advised in resorting to that authority. It is not denied 
that the book has its faults of detail, but, if it is faults 
you are after, you must find them for yourself. By the 
time you have finished your search you will discover only 
that you have forgotten the object of it. 

Oet On or Oet Out. 

“For tlio fii'Bt seven yoare of roifuios life lie went to the village 
Echool, but he fl^lt he wasn't learning enough, so, with W'onderful fore© 
of ohaiocter, he set aliout earning smalt sums, which he set aside to 
enable him to get a better education.”— -ifw/xr Ch ft. 

We picture to ourselves Pomaino at six, simply spoiling to 
get on yrith his Differential Calculus. 
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* CHARrVARIA. 

** Tbbbitoeials,” said a oontem- 
porary in its account of the lx>rd 
Major’s Show, " displaced the military 
element this year.'* And yet people 
wonder at the unpopularity of our 
voluntary system. 

' ❖ ' 

Nowhere did the news of Mr. 
HoofijflVEnT’s defeat cause more lively 
satisfacfion than in Africa among 
the relatives of the animals killed on 
his recent expedition. 

In New York, wo are told, the pro- 
valrnt comment on Mr. Dukxel’s action 
in making u stand for sportsmanlike 
l)(?haviour at tlie recent aviation meet- 
ing is that “ ho has lived so long 
abroad that he can no longer be con- 
sidered an American.” should not 

have dared to say tliis. « 

The French submarine (reyminal last 
week cut a fisliing boat in two. There 
wore fourteen men aljoaul the fishing 
boat, hut tiie\ were fortunately saved. 
The Ocnmnal, wo ar<‘ informed, has 
now been placed in the dock — and will 
presumably bo charged w itli attempted 
murder. ... ... 

Tw’o thousand car]) and other fish 
have been transferred from the Falmer 
Pond, near Brigliton, to the Brighton 
Aquarium. Tlie.N are said to ho de- 
lighted at the chance of seeing the 
many strange and amusing objects that 
maybe observed through a tank win- 
dow. 

It is pointed out that, if the war of 
oxtorininat’on which has been declared 
against the rats should prove success- 
ful, hundreds of dogs who at present 
earn their living by catching these 
l odenls will bo thrown on the rates. 

The culinary art seems to receive 
more attention every clay. Who would 
have foretold a few years ago that 
there would be a Chair pf Restauration 
at one’ of our ancient XJniversities ? 
Yet The Lwer]}ool Daily Post informs 
us that Mr. J. B. Bury, M.A., has been 
appointed “ Romanos Lecturer ” for 
1911. : 

Mr. Leonard Stokes, in his presi- 
dential address to the members of the 
Royal Institute of British Architects, 
complained that “ very little encourage- 
ment isi given to those who have to 
provide old masterpieces ' for future 
generations.” Thus, Bxchabd Cockle 
Lucas, who wTought the Leonardo 
bust, did not become famous until 
after hts death. 



Fittiicr Mirt’iftrtij. “Gi.oky »K to eoouxKs/*, mheV imh.irj* ! Hubk m, la. i>t Mur fit vim 

IN A JIFFKV I” ’ 

iW (y Hagan, “’Djeko an’ we will, Youa invsBVNCK. An' mn a calk m 

THB JILKH.SI 6 L HAUNK.H.'I W’II.L TAKK IN THE MOUXIN’.” 


It is not often, we should say, that 
the ohronioling of an item of news 
makes Router tremble with emotion. 
The Globe, however, published the 
following telegram : ■ ‘ Mr. Willows 
has landed safely at Douai — ^RBeUter.” 

s;- 

Jr 

Says an advertisement : — “ * The 
Judgement Day 'will be Pastor Rus- 
sell’s topic next Sunday evening. Hun- 
dreds of opiniems have been onered b^ 
reUgionists upon this subject, as evi- 
denced by the dashing creeds.” To 
mention but one diffen^ce of opinion, 
there is the spelling of that word 


*• Major ri, N, C. Kennedv,” The 
Express tells us, “ lecturetl on the 
perils of flying at the Royal Biteieties 
Club.” One can well belia\» IhAt the 
available space at that exo&llfmt instil 
iution woulAbe found too 

We hear that stnee It Was deolded 
that, as part of the Ijoiidon nfjpmoriah 
;fi20,000 be spent on a statue p King 
Rdwabd, the committee has in* 
undated with oflm from stone^msons 
and others undertaking to <io t||]e wofk 
at half the price. One < lerriian Arm, It 
is said, even ofl'ers to thn>w in a s.tatno 
of Wilhelm withoitt egtm nhaile. 


vet. CXXX1X. 
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THE SURVIIA^L of THE THICKEST. 

[Mr. Hudtaiu) Kh*lix<}, iii u rocoilt sjieei'.h at niiglitou, has b«cn 
rsoalUiip;; tli«} oarly <lay,4 when piltticiinM wore in Mio habit oi' going for 
one another vilh a lethal wea(K)n,ii|^ 

0 GOLDKN tiroes Jong gathered to the grave, 

WJien for your wild game there was no close season, 
When, if jjou difTorod from another knave, 

You nevSr had recourse to rliymo or reason ; 

You simply look a large and hefty axe 
And foiled him in his tracks. 

You used no arguments obscuro and dull, 

Made no attempt to clear his mental vision, 

But got your point of view inside his skull 
By processes of surgic il incision ; 

You did not wait to bandy logic, hut 

Just nickod him on the nut. 

Our politicians, those degenorato days, 

Have buried deep the bloodier kind of hatchet, 

But at a pinch they still contrive to raise 
Weapon.^ of moral suasiveness to match it : — 

Slander and slush, abuse and gutter-pies, 

And posters stiff with lies. 

1 Jind the old way hotter ; here at least 

You were lujt asked to oat your allegations ; 

You had no fiirtlior trouble with deceased, 

No after-crop of loud roevim illations ; 

J’or, where you dropped him, tJioro a corpse lay ho, | 
Making no ropartoo. 

And if, througli something faulty in the blow, 

By inadvtsrtonco ho survived your battoiy, 

He brought no claim for damages, oli no I 
But, keo])lng proudly silent on the matbir, ho 
Just bode his hour to pay you back in kind — 

Probably from holiind. 

And so the thing wont on, from clout to clout, 
f'ill ono (or both) of you w^as dead as mutton ; 

Tills (jloarod the slate, and no ono fussed aliout I 

An ojiisodo the lid of oarth ha<l shut on. • 

(There is a good deal to bo said for blood j 

In place of ink and mud). 

To-day our champions play a softer game ; j 

Bach on his own they grind their little axes, 

But not for carving skulls ; yot all the same I 

Seldom wo see that Nature’s hand relaxes 
That law on wJiich primeval races thrive:— j 

The thickest heads sunuvc ! O, B. I 


THE LITERARY WILLEIMNIUM. 

INoWs of a Hpc ’oh recoutly delivcroi by the llev. ,Sir Kkliuluou 
Kob( r(H at a diniiur of ilio Inksliugora* (Jiub.J 

Whkn 1 look liack on the quarter of a century which has 
elajisctl since 1 took up fiij^abodo in the Mecca of pen-people, 
1 cannot help marvelling at the gigantic amelioration of the 
world of journalism and letters. When 1 arrived in London 
Mr. Uarinson was still at Winchester, Bir William de 
QuiJler liad not yot arrived, and journalists with ideas were 
as rare as black swans. Now they are as plentiful as black- 
berries. Again, the attitude of the publisher towards the 
ahthor^waspatronisiQgand supercilious, not to say suspicious. 
Aspiring talent was snubbed or sniffed at, and mastei^iooos 
went a-begging in Paternoster Row. Now the chief anxiety 
of evety publishpr who can tell chalk from cheese is to secure 


an author of power and verve. In fact, it is impossible ior 
genius to l >0 neglected nowadays. For this salutary revolu- 
tion wo are first and foremost indebted to the appearance of 
the literary agents. It is the fashion in some quarters to 
belittle this class as destroying the old personal relations that 
existed between authors and publishers. I cannot subseribe 
to ibis view. There may be untrustworthy agents, but I 
have never met them. On the contrary, all whom I am 
acquainted with show a liberality Uiat is only equalled by 
theur jlair. My friend Mr. Huxter, for example, is a scholar 
and a gentleman in tlie highest sense of the word, and to be 
entertained by him at his club, to bo taken for a drfve in his 
motor, or to walk arm-in-arm with him down Fleet Street is 
an honour that might well make any man proud. 

Again, take the case of iho magazines. In the middle 
“eighties'* the magazine world was in a depressed and 
declining condition. The old-established monthlies wore 
still unemancipated from the thraldom of seriousness, and 
wore steadily sagging in sale. Editors and proprietors still 
stuhbondy refused to give their readers what they wanted. 
There was hardly any condescension to the public taste, and 
an extravagant doforonce was paid to the demands of a 
leisurely and fastidious culture. TJio cry of the democracy 
was unheeded, oppoiiunisin was scouted and the camera 
tabooed. Tliank IJoavon, we have changed all that. Now 
no solf-rospocting magazine-proprietor would dare to pui)- 
lish a periodical without a picture on every page. But, even 
so, our magazines hardly keep pace with the requirements 
of the masses. 1 cannot resist the conclusion that before 
very long tJio prog^^ss of applied science will enable copies 
of magazines to ha supplied in iho form of gramo])hone 
records and cinematographic lilms, so that the best thought 
an<l art of the hour will ho brought in a dramatic and 
audible form witllm tho roaish of every household. 

1 must close those rambling j cm arks with a reiterated 
declaration of my unsliaken optimism. When I came up to 
Ijoiidon from Driinmadiochit, autliors were “sair liaddim 
doon.” Now I know at least twonty-fivo novelists who pos- 
sess motor cars. Could more conclusive" evidence bo desired 
of tho onward and upw’anl trend of tliis intiuent.al class ? 
But their motoring and golling is not an end in itself, as in 
tho case of the idle rich. They resort to these pastimes 
simply as a tonic to recliarge the exliaiistcd cells of thoir 
tooniingand liuiiohcont brains. Tho output of novels most of 
them superb works of genius, now runs into thousands every 
year, and this quantity immensely tends to better the rela- 
tions botwcou authors and critics. Criticism is beggared by 
this stupendous fertility and is now swallowed up in unstinted 
eulogy. Authors not only want hut deserve praise—aliko by 
their ability, their industry and their uniformly high charac- 
ter. Mutual admiration has become an agr* cable necessity. 
BJudyor’s^occupation is gone, and our host reviewers are those 
who least often deviate from an attitude of unconquerable 
affability. 


“ Tho return of Henry III. and liis army from the 
Battle of Agincourt ” was one of the scenes in tho I^ord 
Mayor's show, says 7'he Manchester Bvenmg Chronicle, 
and endeavours to hush up the meeting of W 0 I 4 FE: and 
BlCcheb at Malplaquet. 


From the Mayor’s “ open letter to every householder in 
Weymouth ” : — ^ 

“ King Geoige V. will (after 105 yoaiv) h© glad to hear »eWa from 
WeyjDOttth, the resolt of Ixia ralativo's rhlit, Prmoess Heniy of Hatteu- 
bnrg. Why is eUe ooming to Weymouth t You might well aik.'* 

It is along time to have to wait for news from W'eyn^outh 
— even if it is as doubtful a place as the last sentence hints. 








THK EPICURE. 

Magnificently attired, I turned into 
the Fashionable Restaurant. I did not 
put on any side. 1 strolled in casually. 
8omo of tiie beat people looked at me 
through eyeglasses and lorgnettes and 
things. 

I selected a table. 

Several waiters hovered round with 
illuminated documents. 

I glanced over the table d'hote menu 
and raised my eyebrows in mild con- 
tempt. 

“ X will order d la carte,*' I said. 

I made a careful selection while the 
band played soft music. 

A frightfully pretty girl at a table 
near by fell in love with me and refused 
a second helping of something. 

1 sent a message to the orchestra 
telling them to play Puccini for a bit. 

Mv lunch was fastidiously chosen. 

Silver fish from the Southern seas. 

A dish qi eggs and m^onnatse and 
tematoes arranged like a IHimer sunset. 

A salade of the rarest vegetables. 

1 deigned to have a go^ appetite. 
I ate everything from the dishes laid 
before me. I 


At length I lit a cigarette, sent my 
compliments to the chef and paid my 
bill. 

Copy of the bill : • 

Convert 3(L 

Hors d'ceuvres varies . • Gd. 

dd. 

THE SWITCniHC HOUR. 

The Introspective Man tied his 
pyjama-strings briskly and got cheerily 
into bed. He lurcb^ right and left, 
gathering falie blankets in comfortable 
tucks about him and cutting off all 
access for air about his nock. He 
gazed blissfully at the ceiling for three 
seconds, then squinted down his nose 
and prepared to sleep. 

At this pcnnt he became aware that 
something was wrong. First it was 
but a whisper of uneasiness aud be 
looked to make sure that he had 
eliminated the tickle-tassels of the 
quilt. He had eliminatsd them. Wiili 
growing perturbation he felt his legs 
to see whether his trousers intervene | 
between his pyjamas and his skin.: 
No; he had taken them off all right J 
Then he inquired blankly* **Wbat is' 


it?’' It was overwhelmingly certain 
that something was wi'ong, somcUdng 
intangible. Was there a ghost in the 
room ? A large ghost ? 

His scalp liegan to prickle. Ho 
stared round tl)e room and in its ahsO' 
lute usualness found some awful terixjr. 
In the course of ilie next minute this 
did not pass away, but became more 
and more oppil^ssive . twice his 
in places where it was not fortified by 
bones, quaked liorribly. One thibg 
stood aiipallingly deal - tliat for wmc 
reason sleep was out of the qiiestioti. 
could not thought of. 

Another five minutOH of horror en- 
sued. Then with a savage growl tlio 
Introspective Man rolled out of bed 
and switched off the light. 


Mumoiur in High Flaosi* ^ 

‘No oiw will evci curd Akk»niiat| INk'O 
IjewiM of hlM lovo of a gomi Joke. A mms jskt 
for vrbich lie was rMpoasihlo win 

mueh eiuoyed. A eoUewaue m iiie aklliipftaic 
beneh h«4 Tnentioii«<l that tlie riodNa hid 

at St. Peter aOburcih. ^Wefi, eatd Awtiiau 
Priae bewkr. * 1 once aetedbas the 

oigan-Nower at St. 4am«sk CHuMvk 1 ” * 
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THE SECRET HISTORY OF 
THE CONFERENCE. 

f Author's Kot*; — 8owielK>dy will have to 
msko thS6 iij), so it may as weU oj me.] 

Thk first meeting of the Conference 
was held upon Juno 17th, and June 
17th wasia h>iday. If the eight could 
have maiAj^ed to wait till Saturday, 
the superstitious will say, the results 
might have been different. 

As soon as they had all assembled in 
the Pbtmb MtNXSTBB's room, seated 
themselves, and tned the 
pens provided for them, Mr. 

Asquith rose. 

“ Gentlemen,** he began — 

" One moment,** said Caw- 
dob; ^*l*ve got a crossed 
nib.’* 

He was provided with a 
new one, and the Conference 
went on. 

“ Well, gentlemen,'* said 
Asquith, “you know what 
we ’re hero for. It is for the 
purpose of coming to some 
agreement upon the Con- 
siituUonal Question. Per- 
haps it would simplify 
matters if I restated my own 
position. I said these words 
last November: ‘We shall 
not assume office, neither 

shall we hold office ’ *’ 

Jle paused and looked sus- 
piciously across the table. 

“ Did you say anything, 

Balfour? ” 

“ No. Did yo«, Ijans- 

DOWNR ? ” 

“ No,” said IjANSDownf, 
and he turned inquiringly to 
Austkn. 

“ I thought 1 heard some- 
body yawn,” said Asquith. 

Lloyd Quorgb blushed 
and interrupted hastily* 

“ Can't we put it like 
tliis ? ■ ’ he asked. “ * The Veto , . , 
of the House of Lords must ANi^rvE 
go,* That’s our position.* ! ' 

“Tliat, though expressed with un- 
necessary abruptness, is, in fact, our 
case,” agreed Asquith. “Perhaps it 
would help us to some agreement if 
vi^e were now to hear your side of the 
matter.” ' ^ 

“ The Veto must go^* wrote Cawdor 
on the 'foolscap in front of him. 

Balfour uncoiled his legs from the 
hack of Ills chair and spoke languidly. 

“ The Veto,’* he said, “must remain.” 

“ Ah I ” said Asquith. “ Then that, 
apparently, is where we differ,” 

“ Quite 80»” saia Austek. 

“ Ttut fefo must remain^'* wrote Oaw- 
Dok carefully with his head on one 


side, and asked for fdie 
paper. 

There was a long silence. 

“ Well ? ” said Asquith at last. 
Balfour looked at his watch. 

‘I believe I can do it,” ho said. 
‘ Have you an A.B.C. ? Thanks. Now 

then, where are we — Walton ** 

“ You ’re not going ? ” 

“Why* isn’t the Conference over? 
What else is there to discuss ? *’ 

“ It *8 only just begun.” 

‘ Yes, but we ’ve done all we can. 
We’ve found out that we don’t agree.” 



necessity for a truce. Well, the truce 
will ox4y lust as long as the Conference 
sits ; so, you see, we must simply sit 
for a month or two.” 

Balfour looked thoughtfully at him 
and then returned to his seat. “ True,” 
be said ; and, taking a little book out 
of his pocket, he began to read. 

it i'r i:- -;f- 

The meetings after that went on 
regularly. Sometimes they would 
bring down novels with tliem ; some- 
times they would chat and read the 
newspapers; more often they would 
— make two tables of bridge, 
playing for tenpence or a 
shilling a hundred. 

“It’s rather lucky; As- 
quith,” said Balfoihi on 
one of these occasions, “ that 
you hit upon eight as a 6uit-«| 
able number for a Confer- 
ence.” 

“ Well,” said Asquith 
thoughtlessly, “it was with 
some such idea — h’r’r’r’r'm, 

I go no tniinps.” 

But one day, when Bir- 
RELL had revoked twice, even 
bridge began to pall upon 
the Leader of the Oi’fo- 
siTioN. He rolled a golf-ball 
on to the floor and took up 
his umbrella. 

“ Come on,” he said to 
Lloyd Georcib, “ I *11 
you round the room.” 

“Bight,” said George, 
and they arranged a few 
greens. 

it’ 

“Well,” said Crewe, at 
the end of July, “you might 
make your announcement 
now. The country has had 
two months quiet.” ' 

“ Hear, hear,” said Lloyd^ 
George, who had done the^r 
coal-scuttle in five and theq 
ink-pot in nineteen, and hel4l 
the record for the course. 

“ No, no, no,” said Balj ; 
FOUR. “ Let ’s adjourn by al^ 

“ Well, we knew that before.” means, but we must meet again in ' 

“ Perhaps ; but I wasn’t quite sure if October.’' He had ordered a new loft^’! 
you were serious about it. One some- ing umbrella, wliicb would not be read;^ 
times says things in speeches which — for a month, and felt certain that witff? 
well, we all know that.” He got up this he could wrest the championship I 

ewn. *• An- from ifa hnlrlAv 1 * 


CoMi::, Doris. It w time rou vou and Doli.v to oo 


Wiiat’r the usk? Dolly’s so tired shk can’t sleet, 
dot a touch of INHOMSIA.” 


and went across to Lansdowne. ~ “ Ap- 
parently we feel more deeply about 
this. Are you coming my way, I»ans- 

DdWNE ? ” 

There was a shuffling of chairs as the 
statesmen rose to go. Only Asquith 
remained seated — a look of perplexity 
on his face. Suddenly he spoke. 


from its holder. 

“Just as you like,” said Asquith^;- 
He was bunkered in the fender at 
moment, and spoke rather testily. 

The Conference was adjourned. 

As finally arran^ after the Beoeat 


Look here,” he said* “wC can’t the course oonsistra of the fhUeighte^ 
break up like this. However much we hofea ; namely* seven silk i haste (f<^ 
disagree* we agree on one thing. The Austhh refusei to tend his)> t#o' pairs 




of shoes (from Cawdor and BpuELL), 
one pair of detachable cuffs (from 
Lansdowne), the coal-scuttle, and four 
inkpots. And in early November 
Balfour went round in 198, wliich 
is two under bogey, and won the 
Downing Yase. 

" Well," he said, “ what about stop- 
ping now? " 

“Yes," said Asquith. “It’s about 
time. I wonder what the papers will 
say." 

“ The review's will be nastiest," said 
Austrn. ** Let’s make it nasty for them." 

** Let *s make it nasty for The Sjpec- 
totor," agreed Llotd Geobqe. 

♦» How?" 

** Why, by announcing the Iresult on 
l^ursday njj^t. They go to press on 
Mday, and it will give them a lot of 
if they have to alter tl^ whole 
and write poii^K>us leaders all 
OVir again at the iMt moment." 

said everybody. 

Aha 80 on l^day, Kovemher II,, the 
A AM. i 


THE LOST THESIS. 

[“We, with <rar eraencipatcd women and »o 
forth, produce exceedingly little that can be 
called poetry.”— Ohoerver.} 

OuB grandpapas’ charmers, where are 
they ? 

Afar they S 

Have fled down the years ; 

With old-fashioned May-days 
And Valentine gay days, 

They’re gone — ^with the ringlets that 
hid their shy ears — 

Sweet Patience and Prudence, 

Mild maidens once wooed-T^henoe 
These tears t 

Dear days of the spinet and sampler, 
And ampler 
Exouke for a pen ; ' 

When Burn# sang of whisky 
Or a fdlh;r 

Effnskmto Flora, the ffowor of the glen, 
Deintlr# rustic Dryad ; 

Ye O^vens! If)had 
.lUvedthent 


My song had been clear as the merle’s (s, 
That hurls his 
Bright notes far and free ; 

And Miss Bread-and-Butter, 

On hearing me utter 
Some passionate lyric (declaimed on 
one knee), 

Had flushed and dissembled, 

Had fluttered and trembled — 

Ah me ! 

Ah me, for thc^ie fair ones and faneios ; 

My Nancy 's 
A genuine dear, 

But fonder of ratting 
Than ballads and tatting ; 

And can she insptio her enslavdl 
neteer, 1; 

When flagging he ’ll follow I 

The flute of Apollo ? % 

No fear I j,, . 

The British Chngf^thtMst iSimki 
of Bisteddfod Aiu<iica|ofS?| Wo 

should have thought would |av« 

beca ijuMoiont. 
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hobb statesmen at play. 

XttB success of the political party 
on the mono-rail haa led to a number 
of Ministerial excursiona, all of them 
yieldingboth pleasure and wit. 

On Thursday, for example, Mr. 
Asquith, Mr. Lloyd Gbohgb, Mr. 
Ohubchill, and a number of their 
friends visited the Coliseum to see 
Mr. Sbyiiouk Hicks as Richard TIL 
By a remarkable coincidence, just as 
they were entering the building a 
newsboy selling The Evening Mail wont 
by. The Pbbmzer stopped to watch 
the portent, raising his hat as ho did so. 

Everyone was delighted with tlio 
galvanic Seymour’s Shakspeareaii per- 
iormance. “ It goes well, doesn’t it? ” 
remarked Mr. Winston Ciickchill to 
Mr. Lloyd George. " So unlike your 
Budget,” 

“Yes,” said the Chancellor sadly; 
“but,” he added, with one of his en- 
gaging twinkles, “ people will soon 
have to Seyiuour of it tlian ever.” 

On the same day Mr. John Burns, 
Mr. RuncimXn, Mr. Masteuman, and a 
number of friends were at one of the 
leading cmeinatoscoj[Kj theatres. Mr, 
Burns chanced, on entering, to kick 
against something on the ground, and 
to his astouishment it was a copy of 
The Daily Flail. “Even the floor 
takes it in,” he remarked in awe- 
struck tones, as he removed his historic 
bowler. 

The company were in tensely delighted 
by the various pictures flashed on the 
screen, but it was something of a shock 
when the lights first went out. “Why,” 
said Mr. Kunciman, “we’re in the 
dark.” 



“ Yes,” said one of the ladies, “ as 
the country was for so long about the 
Conference.” 

Mr. Sydney Buxton’s party to seo 
Geobqe Gray play billiards was a 
great success. Sir Edward Grey 
(who, it may not be generally known, 
is the marvellous boy’s first cousin), 
Mr. Bibbell and Mr. Samuel were 
among the guests. Just outside the 
hall the Foreign Secretary, chancing 
to lock up, observed a trolley drawn by 
four horses and bearing a huge load 
of paper cylinders labelled, “ Paper for 
jT/tc Daily Furor. “ What enterprise I ” 
he murmured, as he slowly removed his 
green Tyrolean headgear. 

The accuracy of the youth’s losing 
hazards provoked continual applause 
from the statesmen and their friends. 

“ He never misses,” said one of the 
ladies to Mr. Bibrell. ‘ ' How different 
hrom you when you were at the Educa- 
tion OMoe.” 

Alas, yes I ” said Mr. Birbbll. “ He 
ought to be called Off-red the Great.” 


Cltrgyimn {to applicant for marriage eertiji 
MARRIED ? ” 

Applicant, “Well, Sir, I can’t aianTLV m 

This sally bringing down the House, 
Gray hit the object ball too thin and 
missed the pocket, thus giving his 
opponent his first look in for some 
days. • 

On Saturday afternoon a rechcrchi 
party, consisting of Mr. “ Lulu ” Har- 
couRT, Lord Crewe, the Master of 
Elibank and Lord Beechah, attended 
the maiinde performance of Eleklra at 
Oovent Garden. Lord Beecham, who 
is a near relative of the famous con- 
ductor, sat in a guinea box, while the 
other members of the party were ac- 
commodated with seats in Form 4 of 
the stalls. The Ministers followed the 
score with rapt attention, the “slippery 
blood” motive making a painful im- 
meseion on the Ck^iLonuL Secretary. 
Oheeifulness, however, was restored by 
a hiilltant salfy firom the Master of 
Elzbamk during the death scene of 


Ivate). “Have vou no idea wmes vo»» were 

AY. I KNOW *1 ERE ISXOWilf* AT THE itUE*” 

Mguthus, “Tow ought to be enjoying 
yourself,” he remarked to Ijurd Moa- 
lby's successor at the India Ofiice. 
“Why?” rasldy queried Lord ItosK- 
BBttY'B gifteil son-in-law. “Itooause 
this is such a thoroughly Crewel work,” 
rejoined the Bcottish statesman tu an 
arch whisper, which oonvulsi^d the 
representative of *the Daily Terror, who 
was sitting close by. 

“ Bp? cial Dauoo, ]«. iW •«!* otj vtmqyawy 

. , . drew optional. . . . eilii door. ^ 

/Mity T4>0rttpjk, 

Nevertheless we should iiave iHltuight a 
few of our hroad-miudod Jjonilen ‘bus 
drivers might, in the name of et^mmon 
humanity, have ptushadiMj to stop 
at the door to plef up some w those 
who had taken ad ran age of |he rule 
which made dress 0 |(tior||fcL Tlii ni'ghts 
aire very cold just uow+ 



• CHEEB UP I 
To the Editor of “ Punch.’' 

Sib, — ^Thie arfc of cheering is sadly 
^dormant in this country. Not only 
Jiave the grand old British “Hipl” 
and “ Hurrah"! ” (three Hips to every 
Hurrah) fallen into desuetude, but our 
people do hot know what to cheer. 
Could not our polytechnics and our 
elementary schools do something to 
give right instruction on the subject ? 

At tne Lord Mayor’s show last week 
I witnessed a lamentable display of 
vocal indifference. The gallant Yeo- 
manry, ready to do or die, caused my 
heart to swell with emotion, but 1 
listened in vain for an appreciative 
cheei;. One of the crowd spoke, but 
only to urge the riders to hold on with 
both bands. 

Similarly, when those brave fellows, 
our firemen, came by, tfie crowd was 
strangely silent. Again but one voice 
was heard, that of a youth who called 
" Go it, old Globe Polish 1 ” Though 
there was a tone of encouragement in 
the voice, a rousing cheer would have 
been bet^. 

1 could not cofiiaia myself when 
the Boy Scouts swung into view, but 
cried, “ Bravo, little patriots, bravo ! " 
X ipeoeived nd support, however, 


labouring man looked round and inti- 
mated that if I couldn’t speak English 
X bad better keep my mouth shut. 

Yet when Falstan and his reprobate 
folbwers passed, what a welcome was 
given I A cheer in the wrong place, if 
ever there was one! X was grieved, 
nay saddened. 

Aroused from my bitter musings by 
the arrival of that wondrous coach, 
with the good and loyal citizen within 
it, a sudden ambition to be the leader of 
the cheer which must now surely come 
possessed mo, and in bell-like tones I 
cried, ** Hip ! hip ! hip 1 ” Nobody 
rallied to the cry ; there ^waa cold 
silence, broken only by the* labouring 
ihan who asked me what I was doing 
playing at motor cars at my time of life. 

The British public seoms to have 
lost the qualities which made us what 
w'e used to be. 

X am, Sir, etc., 

Augustus V. Stentob. 

The Rectory, 

Rurrow-under-the-IIill. 

** Those are the easentiria of a car, and there 
are only about the aame in the twelre notea of 
a pianoforte octave, 

It is very nearly the same wlfli 
seven sidra of a pentagon and fihe 
hundred arms of an ooto]^. 


TO MY FIBE. 

Fire, you 're a splendid fellow, 

Knight with the plume of yellow, 
Tossing your rod lance free ; 
Slayer of doubts and dragons. 

Lover of maids and flagons, 
Bollicking, rich, and mellow, 

You are the boy for me ! 

Yet you ’ve the touch that 's tender, 
Singer, whose songs engender 

Dreams of the poppied breed ; 
Whispering knightly stories. 

Filling the dusk with glories, 

TiU in your rosy splendour 
1 am a King indeed I 

Hark, and the ruddy yellow 
Purrs like a bow-swept cello, 

Fiddles a fairy note, 

Bustles like silken dresses 
Wrought by Queen Mab’s princesses, 
Laughs with a giant’s bellow 

Up in the chimney’s throat ! 


Hot ISflbrt hy Veekl/ Times.*’ 
’‘The first all-Biifclsh shopping wek ever 
hold io the mstzopoHtan ak«e will comaieiico on 
Monday at Baling, where a Uttte nhinber of 
ships will be deeerated, and thein windows 
stooked with Britfah-node epee^oDy 
odvertiisdaeaiMih.’* 










THE THANKLESS MUSE. 

[The Ctovcniinent have uiiclor consiiloration a 
scheme oT State iusui’ancc against uiieniploy- 
inciit.] 

Ho, T()ilers, raise a pasan 
And let your hearts be gay 
To hail the golden men 
That dawns on you to-day ; 

No dread of unemployment 
Need haunt you when you 're j)aid 
In innocent enjoyment 
To slumber in the shade. 

I, too, were four times happy 
If onW Britain's purse 
Were open to a chappie 
Whoso mStter was verse ; 

I would be merry-hearted, 

Nor should 1 curse the time 
Wh^, like a fool, Z started 
To live by writing rhyme. 


At college I suspected, 

Like many another fool. 

My think-tank was connected 
With the Pierian pool ; 

Nor could a stream of fancies 
From such a deep supply 
In any circumstances 
Conceivably run dry. 

All tilings seemed fresh and curious, 
And 1 rejoiced to find 
That thoughts fiew fast and furious 
Across my teeming mind — 

Bo fast that, lest X missed ’em> 

1 sought the nimble aid 
Of Pitman's magic system, 

To catch them as they 

Alas I how things have altered 1 
The pen that once would run 
All day, nor ever falteied, 

Won’t write a word — ^not one ; 


Tlie quips that used to thrill me 
In those my youthful years 
Now only serve to fill me 
With wonder and witVi teai's. 

The wliee;5eK so familiar 
That 1 was wont to write 
Grow sillier yet and sillier * 
Each time they see the light ; 
Fresh jokes no longer stream on, 
And, if the old 1 try, 

Borne d d Bocratic ileniun 

fA dlFOTp4n$i. 

Ah, if this scheme they mondon 
Might only oovei* me, 

And bring a modest pension, 
How happy 1 he ! 

I ’d dirty no moS gages— * 
My task Z ’d gladly ‘ibirk— * 

Zf 1 ^d the right to wages, ‘ 

Wlmt price the right to woUk ? 



isa 
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m BWHOW TESfmOWAL STAMP. 

Tq the Editor of ** Punch,'* 
Dbab Blaz- 


on having one on every Christmae tomed to Uving in a world that simidy 
card. I ahould put them on receipts reeks of the Dicleens stamp we shall 
and make it legal so that the other be ready, then and not tUi th^, for 

the the forthcoming issue of the Skask- 


•I notice in a letter to the fellow could say he never got the 
stion that flie Dickens money if it wasn^t there. It only 


stamp should be used for affixing to wants a little enthusiasm to make the' button, and the ObUEiJit hat-pik. 
our letters as well as to volumes of thing go. Yours, A Loveb of Obnius. 

his novela In the opinion of the Then there are railway tickets and 

writer this ^ould “ douhtless moan a theatre tickets and picture post-cards. * « Bccord 

larger sale." She estimates that the I feel that if we really put our heart ^ .. i. \ 4 . 

number ot Dioken*' Books we each into the thing wo can have the plaro 

have m our jwssession seldom runs to so blistered with them that you simply invested with a gold chain of offloo, the 

4.1 design of which inoludes a mono-^ 

piano model .*’ — JSvfning News. 
This must be the first 
Mayoress who has ever been 
purchased out of the profits 




more than fifteen or sixteen, 
while our letters “ would 
number that at least per 
week.*' 1 have heard that 
soihe people do liave an 
enormous . oorrespondenoe, 
and, if these statistics are 
reliable, one must admit ^that 
the sale would be materially 
increased. BuV Mr. Editor, 
let us not stop there. It is 
my belief — aha I simply give 
it to you for what it is worth 
— that, if we were to affix a 
Dickens stamp to each 
cigarette that we smoke, 

** doubtless it would mean a 
larger sale.” Don’t you think 
I *m right ? I see that in 
the letter I refer to it is 
pointed out that if the stamp 
IB large it could be put on 
the back of the envelope. By 
all means. But my plan is 
quite etpial to that omor- 
genoy. If the stamp is large 
it could be used as a cigarette 
paper. It might mix up the 
flavour a bit, but perhaps the 
publishers could be induced 
to bring out a special issue 
made of rice-paper. You 
see, that would mean with 
each 6f us from fifteen to 
sixteen a day. It mounts up. 

Now, Sir, I appear to 
you. Can’t we all work to- 
gether to make this thing a i KhaTom “TnitaK. Jaoo», 

success? Let newspairar “Well, 'k ecrtainly m» eeem tv oo eaaster after 

proprietors aiiix one to vou nhot at 'im, zur!” * 

each number of their papers 
that vrould mean a lot. 



of a flying week. 


WeU Meant. 

** ‘The Dollar Princess' is to be 
at the Royal Manchester next week, 
with Mm Norali Barry as the 
Princess. She needs on '.y look half 
so pretty as the ^ter of the 
jiiooe — which she will — to ensure 
a good reception." 

Weekly IHapai<^. 

“A hymn was sung, as the 
bride, accompanied by her father, 
was attired in a tmvehing cos- 
tume, consisting of a coat and 
skirt of bi-aided white serge, with 
suitable hat." 

Newbury Weekly News. 

A pretty old custom. 

“Mr. John went to Middles- 
brough forty years ago, and, like 
his partner, the beginning was a 
very small one ." — Western Mail, 

Is it quite in good taste to 
drag in the sixe of Mr. John’s 
partner ? 

Extract from a testimo- 
nial : — 

“My wife, especially during the 
winter, has been a misery to me." 
We do not like these tales out 
of school. 

The Bristol Times quotes 
Dr. Fbeeman as saying that 


Let us have can’t got away from them. I should Wrington Church can claim the “ finest 
them on every match-box ; let us have suggest their being taken up by our square towel ” in all England. Our own 

them on ©very bottle. Let’s mark our hospitals to be used for outs and bruises towel is oblong or we should have 

clothes with them, printed on silk, in place of the customary stamp paper, entered it. 

Let’s have them on^e^ery knife and and that a fund should be raised to « n .1 r j 

fork ; yes, and floating in nnger-bowls. paper the walls of the air-ship garage The Star devoutly hoped the othw 

Let’s stick 'em on the soles of our at Wormwood Scrubbs with them. 

boots. Why shouldn’t we plaster That would be a pretty big thing, and second w I'b® twelfth hour, the Oon- 
them all over the mantelpiece, an4 pat should increase the sale, as the lady 

one on every white key of the piano? says in her letter. would still have left them fifty- 

I think, myself, the thing would look But my object in writing to you is ume minutes and one seoona for any 

<olly well on a boilgd egg, and it mi§^t twofold. Of course I want to make 1®”®* , 

nave 'the date on it. UnfortunahMy the Dickens stamp a success. But I »aii tke vMtcM in iioR on 

we have let the Fibh of November also want to prepare the public mind gotoidaywotshciiiiit^Msa.’’ A ^ 
sllp'by, or we^could have had one on by these means Wwhat w to follow. * ; Pm* 

every firework, but we can stiU inaSit When we have once become aoous- Anything^^ a ohan^ 




A LITTLE KOMANCE. 

It in considerably more than a year 
since 1 first met Miss Robinson. 
8ho is not so strikingly beautiful, I 
tliink I may fairly say, as to compel a 
life-long adoration at first sight, and 
the same remark, iny friends insist, 
applies with even greater force to my- 
self. The room in which we were 
introduced was very hot and very 
crowded, and the following tensely dra- 
hiatic dialogue took place between us : — 
1. “ May I get you some coffee ? " 

- iihe. “ Please do.” 

1 plunged into the vortex, but when 
1 returned, spilling the grateful fluid 
to right and left, I observed that Miss 
Robinson was already holding a cup, 
in her hand. So I tell back and, to 


prevent further jettison, satisfied my 
own thirst. Here the idyll might have 
ended, but as luck would have it three 
^ays afterwards I met Miss Robinson 
IP the road, and, as the authorities 
^pon etiquette very properly prescribe, 
she bowed; I raised my hat, and we 
passed o». Seven times during the 
next three months this incident ro' 
peated itself, and each time her bow 
grew slightly more distant, like the 
nods of a china mandarin. Then it 
struck us both, I sup£»ftse, that the 


thing was getting rather silly, and upon 
the next occasion we pretended a pro- 
found interest in the autumnal foliage, 
and failed to see each other. After 
tliat we became entire strangers. 

The weeks went by (as they say in 
the books), and about six mofiths later 
I found myself suddenly re-introduced 
to Miss Robinson in another very hot 
and very crowded room. With every 
sign of embarrassment and guilty con- 
fusion wc bowed, and 1 said hoarsely, 
“ The weather is simply too 'terrible, is 
it not?” and she replied (like one in a 
dream), *' Yes, but I am almost getting 
used to it now.” Then some ono 
else claimed her attention, and we 
drifted apart once more on the eddying 
tide. . . . Eight times since that day 
we have passed each other on the 
opposite sides of the same road. She 
has bowed ; I have removed my hat. 
But I have a feeling that our friend- 
ship cannot last. Sooner or later the 
bond must bo severed, we must dis-i 
appear out of each other's life, and 
meet without recognition ; it must all 
be as though it had never happened. 

And tlien probably we shall get 
introduced again. So strangely may 
the strands of two human destinies bo 
interwoven and sinapt and interwoven 
and— ao forth, 


I i 

<< My Dear Watson** surpasses himself. 

“ When oiTemfol she w«i drewwd Itt fenisile 
attire, and gave the name of lUyinond O'Rowii. 
The oxnmiiiing magistrate wan etrin'k the 
in'iHoner’H phyHiinu), and exiti’ewied the film 
oohviction that aiie ivtui a woman. 

“ Sir William CVuiidall wa» eteeted M*/orof 
Dover for the thii teenth tune, tie meMtuned 
that for one fifth of hia life he had en Mayor 
of the town, ivhieh meant for every five minufes 
he had lived he had been Mayor for one 
minute .” — Iliily Ti'hgmph, 

Give us lime and we will think of 
another way of putting it. 

‘Oray reaithed to iKivejoy'a tlSOS at 

the iuteival ... At the eloHfe the aaorei wero 
Dray 8,001, Lnejoy 2,012.” 

J'< rkiiJt.ire 

Apparently liOVRJOV dropped 4611 
in the evening. He must have been 
doing losing hasards. ^ 

Soon on a hoarding : — 

‘ ‘ Ad vei ti«e by Bill Tiait ing. lfyoti| budneaa 
isn't worth advertising, advertlso/l fbl aale/' 
This is the true “ get on or out ** 
spirit, so much to be desired. 

** A imir of araart fiMiug 'hnniaeini |i 4MI mots 
effect than a £20 diatmmfi ritttf.” 

AHJirtiAf.” 

Besides being warmer, a 
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AT Tuc oi*^AV humour of fche play. Humour roaynot good; but I am puzzled az to what 

AT TH^ PLAY. becoming in a typist, but her man- audiftabe it ie which M»$ Hioi&voir 

SiNOLB Man." ner, with its slight touch of angularity is lading to convert. Her heroine, 

Tma is one of those plays which and abruptness, lends itself less easily to Geon/ina Ftcary, is twentyrnine, and >a 
make me marvel why ever^ybody cannot serious sentiment, though here, too, she spinster. In a last endeavour to get' 
be a successful dramatist like Mr. is always irreproachaMy sincere. ' Georgina off," Aunt Catherine invites 
Hubert Henby Havzbs. It looks bo Miss Maby Jebbold, the match- LuniScesfer, a shy bachelor, to the 
simple. 1 suppose there must he some maker who introduced the siren into her house. Georginat aided and abetted 
art conceal^ abCut it. • Anyhow, I am brother-in-law’s house, and then couldn’t by her aunt, pursues Adam in the most 
sure that it n^ded a very good com- get her out undear several weeks, was open way, and finally wins a proposal 
pany to play iti and I am also sure quite excellent. Miss Dulcib Great- from him. She does not care for him,' 
that, with one exce^ton, it had what wicH played very naturally, but seemed ^le is doing s it just to g^^^man’zed. 
it wanted. The disturbing element to be a few years under her proper age ; But on the eve of the\, wedding her 
was provided by Miss Nancy Price, however, it was her business to be conscience begins to wor^; ' Adavi*^ 
who was much too sinister a siren, boisterously young, and I don’t com- adoration is too wonderful a thing to 
and brou^t the savour of Drury Lane plain. ' As for Mies Florence Haydon, be played with. So, confessmg that 
into The Playhouse. playing an old lady who knew what slie she has lied about her love, slTe refuses 

Alter seeing him last in that silly knew — her dry humour was of course, to go on witli the marriage," tmd runs 
play, Tantalising Tommy ^ whose sue- as always, a thing of absolute beauty, away from the house to escape her 


cess /made mo despair of British 
audiences, I was d^ighted 
to And Mr. Cyril Maude . 

in a part that gave scope gm 

for his versatile ' intelli- 
gonce. Ho was even moie 
excellent in his serious woo- y 

ing of the right woman for 
his yeara than in his light- 
hearted abandonment to - 

the lure of youth ' and n.. ^ 

spring-time. Sentiment, 
however, was never allowed IB Y 
to woi^^h upon us; for we Vl My ^ 
were always secure in the uR 
knowledge that Hohin § 

Worthington's pleasant pre- 
occupation with his own 
tastes would save us from 
excesses in this direction. 

For all the seriousness and || 
apparent altruism of his at- ^ w .« Hi 
' titudo towards Miss Hesel- 
tine one felt that thepathet ic Miss Hu .u 
nan*ative of her sombre past 
was not of absorbing in- . 
terest to him; .nd when 
he intervened with the suggestion that 
she should take a little moro cham- 


O. S. 1 aunt’s wrath. The happy ending made 
possible by. the fact of her 
meeting Adam unexpectedly 
f. station, and Anting; 

I ’ 

grown to love him, is , 

intelligible, though it docs < 
not assist the sermon. 

■ Now to whom is that \ 

I sermon addressed ? Not to; 

men, suiely. For Adam ^ ; 
anyhow, was guiltless; (Jeor- 
gina's uncle was extremely 
unComfoitable about, the 

M : whole thing; and Cousin 
Tod, insufferable puppy as 
he was, stood up for (ieor- 
gtna when she, had. broken 
off her engagement. On the 
oUier hand, who recognised 
callously that marriage was 
a trade to be carried through 
at the cost of honour? 

‘ I’ve never tasted champagne Georgina, Who brought 
. her up to this belief; and 


Miss llujjA Tuevelv'an (J/m JlescUhie), “ I ’ve never tasted champagne Georgina, Who brought 

her up to this belief; and i 

Mr. Cyril MAtrnK {Jlobin lFvrm^mi). ‘‘'Then you can t have played leading spirit in 

in many di'aM’ing-rooin comedies. We never dnnk anything else. ... .... v. r > I 

j 6 putting it into action ? Lady 

astionthatl “Just To Get Married." ] Catherine. Miss Hamilton is obviously 
oro chain- Miss Cicely Hamilton’s play is preaching to women. Well, I am ex- 


pagne one was conscious that the announced to begin at nine, but does tremely glad of it. Here, anyhow fl 
balance of emotions was being tactfully not. 1 arrived at nine, and found sigh tliankfully), is sontething for which 
adjusted. Indeed, througiiout tlio play myself in the middle of a curtain- she does not nold my sex responsible^, 
there was an admirable sense of propor- raiser of positively startling dulness. Votes for Men ! . r 

tion, as between sentiment and pure fun. A gentleman, called Basil* ojf tfie Iron The dialogue is extraordinarily 
And the fun was always spontaneous. Hand, was delivering, in an assumed natural ; this and the exoeUebt acting 
from the primitive episode of Bertha's voice, a series of speeches of intermin- gave the play, in the First and Third 
finger and the jam (so typical, as Lady able length, from which I gathered Acts, a quite unusual air of reality. 
Cottrell says, of British humour) to that he was in love with his first The Second Act was a little too serioue 
the charming phrase, ** A man can wife’s sister, while his second wife for Mr. Godfrey Teable, and though 
only be middfe-aged 0056 .” was in love with his nephew. ' It was Miss Gertrude Kingston tried hm 

The device of consulting a woman an awkward situation, and the iron- she could not carry it through by her- 
about your love-affairs in language so handed one decided to go off on a self. Mr. Tearle is never quite ha|w 
ambiguous that she is led to imagine pilgrimage, which was perhaps best. unless be is smiling ; in this Act Im 


ambiguous that she is led to imagine pilgrimage, which was perhaps best. unless he is smiling ; in this Act M 

hersw to be the object of your atten- Just to Get Matrix is a protest smiled a good deal when he couldn’t! 
tions must be a little threadbare by against that view of life which regards have been happy. Two ddkhtful p«r-i 
now. But for the rest, the play is very marriage as tlie whole end of woman, formances by Mr. Thomas Sidwey and 
fres)i,eve!Yif its originality is only tliat It is a sermon which has been preached Mr. Bverabd VamdbriiIT (as 
of a nice April day. by Miss Hamilton bdere; it is so worried unde and the nnUmd cubi 

1 wish Miss Hilda Trevelyan had pleasantly pteaohed on this occasion respeotivdy) must be meisl^btied as| 
been allowed a larger share in .fite that I should like to thixik''of it as doing beiug unifcMly good.. . ^ ^ M* 




Llttlatinh “J’lKA'iF, Sill, I’VK imuUdlir TIIK HKM-UNS OF TUB MEJ)ICINE ¥011 UAVli (JUANOFAlUElt, He '« OEAI), AHO MolUFU 
Trrot'oHi’ Yori Mroirr i,ike irVoii (‘Omkhody Er,HK 1 ” 


' RUDENESS VIA CLVILITY. 

Mu, STiuoHuy’ti punctilious loUor of 
explanation concerning a remark niatlo 
by him upon tho (biANcMLLou ov the 
J'lxciiEyiJEU should rovolutioniso the 
art of epitiiot. It is too good not to 
quote in full : — 

“Sir,— I note in your issiio of to-day tluit 
yen ()uotfi the followinfj passage from the .spi 0{;h 
1 made at (jinildfoid on Friiiay : — 

“ ‘ f, hko many others, Jiavc had my Vorm 4 
to fill up, and I am tempted to say of it whut 
Mark 'J Avail) said vvh' ii apeakiug of a certain 
suhjci't — “ I don’t proiosi really to know luueli 
ahout it, but I thmic I understand it as well us 
the Idiot who invented it.” ' 

“ May I ])oint out that I made a very impor- 
tant addition, as you will seo from the follow- 
ing jiassago which I quote fivm tho /S'li/rcy 
AdeertUcr's report of my speech 
** * In adopting that phrase with regard to 
Form 4, however, I would say, “I don’t pro- 
fesM to know much about it, hut I thiiilc I 
uuileistand it as well ai tlie com*teous gentle- 
man who iui ented it.” ' 

should be exooedingly obliged if you 
would publish this oorieotion, os I arn most 
loath to appeanr to have appli’d Mark Twain’s 
formula to the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
without the alteration in question. 

“J. 13t. Loe Stmchey.*' 

we have the beginning of a new 
hue m abuse : the ironical inversion. 


I tho polite censure, tho'wolf in sheep’s 
clotliing. Thus, one can imagine tho 
chaij’inan of a discontented sharo- 
liolders’ meeting referring to tho pro- 
moter of the company : — “ 1 will not 
animadvert on Mr. Brassbouiid's bigh- 
miridodncas or business-sagacity. 1 
will say that in bringing him to book 
it will probably bo necessary to repeat 
tho proverbial counsel, * Sot an honest 
uian to catch an honest man.' ” Or 
again, wfion one Member of Parliament 
lias occasion in the future to reflect 
upon tho mendacity of another Mom- 
ber-~as so often has happened in tho 
crude past — ho will say- ti) at -the inci- 
dent reminded him of the old definition 

of untruth-tollers as “liars, d liars, 

and tho souls of honoiu*," adding that 
never was tliero a soul of honour whiter 
than that of his honourable friend. 

At present tho only speaker unlikely 
to avail himself of the new periphrasis 
is Mr. Lloyd Oeob0I0 himself. But 
oven he may come into line. “ There 
is no Editor of The Spectator like an 
old Editor of The Sjmtatort*f one can | 
perhaps seo him s&ying, with milnite 
benevolence, or '*An Editor of The 
Spectator and’ his money Are soon 


parted," or “Editors of The S})ecUHor j 
rush in, as you know, gouilointm, 
wJioro angels fear to tread," 

Anyway we hwk contidontly to the 
reports of speeches in the near Cutun^ 
for a divoi’ting harvest from tlie seed 
sown liy our ingenious Sr. Lok. 


The Seeing Hand. 

“Tho Duke hiuiwlf, In gfami niillfary wub 
form, gave tho woi‘<l for the wuiimmnMUficut of 
tho ovorturo, t^taudlng up all tha tiiuo,< lMviiit4iig 
iiiuo with out) baud ami wulclnug the 
through an iinuumw) glas'i with tho othor.” — 
Fro/ti Tfvt Uf« oj /hnjamui thsraclit" M. 

From a catalogue : — • 

“This machine tao given ample of 

its «ui)criority over its livals, and will tatiitfy 
tho demandH of ovcii^ho uuiat faccUous." « 

Wo don’t know what otber {aeetiou.s 
people may expect of it, but toe Want 
to see it run over a Bishop. 

A licence for the sale of bee$ and 
porter on Ailsa Craig (now Wng 
quarried) has just b|gn rcfuseii. , Wo 
understand that ano^r haunt olrltfild 
floa-fowl, “Tho Base Bock," a 
prior claim to a liconoe. ^ ‘ 
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01>R BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In John livdmond (IlynsT and Blackett) Mr. Ebdmond- 


One thing I noticed about The Glad Heart ( 
waB that the character whose nature gives its {itle to 
Madame Albanebi*s quite delightful tale makes but a 
very fleeting and occasional appearance in it, To say this 
is really to mention the only fault that can bo found with 
IIowAUD presents an inferesting narrative of Irish politics the book , the range of it is so wide and the canvas so 
covering the period during which the present leader of the crowded that wo have hardly time for more than a nodding 
Irish Nationalist Party has sojourned in tlio Parliamentary acquaintance with two-ihirds of the interesting persons 
field. There is a certain monotony about it, since it is whom it presents to us. “The glad heart’' w^as owned 
necessarily a record of continuous wrangling. “An Irish by f^rygy Manlier, a novelist, wdth an artist husband, 
'eader,” Mr. IUjdmond-Howaui) sagely remarks, “has two [many dobts, and three entrancing children; and her only 


itft tlie story is that her brother, Dick Framley, 
hero' 


battles to fight, one witJi political parties in the House of | connection wi 
Jommons, the other wdtli public opinion outside it.” ^J'here | eventually marries its heroine, FUeu Milner. Naturally, 
is a third, more fatal in weakening the national crusade. hoAvever, heaps of things liappcn before that. Flltii, 
It is the daily fight with revolting sections of the I^arty, whoso fox-liunting father had left her very li ully off, goes as 
by men who w.u’o once loyal colleagues. To-day we companion to Lady Norahester, tlio beautiful village-girl 
have Mr. William O'Bhien and Mr. Tim ilE\iiY spitting whoso husband and his noble family wore uniting to cold- 
fire at Mr. Bedmon ) and Mr. Dillon, who, to do them shoulder her, after what Mas, to them, a regrottalde 
justice, are not lacking in reprisals in kind. 'Tvvas ever misalliance. The picture of this woman, Mitli her fierce 


thus. O’Connell was 
supplanted by the Young j 
Ireland I^arty. Butt j 
was superseded by Par- 
nell. Parnell was 
politically done to deatli 
in Committee Boom No. 
15. To-day Mr. John 
Kedmond stands at bay, 
target of the vitupera- 
tion of William O’Biukn 
and the bitter sarcasm of 
Tim Hioaly. Mr. Ked- 
mond - IIom’ard’s book 
brings the story up to 
date, its value being in- 
creased by its studiously 
moderate tone, 

I don’t think* tliat 
Maarten Maartens 
can escape the charge 
of unnecessarily scaring 
the trustful reader in his 
latest novel, Harmen 
Pols. The liero of this 
book (published by 
Methuen) is a young 



The rerp lUch Man . “I’m soiusy ' iiixt's 'ihe om.v one yoit ’vk (.or, 

Yo(T ^KE, i AF.WAYS m'Y M\ CoitUTS IN I'AIJIS,” 


love for the husband who 
now detests lujr, her 
jealousy, and her final 
revolt, is at once ilie 
cleverest and most de- 
tailed in thcj book. The 
wliole atmospliero of the 
life at Wynch Castle, 
under itfc unhappy mis- 
tress, seemed to me to 
he excellently well e.on- 
voyed. Of eourse, Anr- 
chcsler falls in love with 
FAlen , arul at one time, 
so impetuous was his 
wooing, 1 thought that, 
with his wife out of the 
way, ho w^as going to 
prove the favoured 
suitor. Bub in novels 
this is still t.ho day of 
the middle-aged, and, 
after all, J)ick Frainley, 
the paternal, romped 
liomo in the last ciiap- 
ter. Which I was glad 
of, except that he thore- 


Dutch peasant wdio, on the I by ended a most entertaining story, 
top of the griof thsj. comes to him when he finds his , 

ancestral farm must bo sold, gradually realises, through aj necessary to Ma.r (Hutchinson) that Ned Blake, 

number of rather Ihsencsque allusions, that ho is not the son j g slow^-vvitted seeker after love, should 

of his supposed father, but of a former friend of his mother s, j extraordinarily lacking in discernment. The trouble, 
Gotfert Blas.<i, Later on he falls in love witli Gorer/ B/as.s ^ j reader knows all about Max, 

ward and so-called niece, only to learn from a servant of ^ cannot help wondering at AWs skupidiby., To watch 


hers that the girl is really his daugliter. The curious tiling 
about these two “homhle revelations" is that neither of 
tfiem is true, the latter being a superfluous lie, and the 
former suggested by the neurotic conscientiousness of his 
mother, who hail always been in love with G overt Blass, 
and therefore felt that she was living a life of deceit with 
Steven Pols. The story is full of acute strokes of charac- 
terisation and fine fiashos of philosophy (as anyone might 
guess from reading the author’s name), and the romantic 
passages between Harvien and Greta are very pretty 


him floundering on and not guessing to which sex Max — 
in spite of trousers, etc. -belonged, is like watching the 
performance of a simple trick wdiich.you know yourself and 
therefore cannot imagine how anyone can bo deluded by it. 
But if >ou can swallow the accommodating blindness of 
poor old Ned, you Avill find Mrs. Thurston’s story very 
enlightening. Here she treats Bohemian Paris frankly, 
and yet with no ill-flavoured freedom. She understands 
the highly-strung temperament, and her book is especially 
^ w - - , to l>e recommended to those revolutionary sidrits who think 

indeed. But when I turn back to the notice on the paper , thafthe obligations of sex can easily be avoiddB, 

cover and learn that the result of the heros emotional; 

trials is to maWhim realise that the two supreme things, 

in life are pity and love, I feel inclined to urge a strong. “Kcut . , . iwssess a fast liard-woiding pack. ’’--/>»//// 

plea for yet another supreme boon, namely accuracy of j We have heard them. Luckily, however, hard words break 

informatiou. • I no Bones. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

*< At a meeting ot the Liberal Asso- 
ciation here yesterday/’ cabled Beiiter 
from Toronto last week. ** the speakers 
declared that Canada had no need at 
present of a reciprocity treaty with the 
United States, They held that Canada 
siiould ‘ stand pat.’ ” Over here, too, 
wo have often liad to stand Pat, and, 
according to Mr. Eedmond, we shall 
soon have to take him lying down. 

Mr, T. P, O’CoNNOU has been alluding 
H/O the fact that Isaac Butt demanded 
Home Rule on Federal lines. Well, of 
course there are butts among us still, 
and that 's where Mr. Kedmond’h fun 
comes in when he goes out with his 
little bow and arrow. 

‘ si*. ‘ 

Mr. O’CoNNOtt also told the repre- 
sentative of Th(^ Daily Chronicle^ “Al- 
though we liavo always demanded 
Hon »0 Rule for Ireland, we have never 
excluded Home Rule for Scotland and 
Wales, and England as well, and what 
we ask for ourselves we are quite ready 
to concede k) these." There speaks a 
generous heart. 

“The sum collected, ’’ said Mr. 
O’Connor, referring to the result of his 
lour, “ is the largest we have ever got, 
except during the palmiest days of Mr. 
Paiinelu." “ Palmiest ” seems a good 
word in connection witli the out- 
stretched hand. 

Witli reference to the two English- 
meii who are in prison at Leipzig on a 
charge of espionage, it is stated that 
they piotcsted against being allowed 
only one hath a month. This protest, 
we understand, wjU be used by the 
(iernian authorities as evidence of the 
prisoners’ nationality. 



“Oh, MrMM\, look ! thkv ’jik ikkoinu him ' 


The task of designing the robes and 
ilresses for the forthcoming Coronation 
has, it is announced, been entrusted to 
Mr. A. Shaw, of Grays. In conse- 
quence of the breakdown of the Con- 
ference, it is thought that there will be 
just a suggestion of mourning in the 
Peers’ robes. . .. 

“ The cost of Divorce — and also the 
cost of Marriage — should bo borne by 
the State,” says Dr. David W^alsh. 
This does not go far enough, in our 
opinion. The State should also be 
responsible for our wedding presents. 

* ‘iS *’ 

Sir IfowABD Vincent's silver cup 
for the best piece of detective work of 
the year has-been awarded to Detective- 1 
Inspector W abd. We understand, 
that, with a view to counteracting the 


emulation caused by the institution of 
this trophy, a number of public-spirited 
criminals are about to offer a gold cup 
for the worst piece of detective work 
of the yedli’. 

The Government has refused to 
accept any amendments to its Parlia- 
ment Bill. Can it be that the thing 
is past mending ? 

The list of gentlemen who have con- 
sented to serve on the Advisor;^ Board 
to deal with the censorship of plays 
includes the name of Professor Walter 
Raleigh. If there is anything in a 
name, he may be relied upon to have 
some sympathy for a certain amount 
of broadness, as reminiscent of the 
spacious days of good Queen Bess. 


We are sorry to hear that th(H*e was 
some disconietii among the men of 
the American warshijis visiting our 
country. It seems that, though they 
were promised four clear dajya in 
London, some of them were fi>ggy. 

‘‘British fowls," wo read, #‘gavo 
unmistakable evidence of their progi^ss 
in the past few years, at the Infcci*- 
national PouHi'v, Pigeon and Babbit 
Show at the Crystal PalaoC." This 
hears out the view of the iipiiinists 
that, thougli there may be 
here and there, yet the entire jHaticm is 
not standing still. 

Signs of the dimes i- For'^le, At 
half price, a large stock 0 Teddy 
l^ars. 
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A SINGLE-CHAMBER MAN. 

*‘For the fafcure/’ said Julian, addressing the rest of 
the Octopus Club, ** 1 will ask you to regard me as a 
8ingle>Ciiamber man.” 

Our party, including thef one who had dealt this sudden 
blow, numbered eight — four Liberal Conservatives and four 
Conservative Liberals — who were in the habit of dining 
once a week in unison, drawn together by a common love 
of good fodd and a common detestation of political 
extremes. Tho dining part of ttie idea (I will not disclose 
the I'estaurant, or you would all como and then they’d 
start a band) was thought to be original ; but its conver- 
sational features were traceable to the late Conference. The 
failure of the other Eight had not shattered our belief in 
the ultimate triumph of moderate counsels; and when 
Herbert (who could cite poetry to his purpose) once referred 
to Britain as 

** A (1 of settled Govcrnmfint, 

A lend of jnst niid old renown, 

‘Where FroMom alowly broadens down 
From precedcott to precedent,'* 

we had all agreed in looking forward to, and assisting 
the advent of, the time when these admirable words would 
once again be found to have some relation to the facts. 

And now Julian had given us notice that for the future 
we were to regard him as a Single-Chamber man 1 

If a bolt had fallen from the blue, the shock would have 
been slighter ; for indeed the imagery of the less expensive 
journals had tended to familiarise us with this ' heavenly 
phenomenon. A painful silonoo ensued. Had Julian, we 
asked ourselves, mislaid liis sanity ? Strange mental dis- 
turbances had before now been produced by the imminence 
of a General Election. Clearly it was a case for sympa- 
thetic treatment ; a harsh phrase might permanently 
disfigure his reason. 

After a considerate pause I stepped into the hiatus. 
“ My dear Julian,” 1 began, ** we naturally appreciate the 
fundamental principles wliich have moved you to declare 
in favour of a Single-Chamber policy. All of us — Liberal 
Conservatives and Conservative Liberals ahke — desire on 
any given point to see the bettor judgment of the People 
prevail. But how do you expect them to anive at a clear 
and cool vision of any problem in tho blinding lieat of a 
General Election, with its bitter partisanship, its variegated 
issues, and its gaudy appeals to ignorance and greed? ” 

“ I don’t expect anything of the sort,” said Julian ; “ and 
I abhor General Election^. Especially two in one year.” 

“Yet,” I resumed, “you would apparently allow those 
who are elected under these conditions to make hay of thej 
country’s best traditions with no one to put a check upon 
their orgies I What, pray, would this load to ? ” 

“ Bod ruin and the breaking-up of laws,” said Herbert, 
in inverted commas. 

“I stigmatise the present constitution of the Second 
Cbautber as rotten,” remarked Julian. 

“ But why not reform it ? ” interposed Archibald. “ Why : 
not arrange for a round half of it to hi elected by decently- 
I qualified voters; others bo nominated, like the Privy i 
Council, for services to the State, or for proved experience 
in business or statecraft (a good proportion of these would 
be drawn, by right of personal distinction, from the Peerage) ; i 
a few others, perhaps, for the sake of tradition, to be 
selected from among the Peers by their own body ; one- 
^hird of the whole to retire in rotation, say, every three 
years ; and the refev^ndum to be empioyeid in cases where 
the majority on any vital question falls below a fixed pro- 
portion of those present and voting ? ” 


“ That,” said Julian, “ is approximately my own notion 
of an ideal House of Lords.” « 

“ Then would you propose,” said Oliver, “ to exterminate 
the existing Chamber before or after reform 7 ” 

“ Much,” said Julian, “ as I admire the alleged modera- 
tion of Sir Edwabd Grey, I would not share the humour 
of his attitude when he* advocates a reformed Second 
Chamber, and meanwhile goes hand-in-hand with those 
who clamour for its practical extermination. I would 
insist upon the House of Lords being reformed on some 
such lines as those indicated by Archibald ; and then no 
honest politician would ask for its extermination.” 

“ But,” said It ” you are an honest politician,*^ yet just 
now you declared yourself to be a Single-Chamber man.” 

“ So I am,” said Julian. 

It was then that Henry, who was a mathematician, 
intervened. 

“ How,” he asked, “ can you reduce Two Chamber» to a 
Single Chamber without eliminating one of them ? ” 

“ You can’t,” said Julian. 

“ But,” said the lot of us, “ if you are going to retain an 
amended House of Lords, how can you call yourseH a 
Single-Chamber man ? ” 

“ Easily,” said Julian. 

>!: s;: * 

Tho club-doctor, at our request, has examined Julian*^ 
mind, and pronounced him absolutely sane. Julian, in 
turn, has now commissioned him to investigate the mental 
condition of us others, and was very anxious about the 
result. O. S. 


A GOOD EXAMPLE. 

I An actress of the Comddie Fran^aise, who recently 
announced in afi interview with the representative of a 
Pai'is paper that an Engl sh peer had asked lier to marry 
him — “To be or not to be an English Duchess, that is 
the question” — caused it to ho known the same evening 
that she “was very sorry these statements had been 
printed, and that she was exceedingly desirous not to be 
talked about.” 

The force of example is notorious, and we understand 
that a w'ell-known Cabinet Minister, in an interview with 
a representative of The Westminster Gazette^ remarked with 
genuine feeling that he would cut off his right hand if so he 
could obliterate the unfortunate impression created by his 
prematute Manifesto. It was a deplorable document, 
vitiated by false sentiment, exaggeration and prolixity. 
Worse than all, he had put his admirable chief, the Prime 
Minister, in a false position, since he bad usurped the 
p ivilege, which belonged to his Leader, of issuing the first 
Manifesto in the campaign. Tho Cabinet Minister, who 
was no\% shedding tears, exclaimed in a broken voice: 
“ After all, 1 am young enough to learn by this .painful 
lesson. I can only say that X am bitterly sorry that my 
letter was ever printed, and that I am sincerely anxious 
not to be talked about, even by my bjst friends, but to do 
my duty quietly, firmly, and without any illegitimate 
appeals to publicity.” 


“The debate in the House of Lords lasted from half-past four till 
ten ininiites to six. In that brief hour and fifty minutes the Peers 
presented a spectacle of undisguised panic. News 

The briefest hour and fifty minutes that we remqmber to 
have come across. 

“ DBBN SOCIALISM IK ITS HISTORIC DEVELOPMENT,” SayS 

an advertisement in The Scotsmom; and most people will 
lendurse the epithet. . > t. • 










‘ Hej«e ( omes Diana Weviwuikje. 1>je«n't .siik kmiiielv natinky youu AuxiHrir NKUWKr' 

J/f. “DkaU TAJIY, .siik savours '100 MUCH of a i/TATbMENT. M'K AnTK PoS'I'-rRANIOAI. IMI'RKSSIOMS'I.S SHE IlF.AU'l V 

SKMI-MH.OKS I KO lNTKRI’HErATIOV.S,” 


A LAY OF Fl^DP^lUTi HOME- 
IUJIjE. 

When tho UnioiiiMt l*aiiy was starvin’ 
For lack of a sjiicior faro, 

Til ere uprose a young genius named 
Gakvin, 

Who gave them a lienjaniiti’s share. 
His mien was tremendously solemn, 
His style was alert and alive, 

And what others could say in one 
column 

He s welled into five. 

Though his past had been partiallv 
tarnished 

By views that good Ulstermen shock, 
He had swept and attractively gar- 
nished 

His mind with an up-to-date stock. 
It was vain to be harsh or censorious^^ 
For he carried the Party by storm, 
With his faith so sublime and so 
glorious 

In Tariff Eeform. 

Home-Bule ? He religiously shunned it, 
As untler the ominous name 
Of ** Oalchas,” oracular pundit, 

He reaped an anonymous fame. 

Or in prose that was gay as a gala 
And deep as the roar of the sea, 


He bettered the exploits of Sala 
Upon the D.T, 

He lent to The Outlook its lustre. 

The Natumnl sat at his feet ; 

No intimate Tariffite mustei' 

Without him was counted complete. 

His sayings wore constantly quoted, 
His "portrait appeared in The Mail, 

And his censure, the Suffragettes noloil, 
Made Asquith turn pale. 

By Maxsk acclaimed as a wiser 
Political thinker than Buiikk, 

He blended the pomp of a Kaisku 
With the strength of a Terrible Turk. 

He was otoseted daily with leaders, 
Awarding them praise or rebukes, 

And among bis most diligent readers 
Were all of the Dukes. 

.\t tho height of his patriot fervour 
He kindly consented to come 

To the aid of the ancient Observer, 

And made it amazingly hum ; 

For his leadem assumed a more strident 
And ultra-pontifical tone, 

Till it seemed that the Spear and tho 
Trident 

Were Oarvxn’0 alone. 

For a season be ruled as Dictator, 

Till all of a sudden rdle 


Of National pacificator 
Ap))ealed to his sensitive soul 
Ho, having empow’ml a CommIsKion 
Of eight to consider the meauM, 

The realm he resolved to pat lit urn 
In four smithereens. 

Alas for tho tragical sequel ! 

Alas for the frailly of man • 

Tho zeal of his friends proved unecjuul 
To working tlio hVderal plait. 

They owned Ito’d the pen of a 
Pethaiu'h, 

But they wounded his pride to the 
quick 

By saying thal Keomono the Teititich 
Was rather too thick, 


The Downward Ascent. * 

The Dailif (*humicle’s Hpeoial 
Humorist at NeUingham I'epoilft that, 
when Mr. Baukouh sjioke of the deter- 
mination of the Unionist party to 
fight for a strong navy he *‘roSe to 
shrieking bathos. ” He soare4i in fact, 
into the deeps. 

life’s LiUli IMUkottlUst. * 

‘'Waatod, ftaita ^ firndtuM* : ydHiW 
changa Iwrber's polaforia>m> 

AdU. in 
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— it is for them to say if they will be votes of freeborn EDglishoien. But we 
DOLLARS 1 bought with foreign gold. are aware of one foot* The Diotatqp is 

[NoTir.— Tiiis spccMsh iLay be performed in Two hundred thousand dollars! herewith his dollars I Tell it in the 
all |Mr(a of Great Britain ami on pay- Think of it ! For what purpose has public-houses I 

ineiitofttfcoofoijoguiioa(h«gh8h nioney)], Dictator made this unprecedented With an amasing effrontery charaq- 

Gbntlemen, it is my ^uty as an journey to a foreign land and collected teriatic of him Mr. Bhdmond does not 
Englishman to explain to you clearly this stupendous, this unheard-of sum | seek to hide the sources of his ill-got- 
the nature of the crisis with which we (£40,000 in our money) from the sworn ' ten gains* He actually publ shes a list 
are at this moment faced. This duty enemies of England, such as Bir WiL- full of outlandish foreign names, like 
is the radre necessary’ because, for pbid Laurieb? For what purpose, I O’Leary and O’Flanagan. How dif- 
reasons of tlieir own, certain so-called ask. Ah, we know well that there is ferent from the modesty of our own 
Englishmen are already at their old only one purpose which can demand English Tariff Heform League, which 
game of obscuring the issue, are once so colossal, so staggering an amount — publishes no balance sheets, although 
again trailing their red her- we know that the familiar 

rings invitingly for their name, dear to every English- 

opponcnts to tread on. 1 ^ man, of Naselheim would 

for one shall not tread on n'.' ' ' ' / / \ be found there 1 


them. I shall not be led away 
to discuss such academic 
questions as Tariff Reform, 
the Navy, and the abolition 
of the Veto. These ques- 
tions, important as they are 
in their proper time, sink to 
insigniffcance before the 
dominant question of the 
day — Are we to be bought and 
sold by American dollars ? 

The Dictator is here ! Ho 
has arrived on these shores, 
the shores of this happy land, 
this England, set in a silver 
sea, his poekets bulging with 
foreign gold, his tninks 
crammed with the ill-gotten 
dollars with which the ene- 
mies of this country (many of 
them Canadians) have loaded 
him. He has come to buy up 
our England, to offer the gold 
of the foreigner in exchange 
for the liberties which our 
forefathers won for us. When 
once that fact is understan- 
ded of the people, is there 
one patriot who will not 
writhe in shame, is there one 



Koglishman, however lowly, 

who Will not strike his breast prifud. ‘Nor auf.” Caddie. “Fifucb soi-jeh, tod." 
and say, “ While I have a Prinid . -1 HiiucneRh when I tjtinkh of universal 

breath to draw% this thing 
shall not be ” ? Tell it out ' — 


Luckily there are still s#m6 
Englishmen left who are not 
afraid to stand up to the 
Dictator. Mr. Balpoub has 
once again put the case in a 
nutshcM. He has taken in 
the situation at a glance and 
summed it up in tliese noble 
words (spoken at Notting- 
ham) : 

**/ appeal to every num 
whatever Im his „radttion or 
position to say that Great 
Britain shall manage the 
affairs of Great Briiain.” 

Our hearts beat quicker as 
we read this, and learn that 
the Duke of Portland leapt 
to his feet and waved his 
programme. An Irishman 
might say that this is pre- 
cisely what his country has 
been asking for— for the last 
twenty ^ears ; but that is an 
ancivilised retort such as 
no gentleman would make. 
What Mr. Balfour meant 
is plain : Are we to be bought 
and governed by foreign gold '/ 

Gentlemen, you under- 
stand the issue now. Tiie 
Tariff question, the Constitu- 
tional Question, Land Ques- 
tions, Licensing Questions, 
Education Questions^ — all 


among the counties! Tell it out 
among the boronglis! Tell it in the 
public places! Tell it in tbo public- 
houses I The Dictator is here with his 
dollars f 

Dollars ! Not honest British pounds ; 
not gay French franco ; neither the 
unstable Indian rupee iior the un- 
emotional German mark; not doubloons, 
nor sestertii, nor pieces of eight. Had 
he come to buy us with Russian 
roubles even, our shame had not been 
BO deep. But it is with dollars that 
pockets bulge, with American (and 
Canadian) dollars that his portmanteau 
is stuffed. Tell it out among, the 
counties, teU it out among the boroughs 


an amount nearly as much as some of 
our Dukes can earn in a whole year I 
He has designs on England 1 He lias 
come to purcliase the Government ! 

As yet we do not know how the 
money will be divided. The details 
ore not settled; the exact proportion 
to bo given to the Cabinet, the blood- 
money of the junior members of the 
Ministry, the difference between Wedg- 
wood Bknn'b bribe and the pn<^ 
demanded by Earl Beauchamp for his 
share in tlie conspiracy — ^these matters 
are of minor importance. We do not 
even know yet how much will be 
allotted to each constituency in Great 
Britain in the attempt to purchase the 


those are nothing compaiod with the 
one great question before the country 
to-day : Are we to be bought by American , 
dollars'! At other times and other 
elections we have asked you if you 1 
wished to be ruled by Germany— we 
shall ask you that question again at 
future elections. But for the moment 
Germany sinks into the background. 
The question to be decided to-day is 
this : 

Do you wish to he ruled by Americesf 

Gentlemen, I can trust you, as lovers 
of your country (by which I mCazL 
England, other than Wales, and parts 
of Scotland), to decide this question in 
aiarue and patriotic spirit. 'A. A. M. 




THE PINK MAN’S BURDEN. 


DIliGE TO A DEAD OWL. 

l‘‘Most proprioto'8 nowadaya stiiiilly preserve these beautiful and 
iselul birds .'* — Natural History. \ 

Silent, mysterioufl, on wings of down, 

A swift/decoptivo presence in the cover, 

Vaguely irre oluio, sofi-broasted, brown, 

Bird of Minerva, tawny-eyed moon-lover, 

You faced the sunshine mid 11 le fir-trees gaunt, 

Housed by the beaters' distant sticks a-tapping, 

From some sequestered, hidden, noontide haunt, 

Where doubtless you 'd been uap2)ing. 

Now, ail that ’s mortal of you, limp and dead, 

Lies where a few pale, floating plumes still fly light ; 
Your little ghost, 1 like to think, has sped 
To the dim nether world of endless twilight 
(Fit paradise for one who loved full well 
The empty dark), those shores forlorn, abhorrent ; 

To sail for over o’er the asphodel, 

By Styx’s gloomy torrent ! 

Meanwhile with liasty hands the mould 1 11 heap 
• Over your warm, uncaring, earthly habit, 

Over the pinions that no more may sweep 
tfpon the -unsophisticated rabbit ; 

(lOst to the daylight (which you couldn’t brook. 

You loathed that sunrise oore, the dull hut good cock), 
None of the gum shall guess that 1 mistook 
You for the sweepsta)^ woodcook. 


Horrible Snobbery at Hottlngbam. 

*‘Tlici'e is no class in all England so ailKtocralic as the hange(« (iu 
of the arisft»oiacy, and Mr. llaifour— an aihlooTut lo Jiis 
although not possessing even a courtesy title* otin always nomm iii I the 
honiagt* of an army of Jiangers on, the oaixhnal isdiii of nUt>w'' pi)!iti(;al 
creed is woiuhip of tho aristocracy.” 

“ Ths iHtily Chronicts's *’ tipecial V{ineH}x»ulcnl at 

Terrible as tho toadyism of this gatticring of <lelega<>t«s of 
the National Union of Conservative Assooiatious must 
appear to all right-thinking persons (mory man in Uie 
audience having nis eye on somo HouselKild ap[[MdnitiHmt 
in tho next Unionist Ministry), tliore is souiothing to bn 
said for these hangers-on of tiie aristoontoy. AffcfU* all, let 
us concede in thoir favour that the man they wert» just 
then hanging-on to is not strictly an aiistocrat, Mince he 
does not possess “ even a courtesy title,” and therefore has 
no claim to the highest place of lionour in Th» ikttly 
Chronicle's ** Social and Forsonal ” column. 

From a story in The Chwvh ''Family/ Nnrajiaper (we 
always hide our copy when the ladies cume into the room) : 

Mrs. Fairfax pvofeMiied a jKiUir intereni iu hmnsji'' that 1^1 ccn»t» 
to Lovel with hi« uiiole’H death, wh lat »he unfsed onoof 1 ho King 
apanieUi atid oooaoiooaUy addrwiawd that i»ett4*d aiUmal in a kind of 
baby talk, listening to hU replie* with an obviotialy waiudrring attkntioii. ' 

SmnieL “Why don’t you listen? For ileaven% sake 
j don^ keep pawing me alsout like this,'* Give me . 


Oh. all right, go on . . . What *b for toa ? * * • | saul, 
. , . What’s »oii Tka? , . . Usshed 
biscuit again— what a lilb I ’* 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHABIVARL 


POST - IMPRESSIONIST PROBLEMS. 

(A Sketch at the Grafton Galleries J , 

Time — Saturday afterttoen. Visitors disooveredt some 
making irrevermt remarks, the, majority consciSn- 
tiously endeavouring to understand if not admire works 
'which they have been assured by the only people who 
knot(f r/ipresent the Apotheosis of French Art, and, 
incidentally, the annihilation of ail previous artistic 
standards. 

Miss Pamela Sleyd (a young Art Student, who has not 
yet ** found herself,*' to Mr. Dryclon Prewin, a painter who 
has long since found himself, but has not, as yet, betm dis- 
covered by anyone else — as they insxject Manet’s Portrait 
of Mile, Lefnonnier), I like the modelling of the nose, but- 
do you know (with some hope of impressing him by her 
anatimicttl knowledge'^, 1 eecTft help feeling that her right 
sleeve Ws no ami inside it.' 

Mr,'*f^rewin (languidly). And wliy should it liavo? 
Manbt, whatever may be said against him, was perhaps 
the first to introduce the principle of eliminating all detail 
that iew»ot>alisohitely essential. 

il/MrP.' But Mi fib right arm an essential detail ? 

Mr, P, Not if it doesn’t happen to appeal to the painter. 
In that case he simply ignores it. 

Miss P. S: I feel that must be right, (ris they pass on 
to Manet’s “ Un Bar aux Folies-Bergdre.") Novv this I 
really do like. Those oranges and the still-life on the 
counter arc quite marvellously reall It isn’t possible to 
put more tmth into bottles than Manet has into all those, 
IS it ? 

Mr, P. (painpit). Possibly not. And ^it is just that 
realistic treatment that we ftynthesists are in revolt against, 
it is too hopelessly out of date nowtidays. We have got 
HO far beyond Manet now ! 

Miss P. S, (an assimilative young person). Ah, poor dear! 
Perhaps he was just a little— er — early Victorian ! 

Mr. Ellis Dee (a young City man luith advaiwed views 
on Art, to Miss Nebula Mistley).. Y<m may like this new 
style of painting, or you may fwt ; but 1 can toll you this : 
it’s like the motor-car, it’s come to stay. You’ll see — 
everybody ’ll be doing it in a year or two ! 

Miss Mistley {dubiously). 1 tvonder. A good Jiiany people 
don’t seem to see anything in it at all. 

Mr. E. D. No more they did in Turner or Whistler 
and ail those ohaps. And' look where they are now f 

Mias M. I wish I knew someone who could tell mo about 
these pictures I 

Mr. E, D, (hurt). That’s just wliat I am doing. Why, 
there aire fellows in Johannesburg— fellows who know, you 
know^bruying-everything they can get hold of. And prices 
simply bounding up. 

Miss M. (impressed). Really? Then there must lie 
something in it I 

Miss Sleyd (before “ Calypso ” by M. Maurice Denis). I 
love that. I do really / I^e eolour-effect of those warm 
pink .rocks against the fH'een sea is too charming ! 

Mr, Pretvin (drily). Mmh. These attempts to represent 
Nature under a pleasing aspect are unspeakably offensive 
to the eye of all the more advanced Synthesists, 

Miss H, (feeling sorry ehe spoke). Oh, I quite see that. 
And of course, as Art, a thing like this is simply nowhere / 

Mrs, Molesey (to Mr, Rumbell Wetheram, an eminent Art 
* Critic, before some of M. Gaugoin’s Tahitian studies). Yes, 
Mr. Wetheram, I do feel the rhythm imd the emotional 
significance -and all that, but I should like to know why 
some of the fibres are drawn with such hard Mack outlines. 

Mr, B. W, Because, my dear ll|dy, Primitive Art makes 


no attempt to draw what the eye perceives, but — ah— «aimB 
at putting a line round a mental conception of the object. ' 

MTS. M. I see. And they ’re Tahitians, too — so interest- 
ing! I must get a book about Tahiti and lead it up. 
(She stops in some stupefaction before a landscape in 
which the foliage is represented by irregular polygons of 
Indian red, chrome-green, salmon-pink, and Prussian-blue, 
edged with ochre rhm). Now really, Mr. Wetheram, 
I can't quite see why he sliould paint all his trees such 
odd shapes and colours I 

Mr. U. W. That, dear Mrs. Molcaey, is purely a matter of 
technique, which, let me remind you, is entirely the Artist’s 
own affair. The Public has no right whatever to dictata 
to a painter how he should miidor the “ tree-ness ” of 
a tree. 

Mrs. M. You meiHi ho must be allowed to paint trees as 
ho thinks they ought to l)e ? 

Mr. B. W. Precisely. And Synthesists hav(3 passed from 
the complexity of the appearance of things to the geomet- 
rical simplicity which design demands. 

Mrs. M. I see. Then of course it ’s all right. 

Miss Plait (a matter-of-fact young woman, to Miss Dobbs, 
another). “LePostieri” But why have they given liiin a 
green l)eard ? 

MIs.h Dobbs. Peihaps he ’d been dyeing it just before ho 
was taken. (They pa'is on to a study of a black bottle and 
a ekamher candlestick). “ Lo Bougeoir ! ” Pancy giving it 
a title like that ! 

Miss Platt (tolerantly). 0!>, well, they had to call it 
something. 

A Wife (to her husband, with enthusiasm). Oli, George, 
how I envy the possessors of these glorious things ! Don’t 
you ? „ ^ 

George. Well, not particularly. They may ’em for 
all 1 care. But 1 tell you what, Laura, if you 're so keen 
on ’em I don’t mind giving you ono for your birthday 
present. Only mind, you must hang it in your own room. 

Laura. It’s ever so sweet of you, dear— but J can't let 
you be so extravagant. You shall give me that sealskin 
and chinchilla coat I told you about, instead. 

Jlfr. Askelon Gaihhome (a frank Phili.dtne, to Mr. Prenvin, 
who futs been trying in vain to evade him). No, but 1 say-- 
just look at that picture of a donkey there. Why, it’s 
more like a wooden animal than a live one 1 

Mr. Pretvin. Possibly; but, as the introduction io tljo 
Catalogue very justly observes, “A good rocking-horse 
often has more of the true horse about it than an instanta- 
neous photograph of a Derby winner.” 

Mr. A. G. Has it? I should bo sorry to back it for a 
place, all the same I 

Mr. Prewin. My dear fellow, that’s entirely beside the 
point. I But, of course, if you only come hei*e to jeer 

Mr. A. G. Not a bit of it, dear old man. This has 
opened my eyes, I do assure you. I quite see from the 
way all this has caught on that there ’s only one set of 
men whose work is going to count in this country. 

Mr. Pretvin. I hardly expected you would say so, hut 
you are perfectly right. If English Art is ever to be 
rescued from its present state of utter degradation, it will 
l>e by us Post-Impressionists. 

Mr, A. G.l wasn’t thinking of you, old fellow. I meant 
those chaps who exhibit on the pavement. But perhaps 
I ’m wrong. Some of ’em do seem to have learnt to draw 
a bit ! 

[Mr. Prewin is about to reply that, to the Synthesist, 
Drawing is ctUirely unimportant in solving iMprohl^m 
of how the artist may best express his own tempera- 
ment — but decides, <yn second thoughts, to reserve kia 
pearls for a more appreciative recipient.] F. A; 
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PUNCH, OR THB LONDON CHARIVARI. 


CIVIL ANSWERS TO CIVIL 
QUESTIONS. 

I. — At the Douanb. 

Qimtion, Havo you anything to de- 
clare? 

Correct Answer, No trumps. 

Further Question. No trumps ? 

Correct Answer. None whatever. 

II.— In the Drawing-Room. 

Question. Amelia, will you l>e mine? 

Correct uinswer. No. But 1 will 
marry you, if you like. * 

III.— In TiiK Study. 

Question. May I ask as a father 
what your intentions towards my 
daughter aro, Sir ? 

Cortect Anstver, You may. 

Further Question. What aro your 
intentions ? 

Correct Answer. 1 give you tVree 
guesses. 

Further Question. Sir, 1 demand to 
know. What aro your intentioivs ? 

Correct Answer. I haven’t any. 

Further Question. Do you call your- 
self a gentleman, Sir? 

Correct Answer. 1 have too high an 
opinion of myself to call myself names. 

IV. In the B(TiLIARD-R00M. 

Question. Have you a cigarette on 
you? 

Correct Answer. I have left niy case 
at home, so I am afraid you will have 
to burn ono of your own. 

V. — In the Street. 

Question. Won’t you come round and 
dine with us ono of these days? 

Correct Answer. Yes. Which? 

VI,- At the Enquiry Office. 

Question. Wliat is your name, 
Madam. 

Correct Answer, N. orM. Strikeout 
one of tliese. 

VJI.— In Court. 

Question. Prisoner at the Bar, how 
say you ? Ara you guilty or not 
guilty ?‘ 

Correct Answer. That is for you to 
find out. 

VIII. — At the Telei’HONB 
(Trunk Call). 

Question. Are you tliere ? 

Correct Answer, Your question ad- 
mits of two answers, '‘Yes*’ on the one 
hand, and “No” on the other. It 
largely depends on what exactly you 
mean by*“ there.” 

Further Option. Are you two-three- , 
double-six-nine Central, London ? 1 

Correct Answer, Again it is neees* 
aiury to go into the matter at some 
ledgth. ion ask, ««Am I two-thvee-i 



Ouii Artist’s drkam AtTKR hbarino a ne«Ft>HMANrB or T-ui vitunvsKY’s 


double - six - nine Central, London ? ” 
In a way I am, and in another way I 
am not. I am often addressed by that 
name, but in fact, in so describing my- 
self in the directory, I have, I fear, 
been guilty of a little harmless decep- 
tion. 1 mean, tliat is not the name 
with which 1 was presented at my 
christening. My goa-paients will, 1 
am sure, max me out in that statement. 
Their respective addresses axe . . . 

Further Question (from the London 
Essohange). Three minutes is up. Are 
you done? 

Correei Answer. Inapproaeidngthisi 


the third pivibletii that is pifO|Hitmded 
to us . . . ' 

Further Question {jnm the 
source). Canjt. follow you. What ’$ 
that ? 

Correct Answer, In approaching, 1 
say, this, the thiwl piohloid that is 
propounded to us, procision Is equally 
necessary. The word “ done is ca|)a,- 
ble of several interpretations, SM it ii» 
essential to your^qoiry . . . ojf. 

Poetical decision by editor Jkeary of 
new billiard records : firay’s Bird. ^ 





CONSOLATION. 


«; Belaud FoseMmU ,'. “Oir, Peukins, what do you think can hav'E haptened to Sir John T Sumki.y if he’d been 

THROWN AMD HUUl’ THE MARE WOUT.D HAVE FOUND HEU WAY HOME BY NOW?” 

C'utHiAman. “Oh, no, MUM—A nick gentle animal like 'ER MWU) have browsed round the body until it WAS FOl ND.” 


Kotos and Queries. 

Several correspondents have asked it 
they may call our attention (and we 
freely give them permission) , to our 
comment on a Vatly Mail cutting in 
last week’s issue. They point out that, 
if you count all the sbftrps and flats 
(which we should never dream of doing) 
there are twelve notes in an octave, 
and they want to know what we have 
to say to that. We have to say : 

ri) That, if there are, there oughtn’t 
to l>e, b^use the whole point of call- 
ing i^ an octave is thus lost. 

(5S1 That for the sake of our readers 
in America, where the' colour ques- 
tion 4s so strong, we purposely 
ignoring the black notes. 

(3) Tnat, oven if we weren’t, wo 
always count an octave " from C to C ” 
(as Kiplxnq says), and that this gives 
you thirteen. 

p An, Bleotrical Shock. 

Fit>m an advertisement of Memphis 

2 J.S.A.) in The Saturday Evening 
ost : 

“Brikc the* World To.|MEHPai8 ifl»the 


slogan of tlio City and it exactly expresses the 
intense desfle of every man, woman and child 
in Memphis. This sentiment is backed up and 
given practical efieet by the great Businrsi 
Men's Ciub of Memphis, embracing 1,800 
progreasivo eith/nis. Tiiey occupy their own 
$200,000 Club House . . . Every man of 
them is a live trite ... 

It is this thoroughly W'ide-awakc progi’essivc 
smnpolitan jwople who will extend yon the 
glad hund. ” 

The italics are ours, but there our 
interest ceases. We do not, propose to 
grasp the glad liand of a live wire. 

‘ But, M'hfttover the sandwich used, tlie 
hostess should endeavour to m.^ke it distinctive 
of herself ," — Daily Uhronirle. 

There is, however, a right way and a 
wrong way of doing this, and the 
thumb-mark way is the wrong one. 


The Prophetic Kye. 

“Imperial Durbar 
A Great Solemnity. 
Probable Prooramhe. 
By an Eye-Witness.” 
The Daily 


“The Mayoi and Cory)oration of Penzance 
yesterday attended service at St. John’s 
Church.” 

p’or some reason unknown i/O us (it is 
really no business of ours at all) The 
Western Morning News heads this 
Penance.” 

“Mr. AVinston Churchill does not proyMwe at 
proaont Ui ill I up the second of the two ap- 
pointra'^uts as I>abour Adviser to the Home 
Office, the firat of which has been accepted by 
Mr. D. J. Shackletott, M.P. * , 

The Home Sooretary wishes it to be known 
tliat he does not propose at present to fillup 
the second of the two appointments as La' our 
Adviser to the Homo Office, the ffrat of whioh 
has been accepted by Mr. Bhackli tou.’* 

— Leiesd-er Daily Mercury, 

Well, that’s all right. Now, it is 
known. 

“The Piess Association says': Before the end 
of next week the present will have ceased to 
exist .” — JUtverpool CiAtrier. « 

Epigrams like this depend lor their 
effect entirely upon the way they are 
said* In the mouth of a practised 
racofUeur Iflse the Press Alii^iation 
they appear extremely pointed. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRAiTl'KO FROM THE DlARY OIT ToliV, M.P. 

Honu of Comtmm, Titesdni^, Nov, 15. 

Horneiihing sublime about aifoctation 
of incliiference assumed by House of 
Commons at critical epochs. Beas- 
seinbled to-day amid intense public 
inteiest, testified to by unwonted 
crowd at^gates of Balaco Yard w'atch- 
ing arrival of Members, arbiters of des- 
tinies of the Empire. When Speaker 
took the Chair every seat on floor was 
occupied. Late comers overflowed 
into side galleries. The menaced Peers 
were in the dock - 1 moan the Gallery 
over the Clock. Behind them serried 
rows of Strangers. To their 
riglit a line of Foreign Minis- r 


Habdib Don't Keir for some of the 
impulses and observances common 
in certain grades of social and public 
life ; but he does greatly * keir ’ for an 
opportunity of advertising himself. 
Here was one fashioned witli lavish 
hand. He seized it by the hair, as 
the French say. Proceeded to cross- 
examine Secretary OF State for War 
with respect to despatch of troops to 
protect life and property in disturbed 
colliei 7 districts of South Wales. Nine 
times he rose to reiterate in slightly 
varied form enquiry already ansvreix^d 
with Napoleonic curtnesa modified by 
Haldanean courtesy. 

House looked on with ill-disguised 
impatience at surprising clemency of 


Then thete m hean} 
resemblintg the ma/k of a ideeing box. 
Members, looking towanls whem 
Rees lately stootl, louitii ln> had die- 
appeaiBd. • 

up again presently. Tills time cer- 
tainly scored. To hmg lisii intem- 
gations addressed to urbai^ly sniilsng 
Napoleon B. MALOANEf uiwV Keih 
Hardir, commencing new eoliiinn of 
advertisement, propownded loiig, argu- 
mentative conundrum addressed to 
Winsome Winston* Caiim unoe more 
whirring sound from sewind bench 
below Gangway. J AOK m ^ ter - Box 
RBFiS out again/ tearlessly fronting 
the Chair. Distantly alUuling to him- 
self as "the hon. Member for Mont- 
gomery” he asked whether 
Keir Haudie's views ox- 


ters and otlior distinguished 
personages. Buzz of eager 
conversation filled the 
Chamber. 

The Conference liad broken 
up, admitting failure. Them 
had been going and coming 
between Downing Si.reet ancl 
Sandi’ingharn. What did it 
portend? Iinmodiate dis- 
solution, or further parley- 
ing witli Peers ovei’ tlie Veto 
Kesoliitions ? Momhors 
crowded to Westnijnster to 
liear tlio promised answer to 
poitcntous question'. AU thA 
world listened at the door. 

And what do you supposo 
was the liusiness the House 
straightway took in hand 
and proceeded to deal with in 
del i borate, prosaic fashion as 
if the political crisis everyone 
wastalking aliout had its local 



pressed in shnrt put 

in form of Question were 
nioi*e in order timn those that 
earlier brought uihiii hiraself 
rebuke from tim Chair? 
General cheer apphtved point 
of enquiry. Hphakrh did r 
reply. 

At last to huMinesH J'himr 
Minister signiflcantly ah* 
sent. CnderstiKui ttv ho in 
further oonfeivsnoe \^ilh His 
Majesty on motimiitous 
issue at stake. In bus ab- 
sence Chancellor of Kx- 
OUUQUER, in halting tu'cents, 
with timid manner unfa* 
miliar at LimelioiiMO, ex- 
])Iuined that oagniiy expe(^tcd 
statement w’ould luit Ihi made 
to-day, nor even to morrow. 
On Tliursday it shoubl Ihi 
forthcoming from lips of 
pRUMiKU. Turned out that 


habitation in the planet .jA«'K-iN-rHR-Hox Rf.es. Puiwcjh Arthur ongumHl in 

Batiiin ? Wliy, it was con- (AIw.j. a d.liglafal «imt«r.imU..t'to th.' Prmou. UtU« E,ii,mv ooiintryon thtttdtty. lijnttily 
SI deration of Gas Companies Lot.) /u-.t n \ setMeil that full disuloHiuo 

(Standard Burnei’) (No. 1) ( u , . . ees.) imule on Friday. 

Jhll, a measure which seems to have the Speaker. The letter and the spirit ” innnnumd the Mem- 


oscapod ruthless hand of the fjords 
and reached tlio Commons intact. 
Anyhow there it lay upon the Table, 
with intimation that it had come on 
from the other House. What it was 
all about only nine Members, including 
the Chairman op Ways and Means, 
had slightest idea. Of these, eight 
tilled five folios of the Orders of the 
Day with notices of motion referring 
to it. 

Thus it came to pass that, whilst the 
thronged House curbed its impatience, 
ibh Gas Companies (Standard Burner) 
(No. 1) dill was understood to be dimly 
threading its way to the Statute Book. 

This disposed ot, surely we should 
have eagerly expeoM statement. Not 
a bit of it, as Don't Keir Habdib 
said to himself. May be true thab 


of procedure strictly limit number and 
range of Supplementary Questions. 
And liore^as Keir Hardie having his 
fling unrestrained and unrobuked. 

Too much for Jack-in-the-Box Bees. 
Is accustomed to keep watchful eye 
over irregularities at Question time. 
Now, with that unexpectedness that 
suggests the mechanical toy, he leaped 
to his feet and submitted point of Order, 
designed to put down Keir Habdib. 

" That is not a point of order," the 
Speaker interrupt^. 

Jacx-in-the-Box not tb be shut up 
so suddenly. 

" With neat respect, Mr. Speaker," 
he said, " I venture to think " 

"The views of hon. Members/' in- 
terrupted the Speaker icily, "do not 
coneem me." 


HER FOR Sauk, inuler whose oomjilex 
character lurks a stratum of supm*- 
stition. 

Bimneiis done. — Gas CompaiiieH 
(Standard Burnoi) (No. 1) Bill mail a 
third iimo. # 

Home of f/ordv, TlWwvsdwy, ■— 
Mufllerl, prasumahly inteiestiitg, <x>n- 
versation goiiig* forward throUga hour- 
and-a-half. To those whom duty calls to 
attend Debate in the Lonls, the Cham- 
ber familiar as the sepulchie speech. 
Tills afternoon, interest in pruceediitgs 
abnormally acute, entombniimt moio 
than usually compete. bANelidwtiR as 
a, rule suooessfti} in inakiug himself 
heal'd. In the eyrl^ over the where 
Commoners are, ai thsy say Itt police- 
court reports, " aocomuiodatiia with a 
seat,** omy by painfully mtei|snii«leiiing 
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*^oould the drift o£ hie I’eznarf^s be guessed 
at. Eobbbeby is adothei' of the few 
Peers who can be heard in the Gallery. 
He also collapsed. Contemplation of 
growing iniquity of the C3iov©mmont, 
of increasing danger to the Empire, 
affected not only his spirits but his 
voice. 

As for (jnuwE, barely audible at the 
l>e8t of times, lie was excruciating. 
What made it worse for lookers-on 
from the Gallery was the aggravation 
of his manner. One could guess from 
the action of his hands, the gleam of 
genius on his countenance, 
that he was making an elo- 
quent, probably a convincing 
speech, of which only here 
and there was caught frag- 
ment of a sentence. 

Climax reached at close of 
Cbewk’s reply to what was 
understood to have been 
Lansdownb’s speech. liosK- 
UERY, quitting Cross Bond), 
stood at Table facing Minis- 
|.Tf'er8. I made verbatim note 
of what followed as far as it 
was lieard from Gallery 
whore Commons clusierotl, 
and transcribe it for infor- 
mation of posterity, who will 
like to know how debate is 
earned on in House of Lords. 

Lord Rosebery. . . first 
and second reading . . .oppor- 
tunity to-day . . . printed ? ” 

Uj) gat Crewh, anxious 
above all things to convey 
information. His play with 
his hat was, in absence of 
articulation, illuminating. 

Clutchetl it from his lieud 
with evident intention of 
demolishing hostile querist. 

As, holding it in hand, he 
advanced to Table, tenderer 
thoughts filled his mind. 

Proper sense of fealty to a 
father-in-law seized him. By 
time he reached the Table 
his nature so softened that 
he quite gently deposited, brim upper 
most, what a moment earlier had 
been ^ really truculent hat. Tlien, 
in courteous accent, he made full 
reply. 

Lord Creive. “. . ..er^. . . in this 
matter . . . Monday next* . . . er . . . 
I confess I ... to everyone in the 
House ... er ... in any other case 
. . . er.” 

Lord Rosebery. **, . . slippery work 
... of course ... am I to understand 
, c . next week ? ” 

Lord Grewe (emphatically). ** Yes.” 

Lord Rosebery, “Then may I ask 
. . . are wC to . . . propositions of the 
Government ? ” * ^ 


Lord Cretve. . or . , . like all 
other Bills . . . our position was . . . 
we were willing ... or ... no 
amendments.” 

Happily one gleam of light shone 
through ihe mirk. On Orders of Day 
appeared Kesoluiion in name of Lord 
Lansdowne inviting Government forth- 
with to submit their Veto Bill. Putting 
this and that together, closely following 
eloquent movement of Cekwk’s hands 
and arms, gathered that request was 
conceded, Anyhow, no division. Noble 
Lords congregating in Lobby haggardly 



IVisr.as 


ve, deprecatory, lucid, charming to look at — but 
in the Ciallery t 

compared notes as to what they thought 
they had here and there caught of pur- 
port of two speeches and one cross- 
examination. 

Business done. — Generally under- 
stood that Veto Bill was road first time. 

Hoim of Commons, Frtday. — Domi- 
nance of the unexpected kept up to 
last. Prevailed even in. detail of Ques- 
tions. Through the session Ministers 
enjoy on ixidays immunity from 
interrogation, To • day, the House 
thronged to fullest capacity with 
audience eager to know what the 
Premier had to auuounoe on political 
crisis, an interval of a full hour was occu- 
pied with questions put and answered 


amid murmur of conversation along 
the benches. 

Another surprise was the excessive 
tameness of the proceedings. Here 
was climax of situation whoso growth 
had occupied men’s minds for a full fort- 
night. Beasonahle to look for scene 
of seething excitement, passion finding 
outlet in bursts of cheers and counter- 
cheering. That the impulse was there 
was testified to by the ringing cheer 
from Opposition that greeted entrance 
of Prince Arthur, a demonstration 
lustily responded to from Ministerial 
side when, five minutes 
later, the 1 ’remier entered 
from liehind the Speaker’s 
chair. 

Evidently there was plenty 
of gunpowder strewn about 
the floor. A match care- 
lessly or designedly dropped 
would lead to explosion 
shaking the roof. 

At the outset the artful 
Premier sprinkled cold water 
over the gunpowder. Ho 
was solely concerned in 
getting business through. 
Fireworks we might, if we 
pleased, have in another place 
on another occasion. Strik- 
ing a conversational note, 
avoiding incitement to party 
feeling, in the space of 
twenty minutes — one-third of 
the time wasted on Ques- 
tions — he announced that 
dissolution will bo decreed on 
Monday the 2Bth. In the 
meantime business of ses- 
sion will be quietly wound up. 

“ A master of precise 
statement,” Prince Arthur 
hailed the Premier, and 
taking time and tune from 
him delivered equally brief 
speech, also free Irom appeal 
to party passion. 

It was not magnificent 
but it avoided futile fury and 
consequent waste of time. 

Bmiims done. — Dissolution an- 
nounced. 


“So the AsqulthUn roup de main fails in Mio 
nerveless am of the Prime Minister, and the 
bottom falls out of the ovorflowiug cat>.” 

iWf Matt acuseUe, 

Horrible thought ! Can the writer 
have translated “ coup ” by “ cup ” ? 

“Two hundred inmates of the Belfast County 
Gaol enjoyed a variety eniertainAient on Satur- 
day, and listened to organ solos played by the 
prison govenior.’'-<-'itfa)Mi&etftfr News, 

It is a nice distinetion, and we appre- 
oiate the taet.with whieh it in made. 


inaudible 




KIIYMEB FOJt RATS. 

I A lament ungRosted l\y llie old rural suiioi- 
Htitiun that luts euulil he rliyined to death.] 

Whkn I despondently review 
The way tlie modern poet’s trade 
Yields protits barely equal to 
The takings of a tweeny maid, 

T sigh for those attractive times 
When rats were massacred with rh) ines. 

then, when ravage in his rick 
Had set the farmer sw^earing hard, 
His friends would toll him; “Send 
round quick 

For Robinson, the gifted bard, 

Wlio boasts a pretty talent that ’s 
A^good as sudden death to rats.” 

AtwF straightway he would summon 

Acting upon this timely tip, 

And beg me tiy what poetry 
Could do to give the beggars gip. 

“ Dead for a ducat,” I womd sliout, 
And he would dole the ducat out. 

But even vermin treat to-day 
AH musi^ with a cold neglect, 

And Bbownino’s friend might pipe 
away 

(liike billyo) without effect. 

When man is fighting rats, no more 
The mihetrieil boy goes to the war. 


HINTS TO HOSTESSES. 

f “ HoHteaaes often eimiphiiii that they do not 
know how to entertain their gueats in the long 
winter evenings luih'HH they p!ay rards, and the 
reKult h that the iion-c 5 .aid-i»layer» ivt ire early, 
having nothing heiter to do.” — Mail,] 

Poou ladies, you must l)o* helped; 
or else you must give up asking non- 
gambling visitors to your bouse at all. 

One way to keep these unreasonable 
guests up is to make their bedrooms 
extremely uncomfortable. Forget to 
put hot water in their bottles; for 
nothing is more depressing than ii cold 
wator-lx)fctlo. Let their fires out, or 
don’t have thorn laid at all. Leave 
the window® open. Shut the dog or 
cat up in the room. 

That is one way. Another way is 
to have dinners later and later, so that 
there is no time for cards for any one. 
Don’t sit down tUl ten and then ser' e 
slowly, so that the table is not finally left 
till midnight. This will break up the 
evening very pleasantly, and no one is 
likely to want to sit up much later. 

Another way is to find you are out 
of cai'ds. “ Of coureo you 'd like Bridge, 
wouldn’t you ? *' you can say quite 
naturally (practise this before a phono- 
graph), “ but unfortunat^ I can’t put 
my hand on our packs. We have such 
lots, but l*m afraid one of ournew maids 


has been lighting the fire wdth them — 
she ’s Irish, you know I ” or “ 1'hc hoys 
hatl a paper-ohuse yesterday and the 
little rascals uhimI all our HiuaH‘»tn's- 
how' droll of theml” or “My nushmurs 
aunt, you kno>v, she’s very strict - 
quite an Annliaptist 1 call her! she 
hates cards, so that I ’m ufmid she 
destroyed tluun. She left on)> this 
morning.” Huy somt^thing likt' tnis, 
gaily and humorously, and then HUg* 
gest your aUeniativ(Miltrac<ion, whnl- 
evor it is — Spillikins, or Squailw, or 
ConsequenopH, or Churades. 

But if all those (hi vices fail and y<>u 
are driven hack on the ooncUmuiii thati 
most of your IViends acttially do come 
to stay witlj you for the sake cJff Biidge, 
why then you must sacrifice those who 
don’t. Nothing is so uncomfortahle as 
to have friends who hale gaiithliug. 
Don’t ask thorn any more. Perhaps 
this is simplest* * * 

“When butter i« nal w<u*ketj prolt^lfly. win 
bttdiv nuulc «i>. it« colottr la (^ftwu «ti#kyand 
♦ he flavour iuqjialrwl. HutUM* ahould Im 

dragged along llw l)cd of the worker, njllhb b 
a tinre laeaiia of deUwdiug fruiu tUa qitalily of 
the ftniMhod article.” , 

— TAtf mutf 

If we inust have nut bed 

with certainly prefev the,ci!iilnar>' 

apple-pie. ^ 
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XHE VAGABOND. 

, {Omtdiufed.) 

1 Bo, ttioving on where his fancy listed, 

' He camo t»o a street that turned and twisted ; 

And there by a sliop-front dimly lighted 
^ suddenly stopped as though affrighted, 

and star^ with his deep ga«e ^ntred 
On something seonr like a dream's illusion, 

Throu^fi the streairiing ^lass, mid the queer confusion 
Of objects litteretl on shelf and floor, 

And about the counter and by the door — 

And then with his lips set tight he entered. 

There were rusty daggers and battered breastplates, 
And jugs of pewter and carved oak cases, ^ 

And china monsters with hid^us faces. 

And cracked old plates that hod oboe been best plates; 
And needle-covers and such old-wivery ; 

■Wondeirful chess-men made from jvory ; 

Out-glass bottles for wines and brandies. 

Sticks once flourish^ by bucks and dandies ; 

Deep old glasses they drank enough in, 

And golden boxes they took their snuff in ; 

Bings that flashed on a gallant’s knuckles. 

Seals and lockets and shining buckles ; 

Watches sadly in need of menders, 

Blackened Armogs and dinted fenders ; 

Prints and pictures and quaint knick-knackery, 

Bare old silveirasid-Kwre gimcrackory — 

Such was the shop, and in its middle 
Stood an old man holding a dusty fiddle. 

The Vagabond bowed and the old man bowed, 

And then the Vagabond spoke aloud. * 

“ Sir,” he said, *' we are two of a trade, 

Bach for the other planned and made, 

And so wo shall come to a fair agreement, 

Since I ani for you and you 're for me meant. 

And 1, having travelled hither from far, gain 
You yourself as n»y life’s boat bargain. 

' But 1 am one 

Who chaffers for fun, 

Who when ho perceives such stores of beauty 
Outspread conceives it to be liis duty 
To buy of his visit a slight memento : 

Some curious gem of the quattrocento, 

Or something equally rare and priceless, 

Though its outward fashions perhaps entice less : 

A Sultan’s slipper, a Bishoj)’s mitre, 

Or the helmet owned by a Koiindhtad figliter, 

Or an old buff coat by the years worn thin, 

Or — what do you say to the violin ? 

1 '11 .wager you ’ve many, so yoa'cati’t miss one, i 

And I — well. I have a mind for this one, 

This which was made, as you must know, 

' Three hundred years and a year ago 
By one who dwelt in Cremona city 
,For me — but I |pst it, more ’s the pity. 

Sixty years book ifl a wild disorder 

That flamed to a fight on tho Afghan border ; 

And, whatever it costs, I am bound to win it. 

For 1 left the half of my full soul in it.” 

And now as he spoke his eyes began 
To shiver the heart of the grey old man ; 

^ And the oldcnan stuttered, 

And “ Sir," he muttered, 

“ Tbe words you speak are the merest riddle, 

But— fiv^ pounds down, and ^ou own the fiddle! 


And 1 11 choose for your hand, while the pounds you 
dole out, * 

A bow with which you may pick that soul out." 

So said so done, and our friend again 
Was out in the raging wind and rain. 

Swift through the twisting street he passed 
And came to the Market Square at last, 

And climbed .and stood 
On a block of wood 

Where a pent-house, leant to a wall, gave shelter 
From the brunt of the blizzard’s helter-skelter, 

And, waving his bow, he cried, ” Ahoy ! 

Now steady your hearts for an hour of joy ! ” .. 

And so to his cheek and jutting chin 
Straight he fitted the violin, 

And, rounding his arm in a movement gay. 

Touched the strings and began to play. 

There hasn’t been heard since tbe world spun round 
Such a marvellous blend of thrilling sound. 

3 1 streamed, it flamed, it rippled and blazed, 

And now it reproached and now it praised. 

And the liquid notes of it wove a scheme * 

That was one-half life and one-half a dream. 

And again it scaled in a rush of fire 

The glittering peaks of high desire ; v 

Now, foiled and shattered, it rose again 

And plucked at the souls and hearts of r&on ; t 

And still as it rose the sleet came down 

In the Market Square of Banbury town. 

And now from hundreds of ojmed doors, 

With quiet paces 
And happy faces, 

In ones and twos and threes and fours, 

A crowd pressed out to tho Market Square 
And stood in the storm and listened there. 

And, oh, with what a solemn tender strain 
The long-drawn music eased their hearts of pain ; 

And gave them visions of divine content ; 

Green fields and happy valleys iar away, 

And rippling streams and sunshine and the scent 
Of bursting buds and flowers that come in May. 

And one spoke in a rapt and gentle voice, 

And bade his friends rejoice, 

*' For now,” he said, “ 1 see, I see once more 
My little lass upon a pleasant sliore ^ ^ 

Standing, as long ago she used to stand, 

And beckoning to me with her dimpled hand. 

As in the vanished years. 

So I behold her and forget my tears.” 

Aftd each one had his private joy, his own, 

All the old happy things he once had known, 

Benewed and from the prisoning past set free, 

And mixed with hope and happy things to be. 

So for a magic hour the music gushed. 

Then faded to a close, and all was hushed, 

And the tranced people woke and looked about, ’ 
And fell to wondering what had brought them out 
On such a night of wind and piercing sleet, 

Exposed with hatless heads and thin-shod feet. 
Something, they knew, had chased their heavy Badness,; 
And for the years to come they still may keep, 

As from a morning sleep, 

Some broken gleam of half-remembered gladness. 

But the wild fiddler on his feet of flame ^ 

.Vanished and went the secret way he came* 




Lady (waiUin'f some walljhwera for bedding out). “Have vou any * Blkbdiko Warkiohs ’ I ’* 

Kew Jmvaant {Miexperieticed tnjlorai iwuienduture). “Well, Ha'av, our foreman ttA8 two BOfH IN Til* wsotjth.** 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. PuncKs Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I SUPPOSE that what Miss S. Macnauohtan doesn’t 
know about Scotch country life isn’t worth knowing, or at 
least making a book about. Her latest story, The An^rsons 
(Mubrat), is just as good as thoso that have gone before; 
and tliere are many people who will recognize this for 
very high liaise indeed. Though I have just finished 
reading it with a great deal of pleasure, 1 doubt if I could 
tell you accurately what The Andersons is about, pxcept 
that it is about the Andersons — and they are a family to 
whom nothing very out-of-the-way happens, from one end 
of tho book to the other. In fact, when, about halfway 
through, they moved ^^ora Clydebank to Kensington, and 
appeared anxious to involve themselves in the complications 
of an ordinary novel, I was quite sorry. Because, fraukly, 
I do not think “plot" is Miss Macnaugbtan’s strong 
point, and, indeed, the episode of Maggie and tbe cheque 
struck me as so artificial as to be silly, and certainly quite 
out of place. I like the Andersons ever so much better 
when they are content to remain just ordinary and human 
£o reveal themselves as such, through the art of 
Mtss MAONAuaHTAN, and with that exceedingly dry humour 
of which she alone of women appears to Imow &e secret. 
Olj Mathew Anderson, the shipbuilder ; Beatrice, with her 
art- jargon and general futility; Maggie herself (except in 


that matter of the oheque-lieroics) ; and the pnuitUial 
Flora — all these hold the attention as only living characters 
can. For these alone the book is excellently worth 
buying. And the storm that ends it is a quite treiiiendouH 
piece of descriptive writing ; 1 know of no wind in lU^tion 
(except perhaps the one in Jiavenshoe) that has left me 
xeeling so buffeted and breathless. ^ 

If I am to have my highwayman endowetl with must of 
the Christian virtues, and only indulging his liesotting 
foible at the expense of unrighteous attoincya and tho Uke, 
I think 1 prefer the author to go the whole hog, and make 
him marry tho heroine at the end. Take, for instance, 
Jemmy Abercraw (Methuen), who is Mr. Bebmabu CaIe'EO’h 
ideal inght-rider. Most of his esoapadas wore un Joi^keu 
in a spirib of pure frolic humour; he never had to hhoot a 
man (because people knew ho could hit bats on the wing), 
and when, from want of funds and m the hope of semh^mg 
some hidden treasure, he was lei to impen^onato the 
Young Pretender, thus imposing on those ardent Jacchttee 
Lady Drummond and her charming niece, lie backed out 
as soon as he discovered that the giii's honour will in. 
danger of being compromised. Finally lie saved this 
youpg lady’s life and that of her more respectable bul hot 
nearly so attractive suitor, Lord DehvtU^. And for alt this 
virtue and gallantry how does Mr. Bbbnai^ Oates re^ird 
Why, with a dastardly shot ii* tho Imcb, on 
[ page d09* It is enough to make one denpalr of UVihg a 
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noble life. For the rest^ there is dome very pretty writing 
in this no^eh and ihe author has manag^ his final and 
most thrilling situation with extreme siml; also he has 
introduced a couple of delightfully villainous desperadoes 
as a foil td the stainlesa chivalry of his young gentlemfbn 
of the road. But why ndt have made /e^my Abercraw a 
duke in disguise ? ' And he could easily have built a 
hospital or a free library to atone for the trifling errors of 
his past, • ^ ' 

I am come regretfully to the conclusion that Mr. HiaAifiE 
Belloc, M-P., is not helping us as he should. All is not 
well with England ; yet, while there are Englishmen called 
BeliiOC to point the way, should we not be able to escape 
from the mire? That Prime Ministers and Leaders of the 
Opposition are dishonest and incompetent fools (not, it 
may be, having enjoyed the advantages which you and I 
1 have enjoyed); that the two front Benches maintain I 

a Portuguese indiffer-i 

enoe as to which shall 

ba in power, so long as I v ^ 'll' 
the salaried posts are k., j Ik ' 


Thr Eifoist . WaITKI!, lAlvK lllls tJhMT.KM AN n NUl T A\V\Y. 1 ^A^’■| 

sponded as we imd „am;V’ 

hoped. Once again, in 

Pongo and ilie Bull (Constable), he d>velis lovingly for a livelihood in New 
upon the disease, ratlior than imlicates the remedy, lie moderate measure succeeded 
shows us no contrast betw'een sincerity and insincerity; what she wanted by reason ^ 
he pictures for us no honest Hercules M.P. struggling for it. Desiring a modest ap 
with the Westminster stables. Perhaps, you think to office, she did not potter roun 


City clerks and working*men, 

These inspire his current pen; 

You will find them, in the mam, ^ 

Good companions for the tram. 

Sometimes a pathetic ncAe 
Checks the smile — 1 *d like to quote 
Had I space, but must refrain ; 

Wait and read it in the train. 

• 

Houber, aided by his chum. 

Stoughton, brings it out. The sum ? 

Just a florin ; so the twain , 

Cater cheaply for the train. 

Since Marie Bashkirtseff published her Journal I 
have not read anything more illuminative of the complex 
character of woman than Mrs. T. P. O’GoNNOJt’s book, 
published by Methuen. I Myself, slic calls it, with 

— characteristic frank- 

ness. Whilst it inciden- 

tally^ Avith 

insisted that the 
r W proper study of man- 

^ kind is man. He did 

1 know Mi*s. 

O'Connor. 

tudes an unfamiliar fire. 

nurtured in the 
luxury of a Bouthern 

_ home “ hefo’ the Avah," 

but circumsiaiiceB 
j[ vin tlirew her in early life 
noHAow) yfl^ npon her own resources. 

. , . Gifted, strenuous, not 

afram of hard work, 

— she began her struggle 

for a livelihood in New York journalism, and in 
moderate measure succeeded. Slie never failed to get 

1 A _i _ 1^1 1 _r 1 . 1 1.* 
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ferculos M.P. struggling 
Perhaps, you think to 


yourself in a moment of unrelieved gloom, there is no 
honest M.P. Ah, hut we know that there is one . . , 
and he is not gi\ing us the help that we expect from an 
English liiun. 

* In your study you devour 

Nietzsche, Kant and ScHorENHAi Ka ; 
Something in a lighter vein 
Suits your fancy in the train. 

Mr. Ridqe (Pett Riuok) and 1 
Recommend that you should buy 
Light Jiefreshment. Don't abstain, 

Blit consume it in the train. 

Go for ^idob's food and shun 
' Sandwiches and penny bun ; 

Kiboe’b food will ^iva your brain 
Ease and comfort in the train. 


what she wanted by reason of undue shyness in asking 
for it. Desiring a modest appointment in a Government 
office, she did not potter round head clerks or even Under 
Secretaries. She went straight to the President of the 
United States, and talked taciturn General Grant into 
giving*her what sho wanted. Not the least interesting 
chapters of a book wdiich deals principally with life in 
Ijondon are the earlier ones devoted to pictures of her up- 
bringing on a Texan plantation. They throw vivid light 
on a domesticity that has for ever passed away. 


*’Feaiing tfml. they laay spi-ead pla/nie, lur^o ntiniherji of rata ore 
Wing Rhot Qt' puisotiea in tlie Dniirnon' (^ox) district." 

— /><n7y Ohronicle* 

This is most public-spirited of our dumb friends^ Few 
humans could rise to these heights of self-sacti^e* 


The wide air of the wor’d was theirs to breathe, but they breathed 
it only ill short |iaiits . " — Harpers Hfagatine. 

You can’t do that nowadays, people are m stricit. 
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- American feet's avoidance of CAn$cm*i$ Bla}\ , l^eeeiMf^V Ctm* 

- • vni\|iiVAKlA. Germany. DieDentaekeT^kgesx^itmgyi^^tiMwmti^miiihymm twm 

Government/' said Mr. C.l!\G. protests agamst its attitu^de of obsequi* ifr. entitled 

MaSTKBMAN at Stratford, demand as ous friendship to the United States," and ffor^ 

inucii justice for the pickpocket as for declares that ‘‘vre should in nociioum- * - ’> 

tlie fKser." We can well believe this, stances give oven the appearance of *' Never m In damp ehoaii^^ says 

V. '' running mter the Americans.** Such a As a m fact linr vears 

Mr. Winston Churchill was much proceeding, in the event of war, would we have made it a pxh never Wifit in 

mist.akon if he thought that the release be obnoxious to the Americans also. a slioe of any sOrt If thcnt (S a d^ir 

of tiio Suffragettes would please them. handy. ' ' * 

Nearly all, we hear, w^ere angry, but Meanwhile at Brest and Cherbourg 

tlio most aggrieved of them was with- there is considerable dissatisfaction as We thank you, 0 t^ubUn $^vbning 
out doubt the lady who, before attend- to the disturbances caused by the | Maii, for the following sentence in an 

kig tlio Court, had let uY>«rt*twf, r»F « 

her house furnished for a 
mouth. 


If proof were needed of 
tlK‘ unpopularity of Form 
JV. it IS to bo found in the 
•OHANCF.iiLOu's confcBsion 
in tlie House of Commons 
that, out of 8,1)01,447 
issued, no fewer than 
7,000,000 have been re- 
turned to him. It sur- 
prises us to hear that 
anyone shot^ld want to 
keep ilieni. 

■ Ji« ' 

Wllile ilio VoSTMASTFU- 
(JicNKRAL does not see liis 
way to adopt Mr. IIenniker 
Hka'I’on's projiusal tiiat, in 
telegrams, tlio letters M.l\ 
shall bo charged as one 
w’ord instead of two, a 
conipromiso has now been 
reached on tlio point. If 
the (lovornmeut are re- 
turned tliey wdll introduce 
a nu'asure tor the pay- 
ment of salaries to M.P.’s, 

“ Jjot the Unionist party 
gn e a ne)v value and added 
meaning to its title,” 
suggests D. L. B. 8. in 
Thr ObftciTcr, “by declaring 
and working for a union 
between rich and poor, 
instead of edass iiatred.” 
d'here are difficulties, of 



but the pool’, w^o ] wii.l surroRT me 


May I iidl'K, Mas. SAcrNUKiis, 


THAT YOini HrsDAM* 


understand, are quite wil- 
ling to take the rich into 
partnership. 


Mrtt, A'mendrrs. “Siiu'ORT roc/ W’y, *e aia't tiUinoiMKii mu thb irished. 

liAST SIX MONTHS • ” 


he toiiowing eenleim^ in m 
7 account of a iphctit non> 
cert : — The programme 
throughout wiM m ex* 
cepiioimlly sttong one, 
coinprotuising the names 
of some of uuhliiiV most 
talented and popular 
artistes.” 

Borne of our neuspaperfi 
come datigc^rously near 
HtioiUng thmr it^devs by 
their acts of geuntmity. 
For instance : — y7ie 
press presents its ivaders 
to-day with a new novel 
feature-— a display page 
for advertisers.” And withi* 
out extra charge t How 
e(tn it bo done? 

* 1 * 

A young lady who was 
charged in Paris last week 
with smashing iho glass 
of a fire-alarm pleaded that 
her fUmc^ was a fimman 
and that she hopCfl to 
see him by this means. 
'J’his, of course, is not 
an original schem€>, IUl 
VK itLEV had the same idea 
wlum he Uu'ew a sk)ne 
through tile window of the 
Oean of Christ 's. 

" What, wc have to do,” 
said Mr. doHK Bniihs at 
Battwrwsi, “ is to scolch the 
Lords.” But we quite 
thought they w'ofu to Ixi 


partnership. American tars, and the French are “Salome at Covbnt Gamoen, 

'•' saying that they would never have Ban liwMOVBO 

Uic Post announces that measures helped the Americans to gain their By the Loml OiUMMERLArK,'* 
have boon taken by the German military independence had they known that road an old lady last week. “WolB’she 
authorities to prevent the repetition of they wore going to use it like that. exclaimed, “ i should hai e thought her 
such offences as that of Lieutenant %’'• costume was already scanty enoij(gh.” 

Helm by other German officers visiting There have been many worse ciitzes ‘ a’'' 

Knf^and. , We understand that the than the vogue for Pageants, and we A congregation of Oxford Uttitoslty 
form these measures take is strict in- are pleased to see that there is now an has negatived by IBH votes to lUll the 
structions to other officers not to be “ Association for the Supply of Speota- proposed statute t# abolish Greik fori 
found out. 4 ; cles to London Elementory^ Schools.” responsions, and in 0p«»tivntin<^il» the 

♦ ^ 4 ,* feeling against out oountry is moi^ 

The German newspapers are annoyed It is rumoured that Mr, B. 0. bitter than ever* , 


voi« cxxxix* 
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BETWEEN* NOW AND THEN. 

** Pback and good will to men ? ” Quite so ; 

But that 'a for Christmas : that can wait ; 
There 'a still a g^ish time to go 
In which we ’re free to fight and hate ; 

We ’ve had the schedule nicely planned — 

A fortnight sees our ructions ended, 
fli^ving us jiidt a week in hand 
To get our muddy souls amended. 

So let us make it our delight, 

As doth the vicious mongrel pup, 

To growl and bark and sniff and bite. 

And chew the Constitution up ; 

A little hell we mean to raise 
For blighted dukes thsit hold, or let, land, 
Then purge our sins for seven days 

(No chance of this for poor old Shetland). 

And on the night, witli turkey puffed, 

We ’ll talk about this heathen feud — 

What made us scalp each other’s tuft, 

And how we came to be so rude ; 

And wonder, o’er the nuts and wine — 

Sick of the war we ’ve just been waging — 
Why Christian Moderates can’t conibino 
And leave the rest to do the raging. O. S. 


THE POWER OF THOUGHT. 

A Case op Possession. 

Bow Sireet, Nov. 25. 

Dear Mb. Puni’H, — Dr. Julia Seton Sears, M.D., the 
founder of the New Thought Church and School, D.8.A., 
is over here on a crusade. She expounded her views at a 
** small parlour audience ” yesterday afternoon to a select 
few disciples and others. She holds that if you want a 
thing badly enough you get it. All you have to do is to 
concentrate your thoughts, visualise whatever you want 
to occur, and ** see yourself in instant possession,” 

Fortified with this simple programme of procedure 1 
determined to put it into practice at the earliest opx)ortunity. 

It occurred to me this morning, while strolling through 
tlie National Gallery, that I badly wanted Romney’s 
portrait of Lady Hamilton. 

1 concentrated hard fer forty seconds, and visualised the 
occurrence most successfully. 

No sooner thought than done. 

1 lifted the picture off its hook and walked away with 
the precious acquisition under my arm, feeling really 
immensely grateful to Dr. Sears. 1 was, however, 
observed by au officious attendant. 

TJie next moment I was practically “ in instant posses- 
sion ” of the police, and am now waiting to Ije bailed out. 
Will the leader of the Now Thought kindly think me out ’? 
The .case is urgent-ror rather, it is proceeding, and it will 
soon be too late. * 

{Signed) A Martyr to The Cause. 


Whereas the Editor of The Calgary Daily Herald 
(Alberta) has lifted from Punch a picture of a football 
crowd, and re>nam^ it to suit local requirements ; and 
WBBRSAB he has done this without publishing any sort of 
acknowledgment ; Now Mr. Punch herewith l^gs to make 
full acknowledgment on his behalf. 


[November 30, loio. 


A ZEALOUS CONVERSION. 

iMr. Punch ttoderstandti that the following suggestion for an election 
IMMter has been submitted to the headquarters of the Unionist Party.} 

All Who Wish To 
ABOLISH THE HOUSE OF LORDS 
Must Vote for the Unionists. 

The Unionist 1 readers have Pronounced 
TIJK DOOM OF THE HEREDITARY PRINCIPLE, 
Those Who Support Asquith Suppoijt 
AN EFFETE 

AND SUPERFLUOUS PEKRACtE. 

Lord Lansdownb and Mr. Balfour Will 
CLIP THE PEERS’ CLAWS 
and 

DRAW THE DUKES’ TEETH. 

VOTE FOR [httc insert name of Unionist Cmdidah'] ' 

and 

NO INTERlJEREiNCK Wlfll BUDCJETS. 

JOINT SESSIONS. 

THE POPULAR REFERENDUM. 

DE.STRUCTION OF THE ARISTOCRA(;y. 

TRIUMPH OF THE DEMOCRACY * 
and 

THE ASSURED PREDOMINANCE 
of 

THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

Whoever desires to Give 
A DEATH-BLOW TO FEUDAL PRIVILECK 
Must 

VOTE FOR [here insert name of Unionist CanditlaO}. 


NORFOLK. 

fA diwTSiwctrul postBCiipt to some verses recently published iu T/<c 
iSjtectator.'} 

Visions of old that we vainly ch«n-i8l), 

Dim and faint are your forms to-day, 

Ancient memories fade and perish. 

Ancient houses decay. 

Leisurely methods are out of favoui*, 

Cottagers follow the City mode, 

Rural ocYoura have lost their savour, 

Speed and smell are lords of the road. 

\Velcome, I ween, are the boons you offer, , 

Norfolk, to those who eschew repose : 

Sporting links for the red-faced goiter 
Flaunting his florid hose ; 

Sands for the matutinal dippers ; 

Surf where they tumble and shout and sprawl ; 

I Sea fronts blackened with cockney trippers, 

Raucous with strains of the music-h^. 

Here, no matter what hour you waken, 

London papers are out on sale, 

Here no hamlet, however forsaken, ^ 

Is free from the Daily Matl. 

Here of yore was the home of the bustard ; 

Here were the Peggotty chapters planned ; 

Here to-day is the Mecca of mustard ; 

Here is the centre of Bloaterland. ' 
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f “Tlio (lermau |»ublio has lately l»eeu regaled with tales of a talking dog.”-- M/tV// /Vc.w. ) 

?/'//('. Do UK CAIlKFUIi WHAT YOU ARE SAYING, DEAB. 1 FEKL CONVINCED THAT OUIl CONVEUSATIONH AUB UF.PEATBU riSCItSU 
IN THK Servants’ HAi.h.” 


A DIIMIMER-TABLE TOPIC. 

I HAD lofl lier in to dinner; I bud 
found bor a ebau’ next to inysolf ; 1 bad 
iranslatod for iior the opening bars of 
tbo mrnn. ; I liad surrounded bor -with 
every condiment that money can buy ; 
and still she wasn’t satisfied. She 
looked up from the soup and said: 
"Well, wliat do you think of Lloyd 

(InOROE ? ” 

1 was so startled that I upset the 
popper. 

" Ob, I am sorry ! ” I said. " Has it 
gone all over you V My table manners 
are awdul, I ’m afraid -in fact my family 
always refers to them as my stable 
manners. But that ’s so like a family. 
And you had just said you wouldn't 
have any pepper,” I added remorse- 
fully, as we brushed it up. “ There, 

that '8 all right. A — a — a tuhoo ! 

Have you been to many dances 
lately ? ” 

She accepted my apologies, helped 
heiraelf Ip toast, and turned brightly 
to me. 

Well,” she said again, “ what do 
you think of Llotj> Gbobob ? ” 

“Just for the moment 1 had for-; 
gotten about him. Won't you try one I 


of these almonds ? What I say is, a 
man either likes almonds or ho doesn’t, 
[f he does ho starts at once. That,” I 
added, indicating the third from the 
end, " is a nice brown one.” • 

" Thank you. What 's going to 
happen, do you think 7 Shall we got 
this wretched Government out ? ” 
"Iw'ondor. I’m afraid / shan’t be 
able to help. I say, isn't the weather 
being rotten ? ” 

" You don’t mean to toll me you ’re 
a Eadical ? ” she said in horror. 

“ I most certainly duln'l moan to tell 
you. Aik I meant to say just then 
was that I hadn’t got a vote this 
election; there isn’t going to be a 
contest in my division. Wasn’t that 
an awful fog the other night ? ” 

" I suppose the Badicals are afraid 
of fighting it,” she said scornfully. 

" I expect they are a little unnmod. 
They got beaten by about three thou- 
sand last time. Our Unionist man 
had the most telling poster of the 
whole election. It simply said, * All 
Gentlbmek abb Umiokists.’ I dashed 
off and voted at once. . . . Have you 
begun to think of Christmas presents 
yet?” 

**I was looking round the shops 


yesterday afternoon. They say they 
will all be ruined by the action of the 
Government in forcing un elucUou on 
the country at this time of the yea*'-” 
"You should look at it like this: 
What are a few shops oompimHi witli 
the safety of lluv Empire ? blurry day 
tliat the Government is in meann a day 
less safety. 1 supfioso you u wo at the 
Motor Show ? ” 

"Of courA) it I'i certain il»al wo 
shall will, isn’t it ? ” 

“ According to tho papers both sides 
are going to win. Bo, whatever hap- 
pens, half the Press is bound to bo 
right. That is a solemtr thought. 
You’ll have soino popjier now, won’t 
you ? I ’ll ho more careful this lime.” 

" You know, 1 simply cannot under- 
stand how any dtHient, honest man can 
vote for this government.” * 

" Oh, where does that come from ? *’ 
"What do you say?” 

"1 thought it was a quois^ton,” I 
explained. " Well, you know, bound 
to confess — we may never mecnk again, 
so it doesn’t matter - 1 am m>und 
to confess that lydo know one or twd 
fairly decent Badioftls< GoitipalAVvely 
decent.” 

“ And honest ? ** . 
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article in The Observer right through, 
I wasn’t really in favour of Woiiiot's 
S uffrage. I should like to bffer you 
my vote, as it ;s no good to me.” 

She was very honest about it. “I 
didn’t really read it right through," 
she confessed. Father quoted bits at 
breakfast." 

“ Ah, I thought perhaps that was it. 
In instinct you women have the better 
of us — but in stamina, no.” 

“They speak of a woman’s lad, 
too,” she said, forgetting for a moment 
the dangerous condition of tlie Empire. 

“I often wonder about that. For 
instance, if by some awful cliance J 
had hoen a Kiulical, this evening’s eon - 
versation would have been singularly 
embarrassing for me. But I suppose 
your instinct ” 

“ Of course ! I know you couldn’t be. 
I take it for granted that all nice people 
are Unionists." 

‘ Yes, but you don’t really know 
that I ’in nice. That ’s the point. Quite 
a short time ago I spilt the pi'ppor 
over you. And 1 ’ve got an elbow on 
the table now. Besides — 

She looked at me with wide-open 
eyes. 1 could see tliat she was trying 
to romombor all that we liad said. 

“You’re not really,” she began in 
amazemorit 

Somebody at the opposite end of the 
room put ill the reverse, and the con- 
versation swung round. The man on 
her other side eagerly claimed her 
attention. The lady on my other side? 
turned to me. 

“Well," she said, “what do you 
think of Ja.OYD Geohoe? ” 

A. A. M. 


PORTRAIT PAINTING, PAST AND PRESENT. 

The l)t,(’AY <JK Flaiteuy. 


“The servants often* leave them 
alone in the drawing-room for a minute 
or two . . . and one lends them hooks 
. . . and so on.” 

“ I meant honest in their convictions.” 
“ They think thdy are. That ’s as 
far as you can go.” 

“ Of course, I daresay even a Socialist 

could be honest in liis convictions ” 

“ Honest between his convictions, let 
us say,” ‘ - 

“ — because he does really want the 
rich man’s money; but 1 don’t see 
how a gentleman po.ssibly could vote 
Hadical.” 

“ Perhaps they aren’t gentlemen, 
then; I never know. One of them 
SRrears a top-hat, but that isn’t saying 
muoH nowadays. Top -hats are so 
cheap, thanks to Free Trade-^I mean 
they will be so cheap when Tariff 


Reform comes in— I say, let’s have 
another almond,” 

1 had an almond, and she bad some- 
thing more substantial, and then wo 
returned to the all-important subject. 

“ Did you read the leading article in 
The Ohsetver last Sunday?” she asked. 

“Well, I did begin it after break- 
fast,” 1 said, “ but I had to go out to 
supper, and I didn’t have time to linisli 
it. I often wonder how these writing 
fellows think of the things to say. 
Don’t you ? " 

“How anybody after reading that 
could pretend to be in any doubt as to 
which way he ought to vote ” 

“ Exactly ; even by the end of the ninth 
column or so I was in no doubt at all. 
But unluckily I shan’t have a vote at 
this election. Do you know, until I 
heaixl that you hod read a v^hole leading 


Interesting Announcement. 

A marriage has been airangod and 
will shortly take place betwx*en The 
Chocolate Sohlier und The Quaker Girl. 
The bride will be given away by Mr. 
Cadbuhv. The best man will be tlie 
Editor of The Spectator, assisted by 
the Editor of The Star. We don’t 
think. 

Two consecutive advts. in The DaiUj 
Mirror : — 

“Ask your Grocer for Fjoo Saiiiplo of — 
Wine J’owdftT, Bufliciotit to make a bottle of 
Itfst Port or Marsella Wine, 

DniukaiHls Curwi quickly, wcretly : cost 
trirtinj^ ; tiial frec.’\ 

See how the passion for wine powder 
grows on one. Let this bo a warning, 

“Then cauio the first goal of the match from 
the foot of Vizard, who jumped at the hall from 
a eentre by Stokes and headed into the far 
corner of the net ." — Torkahire Toit, 

We spdfl it Wizard. 


h 




COMING ELECTIONS CAST 
THEIR SHADOW BEFORE. 

“ But wo must have a General —all 
soldiers do/’ said Botei*. “ So I ’ll be 
the General.” 

“ General what ? General Tost 
( )ttice ? ” asked Marpjaret. 

“ 1 11 bo General Kitchener. ” 

“ An’ 1 ’ll be Gen’nl Lokshun,” said 
.loan, inarching round with Veters gun 
on her shoulder. 

“I say,*’ said Norman, popping up 
from behind the sofa, where he had 
been w^aiting to be attacked, “ I quite 
forgot to tell you ; I lieard father say 
at breakfast that there is to bo an 
election, and before Christmas.” 

“ Get down — don’t spoil the game.” 
Peter, dear, we ’ll put off the game ; 
Norman ‘'has introduosd something far 
more important,” said Margaret. 

*< He ’8 afraid of getting licked, that ’s 
what it is,” said Peter ungraciously. 

It may not matter to you whether 
Uncle Bob foigets ns again this Christ- 


mas,” said Norman, “ but it jolly well 
does to vie.” 

“To say notbing of the ladies,” 
murmured Margaret. 

“ If people must put up for ParUa- 
ment they ought not to make their 
families suffer for it.” 

“ You mean relations,” said Margaret. 
“ Uncle l^ob hasn’t any families — he 
isn’t married, you must remember.” 

“ Well, you know quite well what I 
mean, and if lie was so busy last year 
that he forgot us, he ’ll be busier than 
ever this year and he ’ll forget us again, 
unless we do something.” 

“ But what can w^e &? ” said Peter, 
tossing his sword away. 

A heated discussion followed. Nor- 
man was for a deputation ; Peter advo- 
cated what he called a Bed Robin.; 
Joan was in favour of anything that 
would settle it quickly and allow them 
to return to the field of battle. 

“ No,” said Mazgarat, it is rude to 
ask for Christmas presents. I will 
v^rite him a letter/’ And she wrote : 


“Drarest Uncur How,-- We aw all | 
so glad you arc putting up for BUng- 
bampton again, and w o liope you get hi. 
It seems ages since w e saw you- it tmisi 
be two Cbristrnases ago. Poor Vetor 
has had such an acr-ident- his model 
steam-engine has been sniashed to bits. 
Norman is very well. He is very keen 
on a model aeroplane and talks of 
trying to make one after Ohfistimis if 
necessary. 1 am giving up fineign 
stamjiB for my lioliby ; 1 think of 
taking to painting in a month or tw<i, 
if possible. Those paints in little tulxis 
are siveet, I tl]^ink. * 

Your affectionate Niece, 

MAttOAnET. 

P.S.-— Dear little Joan Is quite well 
She can eat plain chocolate now without 
being a bit sick. Isn’t that splendid 


Ctomiaeroial Oandaur. 

Advt. in The Motor €yek : 

** Wa iball have all michlqsfi any rdw ou 
exkibib Also car Motor Vyolo. ’ 
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PICTURES OF LOVE. 

My Bella is a charming maid. 

One o£ the fairest of earth’s creatures, 
Brown eyes, brown hair, a frifle staid, 
Well off, and with attractive features ; 
She is a thing without a taint : 

The onedy in my pot of honey 
Is that she tlfinks that she can paint ; 
It ’s very funny, 

Ti-uth is an attribute I prize ; 

But in the processes of wooing. 
When she displayed to my shocked eyes 
. Some dreadful daub that she was 
doing, 

1 praised it warmly on the spot ; 

1 caBed'it great— hut meant to flatter ; 
It was a Ho, but I did not 

Think it would matter. 

Nor did it then. But over since 
We told our love (with some emotion) 
Fate has inspired her to ovlnco 

The breadth and depth of her devo- 
J tion 

I^With gifts— not goods of silver, gold, 
And such — not even an umbrella — 
But pictures, awful to beliold ; 

Oh, Arabella ! 

I have a “ Spring ” which makes one 
creep, 

“ Autamn”(tho trees alone are muddy) , 
Somo things which 1 believe are sheep, 
And something wliich she calls a 
“ Study,” 

** Dawn on the sands ” in fleshly pink, 
A pair of blue seas and a green one, 
And a weird cow, which makes you 
think 

She ’s never seen one. 

My humble walls were once bediglit 
With works of somo artistic merit ; 
Some bought, because they pleased the 
sight; 

Some, I was lucky to inJierit ; 

Those well-loved friends have vanished 
now; 

Others, with strange and startling 
faces. 

Headed by that infernal cow, 

Usurp their places. 

It may be, as my friends declare, 

I err in being too fastidious, 

But can the eye that holds her fair 
See that her work is aught but 
hideous ? ‘ r 

^ And, tho’ I try to beai* in mind 

The thought that love is blind, or 
should be, 

I am not blind — I can’t be blind — 

I wish I could he. 

And yet, when Bella/oams unchecked 
Ab6ut the room where hang those 
pictures, 

And* stands, admiring the effect, 

I clean forgdt my private strictwes ; 


The simple fact that she is nigh 
Seems to i mprove their aspect vastly ; 
It ’s when the artist isn’t by 

That they ’re so ghastly. 

Dum-Dum. 


THE INTEBNATIONAL SOCIETY 
OF PLA8TEHEB PAINTEBS. 

furDur notice^ in, the nutnner of the gneihcr- 

critka of the Voht-hnpremonid l^ekool.) 

This delightful might be 

described as a salon de franctireurs 
which has declared a guerre an mort 
jigainst draughtsmanship. Here, at 
last, wo can revel in all the nmnees 
of an art untrammellod by the impedi- 
menta of academicity. Most of the 
craftsmen have cut themselves free 
from the worship of reality, and the 
sapient amateur, tliereforo, can revel 
in a Gargantuan banquet of artistic 
hohH d'ijeuere and decadent entremets. 
1 was particularly houlever.se by one 
novelty, the absence of frames, the 
necessity for which up to the present j 
has been an idie fixe with the pot- 
boilers. This fiouveauid, with the 
triangularity of nearly all the canvases, 
added gi-eatly to the charm of tlio 
collection. 

238. ^*Fog in a Coal Mine," by A. 
D’Auliergne, though catalogued as kn 
esqnisse, almost possesses the attri- 
butes of the grande machine. Marked 
by frank reticence and well-considered 
tonality, the peintare gives forth a 
satisfactory colour appeal; the two 
coal trucks glooming through the murk 
are full of pendulous limpidity. 

29. “ Mffflame de B — and Daughters," 
by M. Foil, a capo di opera, in this 
master’s l^est vein, is replete with subtle 
feminality and clairvoyant coquetry.' 
The central figure, la vidre, asserts 
itself by the masterly way in which 
her can de Nil cheoeux are touched in. 
With one bejewelled hand (I think it is 
a hand) resting on the head of lier 
daughters, she combines the svelte.s 
atlraits of tho greyhound ^ with the 
more ruminating maternity of the 
vache. Tho chiaroscuro is well con- 
sidered, and the essayage strikes the 
jmte milieu between decadence and art. 

349. Bethnal Green in Flood Time," 
by Miss Slade, is not so sdrieuse a 
symphony as one would expect from 
her brush. The I’everberations of the 
chimney stacks in the overflow from 
the gas works are void of colour music 
and are also too full of nervous Hue, { 
and the fact that, for some occult | 
reason, the picture has been hung d 
Venvers obliges one to view it from a 
somewhat inconvenient pose. 

268. “ The Model' a SmUi," by Herr 
Johann, is a daring 6tvdei\3Xi of subtle 


appas, by the pioneer of the tessellated 
school. The recumbent figure posed 
in front of the lectern is imagined 
with audacity, and the dislocations of 
the right shoulder admirably fore- 
shortened. The flesh tints, though, 
are not sufliciently grisaille, which, 
added to the fact that the drawing of 
the hands is indicated, fills me with 
tlie misgiving that Herr Johaiin is 
becoming a renegade and is pandering 
to the uncultured taste of the many 
who demand reality in art. 


A BUI'EB-DIAMOND wiSDUlNG, 

[M. Feki)1\and Diujui';, whe wrote })layH 
wndneed bi*t\\w*n 1835 and 1876, and Mine. 
Dueur. liave just celebmted in Paris tho 
seveniioth anniveraary of their wedding day. 
M. Du(JUl5 is ninety-live \ears of ago and his 
wifemnety-two. The invented 

the evprcssion “radium wedding" to denote 
thiif unusual oocunenee. To silver, golden and 
diamond weddings, pieMnits in those resfiectivo 
metals are appiopriato, Init here wo must draw 
the lino.] 

.A Radium Wedding's the latest 
advance — 

It liails from tho homo of mavitnl 
romance 

And twentieth -century science— tliat’s 
France. 

O the radiant smiles, wo can guess 
how they play 

Round tho features of M. and Mine. | 
Dugui^; 

Faisant noce in their nonagenarian 
way. I 

But one little protest vvo’d like to ' 
make known ! 

To persistent and elderly friends of ! 

our own | 

Who are trying to match such a Dailiy j 
and Joan ! 

We can't — times are iiarder than ever 
— present 

Any radium tribute to mark the event, 
As our last ready million was long 
ago spent. 1 


Chronological Ineauictitude. 

Mr. Pmich finds that a series of 
misprints which appeared in his last 
issue under the heading “ Hot Effort by 
The Weekly Times ” ought to have bqisn 
ci’edited to The Evening Times. He 
hopes tliat both papers will please par- 
don him. 


Beading that Bournemouth is sub- 
stituting the over-head for thh conduit 
system of electric hrams, a pedestrian 
over whom a Panbard passed the other 
day writes to suggest that a still more i 
! pressing desideratum is an efficient ^ 
substitute for over-head motor oars. 




i\dkr {J.0 lUti'c Oaughte,’ of (he J/ouw). “Hullo, ukau, whkue ake \ou off to I” 
JhiuglUer o/the Jfounc. “I’m jusr ooiNG UP to wah'ii Makik do MuifiKn'H iiAin ” 

(fallcr. “Oil, DEAR' Tiitx I’m afraid we shan’t he ahlf. to mkk yoitr Mother,'* 
J)aughteroj the lIoKHc. “Oir, yes, you’ll find her do>\n there in ihe dhawino-koom.” 


MUSIC AND POLITICS. 

The political criHia and the pending 
election are variously regarded by 
singers, instrumentalists, and concert- 
givers. Some take a pessimistic view 
of the situation and resign themselves 
to a period of inactivity, while others 
evince a laudable desire to rise to tlie 
occasion and turn their talents to party 
or patriotic uses. Tims Mr. Otho 
Dithers has composed a song cyclo 
entitled “ Rex Dollarosus," with which 
ho intends to tour in the Unionist 
interest, while Mr. Widgery Bilhn, an 
ardent and uncompromising Badical, 
has written a striking ballad entitled 
“ The Idle Plutocrat” of which the 
first verso runs as follows : — 

“ Meet, 0 meet me in the gloaming 
« When tlie bloom ie in my blood, 

Whev the aalt sea waves are foaming 
And the Loids are in the mud.” 

Another extremely interesting musical 
product of the crisis is an illuminated 
symphony which Mr. Josef Quartei*'- 
burn has composed and dedicated to 


Lord Lansdownb. The “ programme ” 
is furnished by the formula which 
appeared in last Friday’s Westminnier 
Gazette^ and may be here repro- 
duced : — 

“ The Lansdowne iiolioy ii ay beet be stated 
in a mathematical formula in which the varions 
letters i*cpre8ent the unknow nuantities : 

]jPt h — hereditary per, 

// hereditary per ex ojfidOy 
jf = prson chosen from outside, 
m — iiiemlier of House of Commons. 

Then 

House of Lords (New Htyle) — x A + J -f ^ i* 

If tlie two Houses dilfer, then a joint Session is 
to 1 u held, the membeis of which would be : 

xL+yh! -^-zp I 670 lit 
' a ~ b 

where a and b are indeterminate and unknown 
divisow.” 

Each of the quantities will be repre- 
sent^ by a separate motive, while the 
Joint Session will be treated as a Presto 
strepitoso with a grand coda typifying 
the Referendum. Mr. Quarterbum has 
already completed the opening section, 
}nae$to8o as8ah in which the motive of 


ihe hereditary peer is assigned to a 
muted trombone. 

Finally Mr. iUnoLO HeuniH, inspired 
by his convorsation with Mr. Id^ivi) 
Gbobub on liio “national penj" of 
Tory snobbishness, is to rewrite the 
old topical song,“ The G<illoptn0 Smh” 
under the title of “ The Motoring Snob.” 
The same giftid lyrist will also furnisli 
a new song called “ Prm T$\tde in a 
Tea-cup” dedicated to Iiord JIrvon- 

l»OKT. * 

B r7Ti:i'TrrtsTaraBr&i'ii'..''X!Tiaa i 

“Kvon tho licst friends of the ttan 

hardly r» frain from saying that the <>iui**Mour- 
nal ’ has from tiist do IanI been m dry oh 
ditchwatiM '.” — The (ks 

Water, water eveiy where 
And never a drop of wet I, 

“ Seventy guests hiimked at- Leicester room! 
one of titc dials of the clock wt»i h is* 

lioiug built for the Koyal Livci 'ustuants^t’oiu 
pnys new offices, ’’--AViJerra IhUg i*r«a8 

On such an occasion tho qiost dyiqpeptic 
guest could safely let hiniHolt go. 



STAEVATION FOR PEGASUS. 

Ye tradesmen of England, >vho hear with dejection 
The partisan shouts and the bellicose trumps, 

On whose weary shoulders tliis plaguy Election 
Has superimposed tbe most heavy of humps — 
Good fellows, 1 echo your piteous cry ; 

You ’re losing your trade - so am 1. 

Time was when my Pegasus soared in a diglity 
Career that confounded the aeroplane ; 

But now, overcome by a tffdimn vita. 

He sticks to the earth and won’t flutter again. 
Itiisn’t caprice or an obstinate mood ; 


But these airy trifles, these delicate soufll(!*s 
Are now superseded by stodgier things, 

And Pegasus, sullenly stamping his hoof, lays 
Aside his high spirit and draggles his wings. 
Election addresses will stick in his chest, 

Manifestos he cannot digest. 

Desponding, despairing, I ransack the journals 
In searcli of a morsel to tickle his void; 

But naught can I find that will suit his internals ; 

Mcfanwhilo I must herd with the poor unemployed. 
So off with the motley and on with the sack, 

And ashes ad lib. for the hack ! 


It ’s simply a question of food. 

In those happy days, now' regrettably ended, 

■^hen statesmen wdre shorn of their freedom of speech, 
Consigned to quiescence while eiglit supermen did 
Their best to repair the political breach, 

The papers would furnish my epicure steed 
Each day with the daintiest feed. 


Besides the coats and skirts, there arc some three tliousaud odd 
satin petticoats in 151 different shades, which shoiild prove an ineslim- 
able boon to the girl who is contuniplating a busy dance season or a 
round of couutty house visits .” — Tfir standard. 

Wo don’t know much about these things, but we should 
have thought that 2,937 satin petticoats, not necessarily 
odd, in 14:8 different shades would have been quite enough. 


He browsed with delight on those curious topics Topical Irish Joke. ** 

On which their jLinoocupied space they ’d bestow— Teacher, What country is called the l^and of Song? 

Those pars on the hobble-skirt, modes in the tropics, Briaht Bov, The Canary Islands. 

The Kaisru and RoosEVEtiT, the Censor and Co. ; 


When finished with these, and desirous of more, “I*opulamsation or Taicintutcv.”— Oherwr , 

He nibbled a bit at Form lY. v. They must hurry up — we had never even heard of it. 
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the day belore. For the game of taotica lude ctiaiomory ooneluaion liy motion 
fSSENCE or PARLIAMENT, they number among them some of our for its rejection.* WhiUt thb was 

- . m « oldest, ablest j^liamentary hands. It awaited, liAMsnoWNlUi litemlly stiffen- 

Extractid from the Diary or Toby, M.P* never doMto throw out on second ing his back, raising hta voice, 

House of Lords, Monday, Nov, 21 . — reading a Bill introduced at their urgent quickening •his uitm^anee, moVed ad- 
No one observing Lansdownb entering request. Introducing it Cbewe stipu- journment of debate till Wednesday, 
the House this afternoon would suspect lated that, since there would be no wlien, he announced, he would eubmlt 
iiiin of having a card up his sleeve, time for amending it before came the a series of Kesolutbns. 
much less a dirk in his hose. Well Dissolution with exigent shears and Tiicse, subsoquently read, 'Ws found 
ifroonied, smiling, courteous, he took slit the thin-spun thread of the life of t<» oinbo<iv alternative sohetniH of reform 


If 


ilis seat as if things were 
likely to forward in cus- 
tomary humdium style. Re- 
viewing events by light of 
final conflagration one recalls 
a swift look from under 
lowered eyelids comprehend- 
ing His Majesty’s Ministers 
on bench opposite, all un- 
conscious of coming doom. 

House crow’dod in every 
quarter. Unionist Peers find- 
ing no room on their own 
side crossed floor, redressing 
tho balanco between Minis- 
terialists and tlio Opposition. 
Gave the ordinarily desolate 
quarter quifo a comfortable 
appearance. From the gal- 
leries, on this occasion re- 
served exclusively for Peer- 
esses, bright eyes rained 
inlluenco. Some wives from 
whom 110 secrets are hid 
probably knew that mischief 
was afloat. Camo down to 
see it launched. Black frocks 
imposed by Lord Chamber- 
lain’s edict gave funereal 
appearance to a portion of 
the stately Chamber vvhicii 
at other times blossoms like 
the rose. 

For a while business went 
forward on ordered lines. 
Last week Opposition in- 
sisted upon having what is 
oflicially known as the Parlia- 
ment Bill, more popularly 
the Veto Bill, brought in. 
Plxpected Government would 



of the Heoond Ch^tflber in 
substitution of (hat ptovid^ 
by Govormnent measure. 

Not even in RmRuoHsion of 
surpi'ises that Itas mailed 
growth of crisis since Parlia- 
ment I'csumod itn sittings 
has thoro been anything ho 
dramatic as this, Cbewe 
actually gasped for breath. 
Good JuN(i GnoaniB, com 
fronted by the iny-iiteiy of 
tho apple encUmed in the 
Btmmless dumpling, was not 
more taken aback. 

Almost expeoted (o hear 
tlie flustei’ed inquiry nqinHicHLl 
by Pbtku J*indau,'‘* What's 
tills ’? What ’s this I* What ? 
What?*' 

Instinctively olwei vmg par- 
liamentary formula, Chbwk 
faltoringly said, ** I do not 
liso to oppose (be uohie 
Marquis, but I do not under- 
si amt the nature of tho pit)- 
oceding he oontein plates.^' 

“ What 1 jiroiioHO to do 
this evening," Lanhoowne 
niplied, with ourtness foreign 
to his habit, is to move the 
adjournment of the debate, " 
which he forthwith did, 
and so shunted iniii space 
the Veto Bill. 

iiusinras done. • Lord 
Lansdownh prepares little 
suv))riBo for His Majesty's 
Ministers. 

House of i'otnmons. Turn- 
dwv. 'Tlu) shadow of Disso* 


Oh } (Mr.) Law ! 

Mrs, TaHi' lir/ormer. “What I Not to go out today, dthor ! Oh, ' ' Y'V ui 

refuse, on ground that since Bonar ! I belicoe you ’j« ashamed op me ! You said I should Imvn Inlion, tiuokened by Novem 
Dissolution IS fixed for the such a timo in Manchester — * taxes everyu^here,’ — and hero 1 am fier fog, falls kcAvily on 
28th there would be no time coojicd up in this miserable hotel and hardly a'llomd out at all " i louse. Contrast of ap))ein*- 

to debate so imporlant a Mr. Bonar Imw. “ Well, you know, it really isn't my fault ! Liok anoo of Chamber thiH.aiiei*' 
measure. Possibly that had hf ^ declaratwn, jj^on with scene of last Friday 

been original intention. By - niaiks illimitable dififerenoe. 

afterthought Cabinet decided Bill should ' Parliament, the Lords must vote “con- j Then thronged vaith multitude of excitiHl 
forthwith be brought in, read afirst time, tent" or “Non-content" on question Members. To-day honchos almost 
second reading tsiken this week. This that the Bill be read a second time. empty. MerrdierH altogether hstless. 
embarrassing for Opposition. Eleo- Here was opportunity, and Lans- For all practical purjxmus thofr tale is 
tioneering purposes much better served .downs suddenly, unexpectedly leaping told, their task is <ii>ne. Ilousp of 
if &ble to say a tyrannical Government aside from the track along which he Commons no longer hub of |K)Uiieul 
had withheld from House of Lords had jogged for half-an-hour, seized it. universe. Those who remain |h town 
opportunity of discussing measure Orewu . moved second reading in in obedience to franl io Whips are 
pr<]^osing to revolutionise its consti- speech to whose temperate tone Lans- chiefly composecT ol Meinliers who do 
tution. DOWNS paid tribute. LsadbbofOpfo- not moan to ofl'er' themselves , for i\i- 

Noble Lords on Front Opposition sition followed, critunsing measure election, or whose seatK are so secure 
Bench were not born yesterday, or even in familhnr fashion that seemed topre- that they need not hufry ofl' to fence 
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^hem about. For the rest their hearts 
are with their coustil^ents, their hearts 
are not here. They want to be out 
and about, telling it in the boroughs, 
telling it in the counties, telling it in 
Tottenham Court Hoad. 

Only Butobsb (J. G.) rises above 
niluence of tyrant circumstance. Be- 
mains to make one last protest against 
conduct of inirmitous Government. 
Has discovered that Form IV., fallen 
like a hailstone on English homesteads, 
is withheld from hapless Ireland. 

“ Why should this be ? ” he sternly 
asks, with glittering eye fixed on 
/uembling Chancellob op ExcJHEguKR. 

Here is a Government professedly 
sympathetic with Ireland, insistent 
that its people shall in all respects bo 
treated on footing of equality with the 
Saxon. Of course, what really is the 
case is that Ministry blench at the 
nod of their Master just back from 
the United States, shudder in their 
hoes when they hoar the jingle of his 
many dollars. Any way you like to 
f)ut it here is the unmistakable fact : 
whilst Form TV. is lavishly distributed 
throughout pampered England, Imland, 
Cinderella of the Empire, is deliberately 
ignored. 

Why should Ireland wait?” ox- 
claims Butcher, a tear of sympathy 
coursing down his still youthful cheek. 

Presses point home in slightly varied 
phrase through a dossoii questions. 
Having finally floored CHANCELiiOR op 
Exchequer, makes off with light foot- 
si^ for York to renew lus triumph of 
a year ago. 

Business done. —Budget Bill read 
second time without debate 



'‘Off to Yosk." 

“Having finally floored Chancellor of the 
Exchequer." 

Mr. .T. G. Butcuer. 

intellectual brow, and leaves him on 
the sick-list. 

The ladies desire it should bo known 
thaU if these arguments do not prove 
convincing there are plenty more of 
same kind in stock. At any cost they 
are resolved to demonstrate their capa- 
bility and suitability for taking active 
part in the direction of public affairs. 

Friday . — House of Lords adjourned 
y esterday after passing without division 


what John Mobi:*ey sweetly calls “Uieir 
schoolboy solieme ” of Heform proffered 
alternative to Government Veto 
Bill. Commons also had arranged to 
adjourn and thus anticipate Proro- 
gation and Dissolution by a few days. 
But, echo of an historical lapse of 
memory, the House “forgot” Bees. 
On Monday Jaok-in-the-;^x, popping 
up to some |)oint of order, thought he 
might as well jump over to Opposition 
benches and there find new^ seat. This 
he did, amid good-humoured raillery of 
old political friends. 

Let them laugh who win,” he mur- 
mured, as he surveyed faces of the 
mocking crowd. 

Yesterday liusiness of session and, as 
it happens, of Parliamont, finished. 
Premier moved that at its rising 
House adjourns till Monday, This 
Don’t Keir Hardie’s positive last 
chance. Interposed with long screed 
denouncing police for conduct towards 
“ law-abiding and God-fearing citizens,” 
who have for some weeks kept South 
Wales in state of terror. Winsome 
Winston having replied, ‘Brady fol- 
lowed, proposing to discuss cognate 
subject of habits of Dublin Consta- 
bulary. 

Now chance of Jack-in-the-Box. 
House almost literally empty. Survey 
of Beading-rooms, Smoking-rooms and 
Library showed them deserted. Be- 
turning, he moved a count. Only 36 
Members responded to call of the 
Bell. Sitting broken up and to-day’s 
gathering made necessary to manifold 
discomfort of all concerned. 

Bu'iiniss done.-- Adjomnvd till Mon- 
day. 


or division. Prime Minister 
tackled two delicate con- 
troversies. Informed labour 
Members that under certain 
conditions he will next Ses- 
sion relievo pressure • of 
Osborne iTudgjnent upon 
Trade Unions. 

“ Blow your conditions ! ” 
Labour Members shout in 
chorus, • 

Next undertook in New 
Parliament (which he per- 
sistently assumes ho will lead) 
to give effective opportunity 
for discussing Woman’s puf- 
frage Bill. Lovely woman 
declines to stoop to folly of 
discussion. What she wants 
is an Act of Parliament. By 
way of retort courteous to 
Premier’s concession she 
hunts him from Pawning 
Street to sanctuary at Athe- 
nfDum Club, mobs St. 
AuabsTXNB Birbell, beats 
his hat down ov^ his 



House of Lords, Monday , — 
Parliament prorogued. Cere- 
mony immediately followed 
by Dissolution. 

t Vi' aaas 

“PrBi,ic Notice i« Hereby 
Given that, at tho Nomination 
of Candidates for tlie Office of 
Mayor, the lollowiiig Gentlemen 
were nominated, namely; — 

John Gxlt. 

Thomas MacGi bison.* 

1 Bay Colt, Gyra. hy Kentwky 

Yet (broken to aaddle). 

1 Bay Hackney Make.” 

Mataura Ensign. 

The competition, owing 
chiefly to the sudden nomina- 
tion of the last candidate, is 
unusually severe. 

The season for applying 
for licences for Tlieatres ahd 
Music Halls is now Vipon us. 
The ChanobiiDOB of the 
Exchbqubb has seen to it 
that, aiwhow, the Parc^on 
Music Hall gets as much 
licence as it can do with. 



Bv Triokk. 

[A rnofJ««t nlionipl. ilit* wnoorost fUlloi j of 
Ml. tSlCYMOlUl lIl()K8.J 

Looking back on my strange mer- 
curial life the most striking thing is 
tlie extraordinary miinber of men I 
tiave known, all of whom had at once 
tlie wittiest tongues in England and 
were my very dearest friends. Try as 1 
might I have never succeeded in know- 
ing a dull man or disliking anyone. 

As everyone knows — ^sinoe one must 
oitlior get on or got out, and pne can 
get on only by advertising — am a 
man whose pores work very easily. 
The otlier day I was lunching wdth my 
dear old friend Plantagin, the dramatist. 
Ho noticed me wipe my brow several 
times, and then he remarked, " Tricks, 
old boy, you ought to re-name yourself 
Lieutenant Sudor.” 

It was about this time that I first 
met that prince of good fellows and 
author of some of the most delightful 
s mots , Charlie W in W, the comedian, 
iMw mv olosest pal. m was the mad- 
dest w» and the joy of the Paregoric 
Club, to which 1 had just been elected. 
Beeinff me enter its horoitable portals 
one ^y, he said, ** Huuo^ Tricks, old 
boy, it *8 all over the town 1 " ** What 


is?” I inquired. **The sky,” he re- 
plied. He was always saying brilliant 
things like that, to the discomfiture of 
matter-of-fact people who did not think 
in lightning flashes, as he does. 

Apropos of good stories, 1 remember 
an irascible pork butcher Who had by 
some means got into the Pullman car 
in wliich Toole, Jbving, Garrick, Mrs. 
Bracegirdle, Bitkbagb, I and some 
others w’ore going down to Brighton 
one Sunday not so long since. That 
type of man always excited Burbage 
to do his best, and he tipped us the 
wink. “ Good morning, Sir,” he said. 

I have just been informed by the 
guard tlAt there is no stop before we 
reach the Queen of Watering Places.” 
“ Of course there isn’t,” said the stolid 
merchant. “ Why should there be ? 
This is a non-stopping express.” Do 
you know why ? ” Bubbage asked, with 
the same incomparable gravity. No ? 
Then I '11 tell you ; Because there *b a 
* b ' in * both ’ ! ” By this time we w^ere 
all convulsed; but not so the pork 
butcher, who moved angrily into the 
next car. 

Sam Boaker, the manager, is, 1 am 
proud to say, one of my very best of 
friends^ and has been ever since we 
first xnet. The wittiest of men, I never 
heat^ anything fall from his lips but 


' delightful sontimentH and the finest * 
thoughts. I rememl>er once tliat we 
w’^ore walking on the Brighton Kront. 
It was just after the police had had to 
be called in to his theatre owing to a 
row in the pit ; I forget ahout wdiat. 
He had sufTered accorilingly, and was 
not a little sore about it. Wnim, thoie- 
foi e, a beggar stopped him and asked 
if he couhi spare a copper thorc is no 
wonder that he replied : *’ Hpare a 
copper, rnygood man! Why, t could 
spare the whole Vorco! ” which was, 1 
tfdnk, one of the neatest on 

record. 

What my future plans may be I 
cannot at this moment state, but the 

S ublic is hardly likely to* be long in 
oubt. Meanwhile iham is a little 
lawsuit trouble aliout IHchatd tlL, so 
I think I '11 atop this autobioginphioal 
caper and attend to it. 

eoHfMe of ike mmjn on ll odnoodsy 
ovoning n'lm oogorly vi«wod hero. In a iior- 
fontly ('I«ar sky it pniMuitod a laagiiiHiwiit 
and ft Ih vrondorfal hoW iSH‘i|ratolr 
it wan timed to take plao«." 

Dashed clever fellows, those iasttt>no- 
mers, ^ * 

, **0hbi8thas Datsm Asieiyic,” 

I says The Daiif/ Mims, but ibe sn* 
aounoement ts prsmetiire* 
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„ m A V then he had known all the time what 

AT Trie iPUAY, the author was trying to get at. He TO ARAmlNTA. 

“ Eccentbio Lord Comberdbnb.** was too generous to keep the knowledge (Who suddenly proposes a meeting to morrow 
At the end of the First Act it was to liiniself.and confided now and again | “■ of several years.) 

darkly whispered by one or t*yo critics, to our dull ears that he was supposed to Ah 1 no, Araminta, 'twere better 
enjoying privileged information, that have the makings of a melodramatic hero. To leave the affair as it was — 

Mr. Carton was giving us a travesty Miss Compton was irresistibly solid, but My self in the merciless fetter 

of a shilling shocker. In the interval I vrish she had been given a few more Of Cupid (because 

after the Secopd Act the Secret was in good things on which to employ her You refused me) and you with the 

the possession of quite a number of captivating drawl. Miss Rita Joli vet memory sad 

people, and the fear was generally ex- was clever and piquante as a Grand Of one who — liow silly — 

pressed that the ruder intelligences Duchess masquerading as a maid, and On grass that was chilly 

would fail to grasp the subtlety of it Mr. Lyston Lyle in the part of Joseph Knelt down at your feet and proposed 

all. What the average man could Radhurn^ arch-criminal, was so ad- — an absurd undergrad. 

make out unaided was this : That liere mirable when he assumed the disguise 

was a play with a rather improbable of a harmless prattler that I recommend Lot us probe not tho past nor awaken 
and loosely-woven plot (not an un- him to give up the primrose path of The power of the slumbering spell, 
common thing in the legitimate drama); crime and settle down as a virtuous But leave mo to languish forsaken- 


with a lot of secret conversation liable | bore, 
to be overheard (also a not un- 
usual feature of the ordinary play) ; 
and with some very I’efreshing 
wit in the less lurid sections of 
the dialogue. If these are the 
right characteristics of a shilling 
shocker, then ^Ir. Carton is an 
(^cellent parodist. But, of course, 
the only resemblance lay in the 
absurdity of the construction, and, 
l)Grhaps, in one or two trifling eccen- 
tricities in the character of Lord 
Comherdeno, who served as a 
kind of showman to point out tho 
author’s intentions. 

I should have thought that if 
you are going to burlesque a 
novelette you sliould try and bur- 
lesque it all through. You can’t 
combine a plot out of The Family 
Herald with dialogue of tho first 
water. “ Has he a wife ? ” “ Not 
one of his own.” Is tliis the sort 
of thing you look for in melodrama 
from across tlie bridges ? And, to 
increase tho inconsistency, some 
of the characters who were asked 
to do the most farcical things were 
perfectly reasonable betweevi times ; 
for example, Joseph Radburu, ini 



I do that so well ; 

For I doubt if I knowhow to greet 
you and grin 

Witli the air that romances 
Prescribe and your fancies 
• Expect of a party that’s seething 
with passion pent in. 

Or leave mo a month or two longer 
To learn tho appropriate mien 
Of a love that has hourly gro^Ml 
stronger, 

While winters between 
Have swept with their storms ; l«'t 
me study tho works 
Of the pens that exhibit 
Poor souls on tho gibbet. 

But doing their best to be calm in 
the difficult circs. 

For it 's not that i fear, Araminta, 
That (careless of whctlicr it 
snows) 

I shall sprawl at your feet and 
imprint a 

Chaste kiss on your toes. 

Or shall whack myself (wild with 
tho heat of my mood) 

A terrible punch on - 
My cliest after luncheon ; 

I never take exorcise now on tlie 
top of my food. 


GETTING THE MAIN 8HEET INTO A KNOT. 

Lord Cmtibeniene ... Mr. Gjsokck Alexander. 

heuiy Glcmuiray . . Miss Comi’Ton. 

possible as a criniinal, was altogether Captain Clamp, on tho other hand, unless you can grant me a trifle 
probable and consistent as a hotel (played easily by Mr. Barnes) had no Of studious ease to prepaie 

conversation - fiend. I really think occasion to disguise himself, ^and was ^ 

that the people who enjoyed the just Captain Clamp all through— a Hg passionate air, 

play best were tliose wlio took it as tough and villainous sea-dog who stuck perhaps from the cool- 

pure melodrama, and did not woiry at nothing and did not trouble his j^^gg j 
themselves about tho author’s scheme, head about finesse. ^ busted 

Certainly the enthusiasm was most The deck of ComherdenFs yacht, The . . .. 

spontaneous at tho ppint wliere the Morning Star, was the best deck I 
hero outwits the villaink and looks remember to have seen on tho stage. 


them up in the room they hod meant 
to burgle. 

All the same, I have a sneaking 
admiration for Mr. Carton’s enter- 
prise. Anytliing for a fresh idea, if it 
0 £ily means the revival of an art long 
lost to the regular stage. 

Mr.' George Alexander as Lord 


O. S. 


For ever (you trusted) 

Has somehow got mended — and that 
will annoy you, I know, Evoe. 


Commercial Candour. 


‘Two women were finfd 4Qs. or 14 days for 


‘‘Thiii Dynamo was thoroughly uvei hauled thi'owing atones at Mr. John Burns's residence, 
soiuo little time ago, and has not worked since.’' and missing.' — IFesterii Alominy JVeuv. 

We must have Efficiency. 


Cmnherdene was very happilv suited, 
and seemed td enjoy himself. 


From a Malta programme ; — 

‘^N.B. Felice Scioccamoeca will punish with 

a pound sovroign who does turn laugh,” « To appreciate Whisky one trial is 

A similar threat from some of our musi- enough.” 

J3ut cal-hall stars should draW thousands. Once bit twice shy, as they say. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mr. Edijin Phillpotts is so accomplished and versatile 
a writer that sooner or later one knew he would write a 
fairy story for cliildren. I must confess, however, to being 
a little disappointed by the result — The Flint Heart (Smith 
Elder) — for it has faults both of matter and of manner ; 
and those of manner I had most fervently hoped were 
obsolete. I refer to the clever sophisticated asides of the 
author,^ in a story that ought to be wholly arfh single- 
heartedly addressed to the young. Mr. Phiijopotts should 
be peculiarly able to resist this temptation since he has 
such a large purely grown-up public. As for the faults of 
matter, they are chiefly due to a complex rather than 
a simple scheme, and extend even to the creation of a pixy 
named Thomas de Quincepf and to an imbroglio in the 
domain of frogs not too unlike our own political crisis. 
But the first part of the book and the controlling idea is 
excellent, and I wish that no fairy hod ever been let in, 
Phillpotts being so peculiarly a writer about human 
beings. « 

I think that Violet Pbabn was ill advised to introduce a 
cricket match so early into Separate Stars (Mubbay), 
especially as it has so little to do with the plot of the book. 


I “As ho, spoke Roger lifted his hat*' (this yum how the* 
game ended), “ the bull smashed through the air ovet* the 
fielders’ ducking heads; it was the third six of a ntaguifi' 
cent innings. The match was won for the Gunners with 
two wickets and thirty seconds to spare.'* After that I 
should, if X had been the printer, have placed a whole row 
of stars. But as a matter of fact the contest which forms 
the theme of the novel is that of Art v liove in the soul of 
a woman prevented by circumstanceB frotn realising her 
own considerable talent. Joan Prllem marries a gay otficsc^r 
(the Jesbop alluded to al)ove) and when he dies still hopes 
to see her ambition fulfilled in the genius of her son^ 
When he turns out to bo a painter of brilliant technique 
but no grandeur of inspiration, she sets to work in (Repair 
to loam again the craft she has almost forgotten. Both 
the matter of the story and the manner of its telling 
improve considerably in the later stages, and tlio ehdtlhood 
of Maurice and the characters of liody JuUa 
with whom he falls in love, and of the artist who falls in 
love with his mother in her widowluxal, luako up for the 
rather wooden portraiture and stylo with which 
begins. But I am glad that Matt nee did not take t'l 
cricket like his father, and cut sixes througii the shrinking 
chests of third man and second slip. ^ * 

It aU depends on whetlier you have 4utgrown yotir taste 
for Polperro Rock. You remember the siiiff?’ Ji|ad6 by 
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Uncle Polperro (Fibheb Vnwin). Anyhow, it was a sort mately wax rich and multiply, while suicide disposes, of 
of illustrated s^veetmeat (“ Bite where you like and there ’s Mandevilt and Carfax reports himself in debt and “ in a 
always a picture in the middle,” as Mr. Alphonse beastly thirty -pound-a-year villa in Tottenham ” — it 
OouftLANDKR takes care to remind you), made of a com- emphasises the danger of being either a criminal or a cad. 
bination of three simple ingredients, ))oiled sugar, gelatine, 
and liquorice. What is more, this ingenuous Bock 

enabled Mr. Polperro to retire from business and purchase When an author, still more when an authoress, sets about 
the title-deeds of Bongoland from a kind of confidence- to tell a pretty story of nistic love in a rose-garden, of 
trick man,‘ by name M. Jenairien ; and if you study that white cottages, of sunny orchards, and of a fairy god- 
name closely you will realise to the full the trustfulness of mother in modem dross, it is always a matter of touch 
Mr. Polperro' 8 character. By his successful manufacture of and go whether tlie written word be one of sweet 
confectionery Mr. Polperro brought happiness to thousands simplicity or laboured affectation. Once, indeed, Annie E. 
of children without impairing their digestion ; and his ! Holdsworth (Mrs. Lee-Hamilton, that is) touched and 


failure to become the self-,- 
made President of the Be- 
public of Bongoland spells 
bliss, I gather, to those two 
other children, Jenni/rr, his 
niece, and Charles Jtastahht 
his liurd-up medical nephew. 
More than a third of the 
book is occupied with an 
account of the voyaging of 
the would - bo Bopuhlicans 
from liondon to Bongoland 
on board the Dje-mi-nA (so 
jjeadilydoes Mr. Coubl.\ndeii 
appreciate the humour of 
names), and the vessel is com- 
manded by Captain Snack, 
the most saccharine sea-dog 
who ever conducted a mutiny, 
and a gelatine mutiny at 
that. As a make -weight 
Lord Avelmtj is thrown in. 
He is a peer who takes un- 
conventional holidays. “ In 
London,” he says, “do you 
think I could go into a cheap 
restaurant without losing half 
my friends?” And it is 
the disguise of a mate that 
he ships under the unsuspect- 
ing Snack. There is no lack 
of lK)Ued sugar in this story, 
but 1 w'as not in the least 
fed up. 



went, for she told the critic 
that tlirough tlie open door 
of a church “ the scent of 
newly mown hay wandered 
in hand in hand with the 
summer day,” and the critic 
laughed at il )0 idea of it. ]‘V>r 
the rest, when ho hiuglicd, 
lie laughed wdth her at the 
quaintnoss of the country 
carrier and the town-bred 
Kiiiartnoss of Mrs. Pratt- 
Thompson ; and, when the 
loves of jirelty liuth and 
proud Poycr did Rol go well 
for all the legacies of Miss 
Madden, the sentiment was 
very touching and tlie pathos 
never too pathetic, 'riiero 
wore, moreover, Mrs. Curt- 
IV) ujht, stern mother of r 
an<l outspoken old gossip, 
and some other village bodies, 
happy protcy^v'i of 1 1 nth ; 
there wqro tiie amiable gen- 
try, oven an intellectual or 
two, and on tbo whole tlie 
critic has no reason or desire 
to suggest that, lor delicacy 
of taste and lightness of 
touch, the substance of the 
book is a wdiit inferior to its 
title, The Little Company of 
It nth (Methuen). 


I cannot help fooling a 

little sorry for C arfa.r, iuio (\tuntritMctn {tjivmg the bcucpltjf his greater cj -}) eiiemc ). “Whksthk 
W’hoso mouth Mr. “ Jane covk t’other end hays, ‘Be ee there, Jarob?’ you say ‘Yes* 

Waudlk ” has placed his or ‘No,’ as the case mih re.” 
story, The^Litth Chai/ Man 

(Arnold), because he suffered from such inefficient 
stage - management that — to get the information wdiich 
his rdle required — he was everlastingly hiding in cup- 
boards, dodging round comers, and placing his ear to 
keyholes. Still, I am ^not concerned to say that either my 
excuses, or those wdiich <ie made so lavishly for himself, 
leave him a desirable creature. In the race for tlie iniquity - 
stakes, however, he w'as a very bad second to Mandevil, 
who w^as so incredibly vicious that I regarded him more as 
a globule of concentrated wickedness than as a human 
being. Possibly the author gains some piquancy from 
^he way in which he has chosen to tell his tale ; never- as follows : 

fheless, should any budding novelist be thinking of writing “ Little fleas have smaller fl^its uik>ii th ■irbtu‘.’«s to bith them ; 

in the first person, I do not hesitate to recommend this Smaller fleas had leases fleas, aud so on ad infinitum. (Uughter.)” 
book as a warning. Let mo add that it also contains This is hard on Mr. Smith, but it is also unfair to the big 
several distinct thrills, and that — since the innocent ulti- flea, who gets left out altogether. 


Wlieii I was about ten 1 
narrowly missed a black eye 
from a youth of eleven be- 
cause 1 gave away the plot 
of a Honty before tlie excited 
young pugilist had had time to read it. 1 am not', tli. 're- 
fore, going to lot the cat out of the bag in respect of Mr. 
Herbert Strang’s book, The Adventures of Dick Trevanion 
(Frowde and Hoddrr and Stoughton). 1 will say merely 
that there are smugglers in it, and excisemen, and caves, 
and privateers, two young heroes, a first-class villain, and 
regular top-hole adventures. Let tliose take note who are 
prospecting for Christmas gifts. 


The Western Morning Netes prints Mr. F. F^ Smith 
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goes on to mention that they ai*e still 
# CHARIVARIA. worn by certain peers of the realm. 

,Thp3 capital proposal has now been This is not quite that attitude towards 
made that not only shall Members of the aristocracjf which one has conm to 
Parliament be paid a salary but they expect of a w-riter on fashions, 
shall also be provided with a neat uni- * . 

form, to lend thorn an air of distinction “ The election posters," says OwsElt- 
— as is done in the case of postmen vatou in The Observer^ “ bear signs of 
and policemen and other paid servants having been put out in a hurry. One, 
of the State. .. in a representation of Mr. Asquith, 

' contrives to put the big too on the 

111 this connection we have to report right side of his right foot!" This, 
that one of the most useful police clogs however, is only a clever piece of 
! of Moscow, according to Th^ Exprcfis^ symbolism ; the big too is supposed 
^has just fallen a victim to the mis- to have needed a change, being tired of 
placed Koal of an ofiicial dog-catcher ** toeing the line." 
wlio mistook liirn for a 
“stray," and made away 
with him. No doubt this 
will load to these canine, 
policemen wearing uniform' 
in the future instead of 
being phiin-clotlies dogs. 

“ On the h'emale Suffrage? 

<juestion women themselves 
are divided." Suggested 
now titl(] for the Sex : —The 
Divided Skir1;s. 

“You may take it from 
mo,” said Mr. Asquith at 
Heading, “that Mi'. Hun- 
MC?ND lias no more to do 
witli the Dissolution than 
the man in the moon." Hut 
surely the man m tlio moon 
had something to do witli 
it? See lioports of lamacy 
Commissioners. 

“At present," said Mr. 

IIkhukkt SAMunn at h’arn- 
w'orth, " tlie Lords have 
doubled like a liaro with the 
1 rounds behind." The W'oixl 
“ hounds," wo hear, lias given 

grave oilenco to many of Mr. i — « — . ^ 

Samuel's follow^-sjiorLsmen. | VOTERS VERTIGO. 

Very riiEVALEM’ ju.vr nuw. 



to us, had better make the most of Dion 
collars while tlicy^rc (nft to it. 

\ 

hook entitled “Aspects of Death in 
Art." Thitf bchuws to sujjgeHt the jh)»- 
Hibility of a cheery eKhiliiikm at the 
Craves Calleries. 

Answer to a Corn^iHjjondeut No, 
the Censor has not removtHl tlw» bin ; 
“ Tnoonstiint George" iw not the title 
of Mr. LAuiiBNew Housm/vn'm play. 

' 

Suoehmann'h strong novel, 

• hohe Ltcdt has been tratmtaitHl into 
Englif*h by Mr. 

Will t!u? reault, vve woniler, 

bo ftUDEUMANN ttmt HeLTZBU 
water? , , 


At a memorial meeting for 
the grc’at German tiHgedian, 
iJoBRP IvAiNE, hehl tn lierhii 
last week, it was stated that 
one of his favouiite ideas 
was that tlieatm pr’rigrammes 
should not disclose the ideii!* 
tity of the idayem. Ovei 
boro it has never U'cn found 
possible 1<* get the tudors to 
go further than to eiuiHcnt to 
the concealment of thci name 
o) tire playvvriglit. 

Wo have olteu SNi>ndered 
what was tlicmeuning of the 
expri’Hsion “High Mi'hool," 
and now we know. Acroixi- 
ing to an advert.iuement in 
The Hpectalor, ItuKton Col- 
lege, I >erhyvshii*e, is “ l,(XK) 
feet high." It is good to 
know that Ainencan sky- 
scrape rs are not having 
ovorytliing their own wa.>. 

Another conviMHion! 
Faflier Christmas used to 1 hi 
lilioral, hut times arc ho had 


Mr. Winston CnuuciriLL’s ' 

syinpatlrics are coi’tainly limited. He 
doeidod to give an habitual criminal 
whoso acquaintance he and Mr. Lloyd 
Geouok made at Dartmoor “another 
chance. ’’ Put tiro Lords 

By -the -by, The Lmo Journal, in 
commenting on this case, says, “ This 
man has a habit of stealing from 
cliurchos — a i>eculiarly moan form of 
crimo." But, wo would ask, has the 
Kditor himself never stolen from church 
— during^a dull sermon ? 

‘ •:« ’* 

A writer on the subject of “ Fashions 
for Mon," after stating that “the 
frock-coat has fallen irrecoverably into 
the d6bm of shattered institutions," 


liondon’s Dreadnought, The Thun- 
derer, is t» ho launched next January. 
It would he a graceful compliment to 
invito the Kditor of The Tnnea to 
perform tho christening cereinony. 

In future, French match-boxes are to 
bo beautified by tho reproduction on 
them of paintings in the Ijouvro. But 
we fancy that what tho long-suffering 
French public wants is not so inucli 
striking pictures as striking matches. 

An American firm is about to flood 
this country with advertisements of 
its “Arrow Collars," and the British 
trade is said to 1^ alarmed at the 
incursion. The British trade, it seems 


now -- ~ 


“Ml. ('. T. pl.vynd .*• Wrij** nolo, 

arrotiipaiiicd on llir iiiMtniiArnl Min# 

Klsio KdwarihfH.’ Ntwa. 

Soloist (crohsly fo aceompt^ntHi ) : 
“ Tlrere you are, getting in the way 
again ! Why can’t you keep to tho 1^1 
string ? " 

Arcomjmmsl (irt. .. ,, 
well; tins deeitles mo. Next time 
shall bring iny ofru han*o.' 

“It Mas a milly tyrirnl gAthtTtftlf. Tlun^ 
Wiis a \vt'U;oiuiug ot th« iMiiai liov . . , Mna 

most (MX'OUraKitig, and vve vo id fultovti^d borup 
by a gift of a do2k>n eimiH." f'hunh * 

It cortninly soun^ typical, , though 
occasionally one b ehasecl hQnie uy 
more eggs than a tloEOtt 


TOL, OXXXIZ. 
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THE detachment OF PRENDERBY. 

The Peoi*1/E v. The Commons. 

In timeB of groat stress and heat 1 am always glad to 
avail myself of the atmosphere of temperate calm which 
pervades the presence of Prenderby. As a General Election 
approaches ho grows more and more detached, till he 
almost c^sappears from sight. Of course 1 only take an 
academic interest in his points of view, and would never 
let him persuade me to adopt an attitude oven of semi- 
detachment. And, to do him justice, ho never trios to 
convert me. He says he would not wish to sacrifice 
any source of quiet entertainment. 

“ Well, what about the Referendum ? ” I asked. 

“ 1 hold no brief for that Alpine device,” said Prenderby, 
“for I have never mistaken the people’s voico for the 
voice of a god. But I retain the right to be surprised and 
shocked when I see that the very party winch has always 
vouched for the divinity of Demos now protests against 
the idea of directly consulting its own beloved oraclo on 
matters of grave doubt.” 

“ Our contention,” said I, corning fresh and fortified from 
a study of Lord Moklev’s great speech in favour of main- 
taining the Constitution intact, “ is that our country’s system 
is a representative system, and that the Roferondum would 
disfigure the autlmnty of the people’s representatives.” 

“if,” said Prenderby, as though reading my thoughts, 
“you allude to Lord Mohley, for whom I entertain a 
profound respect, I should think more of his Conser- 
vative arguments if ho himself were not in favour of 
a Radical Bill for breaking up the Constitution by 
means of what he facetiously calls an “adjustment of 
the relations between the two Houses on an amic- 
able basis.’ However, 1 sympathise "with you — for 
the moment. I have always hold that, in an ideal 
democracy, the people’s representatives, once elected, 
should be ^iven a free hand to do their best for the 
country during the natural term of Paiiiaraont. But then 
I would liave our representatives chosen on a principle 
very different from that which is in use. I would choose 
— Liberals or Unionists — men of the highest intelligence, 
experience and 2 ?atriotisni, on whoso judgment I pould roly 
even for the handling of questions on which my opinion 
had never been consulted. But how and why do we actually 
elect our Members ? Not, except in rare cases, on their 
personal merits ; not as tli inking men ; but just as speci- 
mens of one or other party, foisted on us by a caucus. And 
there they sit in the House with instructions to surrender 
their private judgment (if any) and act as voting automata 
at the bidding of the party whip. What guarantee can we 
have that on any given question, possibly not oven contem- 
plated among the voxiegatod issues at a General Election, 
our dummy really * reiiresonts ’ us ? Unless we make a 
change in our methods, I boo no solution oC a rotten state 
of things except through the Referendum.” 

“ Its introduction as a party cry,” I said, “ at the last 
moment justifies our humorists in describing it as a red- 
horring-endum.” • ^ 

“ True wit delights mo,” said Prenderby, on a note of 
discouragement. “ But what, after all, is tlie matter with 
a good red herring ? It is an excellent thing for dragging 
across the trail when the field is on the scent of a hare 
that ’s got the plague. But to return to this piercing outcry 
against tlie notion of going over the heads of the people’s 
representatives to consult the people themselves. Have 
yop 'observed lately what a deal of talk there is about the 
dignity and authority of the House of Commons? It 
seefnstojiave assumed an importance far exceeding that of 


the men who elect it. And, curiously enough, it is with 
the steady decline in the ^rsonal weight and inff nonce 
of its Members (since only a dozen, or so on each side arc 
allowed to count as anything more than mere Ayes or 
Noes), and with its gradual humiliation under the pressure 
of party machinery, that we find the House of Commons 
developing this habit of self-complacency. And I recognise 
in the Referendum the best available corrective for such a 
state of swelled head. If I am not inviting you to betray 
a party secret, what, may 1 ask, is your objection to it ? ” 

“ If,” I said, “ the people’s verdict were unfavourable it 
would mean a General Election every time. ^ No self- 
respecting Government could survive the rebuff to its 
prestige.” ^ 

“I doubt it,” said Prenderby cheerfully. “I have too 
firm a confidence in the tenacity of most Ministries. 
They would sit tight and try something else. But, in all 
probability, they would seldom or never incur such a rebuff. 
They would guard their dignity by so moderating their 
proposals as to ensure their acceptance by the country.” 

“ Well, anyhow,” said I, “ it was only a tactical move of 
the Tories at the eleventh hour,” 

“ My dear f(3llow,” said Prenderby, with a touch of com- 
passion, “ tho peculiayty of the cloventli hour is not only 
that it comes just before the twelfth, but also that it comes 
just after the tenth. Late tactics have to be answered by 
tactics later still. Black at an advanced stage makes a 
forward move which exposes one of his own pieces. White 
steps in and snaps it up. ‘ Aha ! ’ says Hlaclc, ‘ why didn’t 
you think of that before ? Yon ’vo committed an after- 
thought.’ Or else ho shouts, ‘ White h'lagl’ just hcacause 
his opponent deliberately sacrifices a pawn or two to save 
his King.” 

“ If you *re gping to drag in the Crown,” I said — 

“I drag in nothing,” said IVenderhy, “not even a red 
herring. As I said before, I hold no brief for tiio 
Referendum. I am not a good enough democrat. But I 
may permit myself to be politely amused when I find tfio 
Conservative party more democratic tlian your domocrats 
themselves; stealing the Radical thunder and going one 
better with it. I may permit myself this recreation and 
yot remain detached from party.” 

“Like Lord Roseueky at Manchester,” T said withcr- 
ingly. “I sec that in his ‘non-party’ siioech he referred 
to the American dollars, though I noticed that lie said 
nothing of Sir Wilfrid Laurieh's contribution.” 

“ If you must drag in the Prime Minister of Canada,” 
said Prenderby, “ let mo say that 1 have a particular regard 
for him which is not increased by his interference in the 
matter of Homo Rule. What would you and Canada think 
of Mr. Asqitith if, while Premier of England, lie openly 
subscrilied to the funds of one of the parties in a Canadian 
election,? As for Lord Rosebery, 1 resemble him, very 
modestly, in this — that we are both enamoured of moderate 
counsels ; he as a member of the despised peerage, I as an 
ornament of the down-trodden middle-classes. 1 look 
forward to the day of moderate men ; to the coming of a 
National party whicli shall combine the best of both sides.” 

“ Meanwhile,” said I, for I shrank from flirting with this 
rather seductive prospect, — “ meanwhile the polls begin to- 
morrow, and we shall soon know whether the people 
accept or reject the idea of a Referendum.” 

“ Whether, in fact,” said Prenderby, “ they prefer to put 
their trust in their representatives or in themselves.” ' 

“ We shall see,” said I. * 

“ We shall see,” said Prenderby. 

At last we had touched a point of agreement, and I 
seized the opportunity to shift my ground to domestic 
woods and pastures uncontroversial. O. S. 



THE “NON-PAETY” WEAPON. 

Mb. Asquith. •• I SAY, DON'T DO THAT.” 

Lord Eobebbhv. IT 'S ALL RIGHT, MY DBAS FELLOW; THIS ISN’T A SWOJll). IT Hi .A 
PLODGH8HARB." 





“ua^ Jm k'a” . 'vu ..keam A«..t.T mk 


the new plank at WORK.'f 

Tn iho vrjir 10-- the Roferonduni i: 
was i»i full swing. Mr. Bilberry’s seven f 

Y(5iirs’ rule had just come to an tnul, 
with the result that ho liad bef’ii coni- 
Dollod to ask for a dissolution of rarha- i 
iiumt; and ho and Mr. Aston mwe now 

appealing to the country. 

'J’he j)OHition of aHiiirs at this time i 
jnay be dubcribed in a few words. 
Hwitzorlaud, llattcroil that the groaiest 
nation in tho world should ro-model its 
Constitution upon tho linos of hers, 
liad roturnod the coiiiplimont by laying 
down g. na\ al programme which altered 
entirely the whole l^:iuropean situation, 
and called for a renewed effort on tho 
part of England. For this effort more 
taxes wore necessary, and it was upon 
the method of raising those taxes that 
the Election would turn. 

Mr. Aston was for getting tlie now 
taxes from the Bleb. 

Mr. Bilberry was for getting tliem 
from the Others. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Mr. Aston appealed to tlio Working 
Man for support. He said : “ The 
situation is simply this : We mas/ have 
this money. ShftU we get it trom the 
Eioh or from the Others? 


The Working Man thought pro-|o 
foundly, and then said, “What you \ 
mean is. would I rather you got it 
from 'm or from vir. ? ’’ ® 

“ Exactly," saitl Mr, Aston. 

“ Bight you are,” said tne working 
man. » Then I says from ’m.” » 

Mr. Bilberry appealed to the W orlang i 
Man for support. He said: “Tlio ( 
situation is simply this: we viud have < 
tills money. Mr. Aston proposes to 
tax tho Bich. I need hardly point out 
to YOU what a calamity that \Nould be 
to Ahe working classes. It is folly to 
suppose tliat you can take money from 
the BichVithout hurting the poor. In 
a thousand indirect ways it would afh^t 
! you. Now my tax would only have the 
s effect of slimukling you alighily.’ 

I “ Wot O I ” said the Working Man, 
i and left it at that. 

To tho Middle Classes Mr. Bilberry 
I said, “The nation is in Deadly Peril 
of Socialism. When the nation is m 
1 Deadly Peril there is only one party 
for which an Englishman can vote. 

» Andsomeof them, who had read of the 

6 Deadly Peril in which the nation had 
0 stood when the Abolition of the Death 
e Penalty for Larceny wm flrrt a^- 

gested, were not greatly alarmed. But 


otUora were, ami gave liim (lie'r 

To tho upper Classes Mr. IhlUnTy 
said: “ What do you think of this f ” 

There wore many other questions 
hrouglit forward during tho election, 
hut tho surprising unanimity ol fho 
rival candidates on tho more impmtent 
ones prevented thorn from having any 
considcrahlo lioaring on tho result. 
For whenever an Astonito saiil : “ * bice 
again f advocatiO iliis and this, ’ tho 
Bilherryifco would 8 a> luifitily; “Why, 

I iny dear fellow, of t That ’« uhal 

, I Vo been saying for v'ceh ! B auv* 

L thing, I should go ovtui furjhcr, and do 
; that and tliat.” 

5 Mr, Aston was returned by a «ma I 
majority. His Hill for taxing tflo Uieh 
was immediately drawn up, diweiHSed 
in the House .of Commons, «uh- 
/ mitted to a Referendum. 

1 Those who had pit^viously voted for 
1 Mr, Bilberry, having no use far Mr. 
y Aston, answered “ No.” 

“ Of those who had votwl for Mr. 

d Working Man said. “O’ e^UrifO, 

h if it’s a choicJ^ between mo and im, 


I say, tax ’iw. But if they leavH me 
out and say, * Do youiofliah im tajied ? 
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CanvMscr {to itul'jjerent KUetoi). “l)’\oiJ v wr money lo oo our of tuts cot’ntky 
AND TRADE 10 BE MTAONANT ? ” [Au tttWfWr. 


the People. He resigned. Mr. Bil- 
berry accepted office and advised* a 
Dissolution. 

At the General Election Mr. Bilberry 
pointed out that the Astonites haa 
shown themselves absolutely impotent 
to deal with the extremely critical 
sitiuition, the threatened danger from 
tlie Swiss programme not having been 
met by any of the necessary financial 
provisions. Ho also pointed out that 
this election had been forced upon the 
country at an extremely inconvenient 
time for shopkoopors. Mr. Bilberry was 
returned. 

Mr. Billjerry’s Bill for taxing the 
Others was immediately drawn up, dis- 
cussed in tho House of Commons, and 
submitted to a Boferendum. 

^’hoso who had voted for Mr. 
Aston, having no u.so for Mr. I^ilherry, 
answered “ No.” 

Of those who had voted for Mr. 
Bilberry : — 

Iho Upper Classes said, “ 1 say, old 
man, what? 1 mean —well —I shall 
liavc to think it over. I didn’t know 
it was going to he like th is ! Of course, 
I ’d sooner shoot myself than do any- 
thing to put Aston m, but You 

know, even if this went against }(HI, 
you needn’t resign, need you ? ” 

The Middle Classes said : “ Of course, 
it is a time of national peril, and one 
is prepared to make sacrifices. But 
tlicy must bo reasonahln saciiliecs. 
1 don’t think 1 should be justified, 
as a family man, in voting for this. 
It isn’t a question of wliat we want, 
but what we can afford. I have just 
worked it out, and 1 see that 1 si i all 
have to pay — well, I mean, it '^ahsiud,'* 

Tho Working Man said : ” Well, 
lorblimey, do I want it? Do I look as 
if 1 wanted it ? I may ’ave been a 
mug at the election, but ’eaven bless 
your dear innercent face if you think 
you ’ll catch littlo Willie again.** 

Mr. Bilberry’s Bill was rejected by 
the People. 

1 forget whetlier Mr. Bilberry re- 
signed. 


Cunrasser. “ Vote for nr man and he i.l put money into your pocket and take 

IT FROM TH]li FOREHJNER.” tJVo a/WM’tfP. 

Canrasscr. ” If you vote for the other man we shall .soon be ruled by <1kr.viax8 ! ! ” 
Jt!i(ir4or. “Acir » Coot J I am a Shermans.’* 


then I say ‘ No,’ becos 'e ’ll only take 
it out o’ me afterwards.” 

Tho Middle Classes sait^ "Our second 
cousin by marriage tells us that ho ’ll 
be ruined if this Bill passes; and those 
nice people who asked Phyllis down 
for Christmas are in a terrible way 
about it. Of course, wo should never 
droam of voting for Mr. Bilberry, but 
this really goes a httl^ too far.” 

Th6 Upper Classes said: "Frankly, 
old man, you ’re asking ratlier too 
much, you know. I voted for you at the 


last election and I ’ll vote for you again 
at the next. If you say bluntly to me: 
‘ Ought we to tax tlie llicli or the 
Others ? * w^ell, 1 answer * Tlie Rich ’ ; 
and if now I had to decide whether 1 
or the poor man should pay, of course 
1 ’d pay up like a shot. But I haven’t 
got to decide that. You ’r© pledged 
not to tax the Otiiers any more, and the 
only question for me is whether I like 
your Bill. Well, you can't blame me, 
old man, if T say that I don’t.” 

Mr. Aston’s Bill was rejected by 


And nothing had been done about 
the Swiss Menace. 

And tho Astonites’ exchequer was 
empty. 

And tho People were sick of polls 
and postern and posters and polls. . . . 

You will understand, then, how it 
was that some years later, when a Bill 
for remodelling the Constitution on 
its old lines of Parliamentary Govern- 
ment was brought in, it was approved 
by the People amidst scenes’ of the 
greatest excitement. An additional 
reason for celebration was the fact that 
it was the first Bill which had survived 
tho Referendum. A. A, M. 
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PALS BEFORE PARTY. 

M . V.'s IVi /’-. ‘‘I sw, Aikmiik, it 'm a iSii\ME TO Aim.sE rooft Roody am YOir rio im vouii M i.A't M(;ui. AuMt .An, 

IIK’m YOUll HKsr I-AL, Al/I IIOt Oil HK IS ON TJIK OTHER 8 Il>K." 

^f.J\ ‘-My dear (Jim-, that ’k nothing to what he’h going to hay about me to*moiuiu\v. He h .shown mk m.s hi'ii,Ei u, 

^^l) I’m JOlTTMI J»OWN A I-KVV AODITIONAO El’lTHETH tOtt Hitt TO STICK IN." 


IN PRAISE OF WINTER ELECTIONS. 

At the season of chills, when tlie breath of the vapours 
Is Iiardened to delicate rime, 

You have heaixl, Mr. AsguiTH, no doubt, from the papers 
TJiat polls are a crime. 

JiCt it cheer you to know, in the midst of their curses, 
Whoe'er may be moaning his lot. 

That tlie writer of tliese irrespoiisiblo verses 
Is not. 

J^’or, whether in winter or whether in summer, 

The farce of electoral throbs 

Interferes with the odes of a lyrical tlirummer. 

And boros liiin to sobs ; 

But I think, on the whole, that the moon of the holly 
Is best for the madness to fall, 

If we must have these moments of imbecile folly 
At all. 

For out in the streets there are hundreds of posters 
The eye of the artist to vex ; 

TheiB is thumping of tubs and a legion of boasters 
That ban( through their neoks. 

Is it there that Apollo is like to exhort us, 

Or lead his melodious choir ? 

Shall the voice of the turtle be there or the tortoise* 
-shell lyre ? 


Not®much : but within, for the brethren of OrphiniH, 

Is comfort and wassail and ease, 

Undisturbed by the inHoloiit argot of wharf use — 

The words of bargees. 

It is well tiiat a lime when the demagogues prosy 
Are drowning the barf) with tiieir roars 
Sliould lie also a time when il ’s doucedly cosy 
Indoors, 

When tlio vulgai arc crowding, with faces that tingle, 

To booths where tlio hurricanes whizz, 

1 shall sleep by the fire, in the nook of tlio ingle 
(Whatever tliat is), 

And be glad that the polls have come round in December, 
When (warm with the winter’s good cheer) 

The bard can most easily fail to romomlier 

They 're hero.’ ‘FiVOiri. . 


From an Indian paper : 

“Fott Sal*.-— T he valuable buHiuese laU'ly rairiol on at 
near Darjealiug, as a Boarding House and Pigyeiy. " 

So they 've noticed it in India, too I 

'*As a precautionary meaettre, wotktnen wow yi'si^rdaj^ busily ca||Wg(Nl 
in feeling losie of the more dangerously situated tveeii.’ 

^ . . m miti, 

This is the sort of job wo have been lookiag for for yeafs. 
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ROUND AND ROUND. 

{A Roifuiiice of 1916.) 

March 2. — Great meeting^ of Unionist Free-Traders, 
attended by Lord Cbombb, Lord Balfour op BuRtEioH, 
Mr. Arthur Klliot, Mr. St. Lop. Strachey, ' liord 
Robert Cevil, Lord Hugh Cecil, and others,' Lord 
Cromer being ki the Chair. After delivering many iinpas- 
sioncd speeches in defenoo of Free Trade, they decide to 
reorganise themselves and to offer a determined resistance 
to Tariff Reform. The meeting separates amid great 
enthusiasm, punctuated by patriotic songs. 

March 3. — Introduction and first reading of Government 
Bill for the Nationalisation of Motor-Cars. 

March 4 . — TM Times, i» a leading article, declarer that 
to nationalise motor-cars is to ruin the nation. The Daily 
Mail publishes an article by Mr. Leo Maxse declaring 
that all members of the Government, including the Junior 
Lords of the Treasury (unpaid), are outside the pale of 
humanity and must be shot at siglit. The Daily News 
denounces opposition to the Bill as factious and interested. 

March 5 {if March 5 falls on a Hunday). — Mr. J. L. 
Garvin publishes in The Ofescryer a leading article twelve 
columns in length. He demands tlie impeacliment of 
Mn Asquith and tlie immediate execution of all Irish 
Nationalist Members on Tower Hill. “Only thus,” he 
concludes, “ can we avenge the dastardly insult which has 
been ofifered to our English manhood. Only thus can we 
remove the ineffaceable stain which has been smeared in 
lurid and degrading colours over our escutcheon.” 

March 6. — Formation of Motor Nationalisation League. 

March 7. -Kstalilishniont of Anti-Nationalisation of 
Motors Tioague. 

March 8.— Each League culls on the other to publish a 
list of its subscribors. 

March 12. — Mr. J. L. Garvin declares in a leading 
article of nineteen columns tluit he is not now a Home 
Ruler. 

March J7. — Lord Roskbkry nial<es his three-hundredth 
non-party speech against the Government at a great non- 
party meeting held in the City of rx)Tidon under tlio chair- 
manship of Mr. A. J. Balfour. 

Mr. Llovd George addresses a meeting at Plaistow. 
Ho threatens the House of Lords wit h extinction, and com- 
pai*es tlieir lordships to vats fed on retl herrings. 

March 20.— In a long and carefully reasoned letter to 
I'he Tunes Sir Henry Howorth points out that, whatever 
Mr. Llovd George's own diet may bo, lie (Sir Henry) has 
never yet known a member of the House of Lords who 
cared to eat a red herring. 

March 21. — Mr. F. E. Smith, in a great speech at Chel- 
tenham, calls Mr. Lloyd George tho Red Herring King. 

March 22. — Mr. Winston Churchill, in a great speech at 
Sevenoaks, denounces Mr. P. E. Smith as impish, impudent 
and impossible. 

March 23. — Mr. F. E. Smith and ^Mr. Winston 
‘Churchill dine togethel. • 

March 24. — Lord Rosebery makes his tliree-hundrod- 
and'first non-party speech against the Government at a 
great non-party meeting in Birmingham under the chair- 
manship of Mr. Austen Chamberlain. He show’s that 
the nationalisation of motor cars leads straight to the 
nationalisation of clocks and watches, spoons and forks 
ana snvill change of all sorts, and that from this to the 
destruction of religion, family life, marriage and Sunday 
beer is. but a.step. 

April 3. — The Unionist Free Traders at a great and 
enthusiastio meeting declare that if Mr. Bi^FOUR will agree 


to postpone Tariff Reform they will be prepared to vote foV 
Tariff Reformers. 

April 4. — Mr. Bai.four says ho is willing to postpone 
Tariff Reform for a fortnight. 

April 6. — Great enthusiasm expressed by Unionist Free 
Traders over Mr. Balfour’s promise. The Morning Dost, 
however, salutes him as “ the late leader of the Unionist 
party.”. 

April 8. — Lord Rosebery makes his three-hundred -and- 
second non-party speech against I ho TJlieral party at a 
great non-party meeting held m Belfast under the^ chair- 
manship of Sir Edward Carson. 

April 10.— Mr, F. E. Smith at a mooting in Devizes says b 
that Mr. Winston Churchill is a disgraced disseminator | 
of dishonour. * “ 

Apnl 11. — Mr. Winston CHURciiu.ii at a meeting in 
Deptford declares that Mr. F. hi. Smith always prefers 
mendacity to men and stupidity to stalesrnanship. 

April 12. — Mr. Winston (.'hurciihJi and Mr. F. E. Smith 
lunoh togetlier in London. 

(Further dates may he filled in accouluuj to taste ami 
experience.) 

SOLOMON AND THE MONKEYS. 

Apes and peacocks and almug and ivory 
Solomon sent for over seas, 

And, if you ask me tho reason wliy for ho 
Sent ids shipping for such as those — 

Peacocks flaunt hko an opal necklace, 

Figurey almug ’s fair and fleckless, 

Ivory’s smooth and white an<l s) eckloss 
(Tusks on a plinth of gold) , 

And tho little grey inoiikeyM, so Avrinkled wise, 

Little grey ajies with the twinkling eyes, 

Puckered, hrown and cold, 

’Spite of tlieir ligliisome wa\s and reckless. 

Know tho wdsdoni of gods of old ! 

Solomon sat by his garden ]ia]aceH 
Seeking w'lsdom ol o.U'tli and air; 

Little grey apes, full of mocks and malices, 

Chipped and chattered around his chair ; 

Chipped and chattered and made grimaces, 

Rubbed their hacks and then wiinkled faces. 

Swung tliemselvos with a score of giaces 
Through the cedar trees ; 

But never their knowledge could Solomon catch, 

Fo 7 ’, il lie asked tliem, they ’il only scratch, 

Stop and sciatcli lor fleas ; 

Then they/d rocket away in races, 

Ruffling, scuffling, in twos and tliroes ! 

So Solomon sent for IIikam, King o’ Tyro ; 

Hiram strode ’noatli tlio budding leaf, 

Purple vesture and golden ring, attiro 
Fit indeed for a merchant chief ; 

Ho bade him watch the monkeys slipping 
Through the pomogranalo branches dipping 
Over the fountains fernod and dripping, 

Green and clear and cold ; 

And “ ’Tis excellent knowledge,” King Hiram said, 

“ That keeps its learning insido its head ; 

That ’s your monkey’s gold — * 

That ’s the reason that sets them skipping-— ‘ 

That 's their wisdom of gods of old 1 ” 


I A Blow for Smith minor. 

“That the feeding of Rchool-childfou during holidays vrais illegal vraa 
tho opiiiion of Sir K. JJ. Fiulay.” — J)aity Mirror. 
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FANTASY- 

Tbbre is no truth in the following 
account. It is based solely on the 
unconfirmed report of the central 
figure. That central figure is 1, and I 
have just stated that there is no truth 
in it. It is not the truth, part of the 
truth, or anything like ilie truth. It 
is the invention of one miserable, 
downtrodden Junior; the outpourings 
of a souf clamouring for freedom and 
self-expansion. Lot mo pretend, just 
for once, that I am not the most per- 
matu riMy rebuked pei*son in the world, 
who may not even say “ Boo ! ” to an 
ushci without being told that 1 am 
frivolous, vexatious, and an abuse of 
the process of the Court. Let mo 
pretend all that. Will jou? 

Counsel for the PlaintitT said wliat 
he had to say, and all eyes wore fixed 
on me. You see, I was Counsel *for 
the Defe'iidant, and theie we all w'oro 
sitting in the High Court and making 
a day of it. 

“ For^^ivif mo,” I said, “ hut I did not 
quite follow what youweie saying. J 
w'as thinking of sometliing else. Start 
at Iho beginning and say it all over 
again.” ^J'hen 1 closcil my ejes and 
put my feet up on the K.C.'s bench in 
front of me, not, as J assured them, to 
go to hl(‘0}), but hecause i could hear 
bet! or in that position. When at last 
they insisted on a few words from me, 
1, seeing that there was no way out of 
it, got II]) and addressed them. 

“ Look hi're, .Judge, old man,” I said, 
“it IS all very line lor t’other follow to 
talk about vcndois and jiurchasers and 
es(iO}jpols (wliat is an estoppel, any- 



way V) and all that rot. Jtisallvoiy 
line tor him to go burhling on about 
statutes and cases, hut the cold trulli 
IS that ho wants my client to pay his 
client lumdreds and humlrods of pounds, 
and my client ain't going to do no such 
thing, lie has the best reasons for 
refusing, hut 1 am not at liberty to 
divulge them. At least 1 have forgotten 
most of them, and I never could under- 
stand the rest. I can promise you 
that they are first-class reasons, if a 
bit complicated in parts, and I can 
promise >ou that my client is a man in 
a thousand.” 

Mr. Justice What 's-his-namo, who 1 
really don’t think can have been listen- 
ing, bestirred himself to ask me what 
about the Sale of Goods Act. But I 
told him that I was not going to 
answer that question, because I Imew 
there was a catch in it somewhere. 
Besides, I told him that I knew nothing 
about the Law, and cared less. 

“ Igmraniia juris hand cxcusai” he 
mattered, and while tlie court rocked 


THE UNDEFEATED SALESMAN. 

Citslvma’. “But it iia.sn’t haid a woup all the time I ’vk iiKKJf in the hiihi* >'* 

ilaiesmaK “TiiimsPAY au’EHNoon, MaI)A.m. Him i.aiic uwnku ai.wav.h TO 

HIEEP ON KAKLY CI.O.slNG DAY, AND AFlKB TWO o'cLOPK ON THUUM'VVH NOTHINO WUiL 
INDUCE THAT INTCr.LlOEST lUllD If) UTIEIl A KOUND." * 

with subservient and hilarious lauglitor Cock Tavern, Plaintill, Plaintiff’s coun- 
Ikteok my pipe out of my pocket and sel, Plaintiff’s solicitor, clerks, ushers, 
lit it. ^ court-loaf CIS, and oven your bomiy old 

“Tell me when I’m duo to laugh,” self, we’ll stand the drinka if you’ll 
laid I between iho puffs, “and f ’ll do lot bygones ho bygones. Thereat” 
my best for you. Now, if you are quite I sat down, humming a }j^pular 
sure you have finished being funny, 1 melody to show that 1 boro no mivUco, 
will go on with the ca.?o. My dear old and the Judge saiil Homet.hing bitter 
Lud, what is the use of all this chin- about “ Judginont for the Plaintiff In 
wagging? The foot is that my client the full amount of his claim and costs." 
wants all his money for himself, and As for mo 1 wont up to where the old 
if he finds, when he comes to do his fellow sat on his porch and C(i)ood, 
accounts at the end of the year, that “ Bench, dear boy, >'ou lun not cross 
ho has got a little over, you may bet with me, are you ? ” and, arm-iti-arni 
your wig that he is hot going to give with my client and his solicitor, sfctollbd 
that little to a man with a face like out of court as hapjiy as a Hiindlioy. * 
the Plaintiff's. Do we admit liability, 
you ask? We admit any old thing 

you like, for a little pbace. More than Thank you for Iwsaring witli me* 
that, if you will aU come across to the feel bettor now. * 


Thank you for liearing wttli me* 
feel bettor now. * 
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THE FREE AND INDEPENDENT. 

Cawlidiitr, “How i»o you think timno.s aue uoisg?” 

“WkLL~THE HArMOMt’M.s HAVE DONE A LOT OE f.OOI), liiri YOU 'j.L HAVE TO 
CHANGE THAT DAOATEL1.E DOAKI) AT THE WOKKMEN'm I t.UR FOU A JtlLLlAKH TAIILK." 


OPERATIC INTELLIGENCE. 

ExPfiNBIVG PkODUCTION OP 

“ Tokqukmada.” 

* (Special) 

Thk music of Torquetnada, us all 
intelli^onb amateurs are doubtless well 
aware, has been more Extravagantly 

E raised and abused than any wliicli 
as ever been composed since the days 
of Orpheus, Herr Boboloff, the famous 
St. Bfitersburg critic, has described it 
as a musical Reign of Terror; while! 
^ignor Puppo Stecchi, of Milan, calls 
it thet“»w phis ultra di cosmic ecstasy.^’ 
The same eminent authority also caUs 
attention to the extraordina^ way in 
which Herr Qassowar combines deep 


spirituality with a cynical freaHish- 
ness. “ Scones of an outrageous indo- 
coruin,” he writes, “are handled with 
the utmost solemnity, while those 
passages in the drama which touch on 
the deepest mysteries of religion are 
treated with a lioarty irreverence which 
recalls iiio most splendidly ghastly 
orgies of the cult of Reason in the 
French Revolution. Herr Cassowar is 
as cruel us Nature, as brutal as death 
— in short, a genius of the deepest dye, 
and in Torqneniada he has found a 
theme which gives his gorgeous inhu- 
manity superlative scope.” It will be 
readily understood that music of this 
quality is extremely expensive to com- 
pose and produce, and no apology is 
needed for the announcement that, on 


the occasion of the performance of iliis 
epoch-making work, the price for hiringi 
opera-glasses will he raised from six- 
pence to ten shillings. 

The rdle of Dolores will he under- 
taken by the famous American 
donmt, Madame Poppaja Scarlett, who 
created it on the occasion of the original 
production at Widdin. As Madame 
Scarlett holds the rocoid for the highest 
fee ever paid to a prtmn donna for a 
single performance— viz., I:i0‘,000™the 
prices will he raised ni this and all 
occasions on which she will appear. ' 
All the resemd seats have Ailready 
been taken, with the exception of a few 
extra stalls attached by ])ulley8 to the 
central electrolier. These can be had 
for 60 guineas apiece. 

The orchestra will ho increased from 
85 to 170 performers for tlie production 
of Torquemada, as the scoring for the 
instruments of percussion is unusually 
ric'o, the drums being often divided 
into as many as twenty gonuine parts, 
while extra instruments of peculiar 
sonority, including ilio Bchreckhorn, 
are employed' in the tortuN) scones in 
order to drown the shrieks of the 
victims. The immense extra expense 
to which the maiiagemont has been 
put in order to meet tlioso require- 
monts has involved a revision of the 
rofroshmont tariff, and on the nights on 
which Torquetnada is performed tlie 
charge for coffee will ho 25. 6r/. a 
and for ices 15s. each. 

The scenery, whicli has been specially 
hand-painted for the production, is of 
special magnificence, many thousand 
tubes of the choicest paint having been 
exhausted on the superb canvaFes pro- 
vided by the artisUs, MM. van Horb 
and Karamelolf. In conseq nonce of 
this terrific outlay, running into several 
thousands of pounds, the management 
have been reluctantly obliged to raise 
the prices of the programmes and books 
of tlie words, w'hich will be supplied at 
55. and £1 I 5 . respectively. 

The Ballet of Inquisitors is of alto- 
gether unusual size, and tlie strain 
imposed upon them in the Dance of the 
I Seventy Thumbscrew^s is so exacting 
that a special honorarium has lieen 
added to their usual salary. In view 
I of this fact the management respectfully 
beg to announce that the cloak-room 
[fees w’ill be increased on Torqneinada 
nights from M. to ild. 

It is only right to^add that, in spite 
of all these enhanced charges, the 
management expect to lose at least i 
£20,000 on the production. * 

CoMFOBTiNa Reflection at the 
Post - Iicfbbbsionistb'. — Things, > after 
all, are not so had as they 're painted. 







THE BJBHOr’S MOVE. 

fin ii icwnt iinnibci of Ins /Jiocesan Afarjazinc 
the Ilishop of M'oiicK.sTEPi layH do\Mi a rub* that 
inon onlaincd by liiiii am “not to coiitrac.t 
iiiatuinoiiial cn#?af;{einentH” during their Diu- 
nniaU'. “In tJie event,” lie adds, “of this not 
being obsoived, 1 should feel it niy duty to 
leinovo the young man to another curacy, if 
the lady ucro a resident in the distri ;t.”] 

Whkn Strephon wooed, I showed im- 
iiieiiso 

Koeiprocal devotion, 

AHlioiiglj, to speak without pretence, 

1 '(] not the slightest notion 
That love’s unwelcome consequence 
Would bo perpetual motion. 

As we surveyed the placid soa 
It showed no warning beacon ; 

We clean forgot the penalty 
Our Bishop vowed to wreak on 
The rebel who presumed to be 
glanced while a deacon. 

“ The inaft who dares to disobey 
Hig Bishop comes a cropper " 

(Ilig Lordship wrote) ; “ I beg to say 
Your conduct is improper. 

I hope you ’ll choose the easier way — 
Which is, of course, to drop her. 


“ Else you, who show me disrespect. 
Must be severely dropped op ; 

You ’ll quit your post (I fear neglect 
Of duty if you stop^d on) 

And undertake, os I rnrect, 

The curacy of Plopton.” 

“ D’ you think,” I cried, while Strephon 
stood 

Irresolute, “ I ’ll swallow 
Dofe 9 .t like this ? What hardihood 
To utter threats so hollow ! 

You go to Flopton ? Well and good — 
Mother and I will follow 1 ” 

He went — and n e went. In a week 
The Bishop, who had tliirsted 
For vengeance, finding, so to speak, 
His machinations worsted, 

Bade Strephon move again, to seek 
The curacy of Burstead. 

From Burstead on to Newton Leas, 
From Newton Leas to Keating, 

Still an astonished Diocese 
Beholds my lover fieeting ; 

But, try his lordship as he please, 

He can’t prevent us meeting ! 

Poor Bishop t By-and-by he ’ll gain 
The sorrowful conviction 


That here liis thn»atH are all in vain, 

His rule an empty fiction, 

And that young ladios yet remain 

Beyond his jurisdiction ! 

Mr. Bonau Law as roporteil in 
Scotsinuu : ^ 

“Huvt^ly if. Mas the uiohil. uimiuHontibU^ if 
pniptiHifioiiH to iiHsorf, that vn* cniiM not havti 
a greaUr iiioiul ib^bt U* a h ♦'•iiiaUty of tu'St* 
imnit on tlii‘ Imiiau niaikot ^\b<m \^e gain to 
them arlvantagrH in our niarkot ahioh wvi'o not 
given to ollii'i' iM'opln tliAu wo that right 
ijow', wliftii w'o gave Inn* no tulvaniagti whtoh 
w’ttH not enjoyed by every other country in tflo 
world HO much an it was by India. 

Even Mr. Law’s hitterest opponent 
oouhl hardly have forliorne to cltoet so 
exciting a finish, * * 

Extract from the letter of a Baltoo, 
who, after mucli correspondence Mitilh 
the postal officials over some stnail 
grievance, at length breaks into pofitcy 
and sums up the case agaiuut red tape 
as follows : ♦ ^ * 

“The hell of death i« ever ring, 

Over the iKior and ever the ^ing. 

The world ia ever til fbr fat, ’ 

Over the thin and fat.” 
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< Journal said that he objected to the speak of Dr. Kitchener and ‘ Dr. 

A QUESTION OF DEGREE* I term Doctor for any but medical men. Gbombb. 

Great confusion having arisen in There should be no such tiling as Mr. J. St. Loe Straohey, the Editor 
the papers with regard to the Pbbsi- Doctors of Ijaws or Divinity. Doctors of The Spectator^ vigorously objected 
DENT OP THE Local GOVERNMENT sliould mean medical practitioners or to the question being decided by a 
Board, some referring to him always as consulting phpicians. He could foresee snap vote at a local meeting. This was 
Dr. Burns, in recognition of a degree great confusion in Battersea if Mr. clearly a “ question of great gravity,” 
recently conferred upon, him by Liver- Burns were called Dr. Burns. All which should only be settled nnally by 
pool University, and others still adhor- kinds of people who wore taken ill resort to the Referendum, The cost 
ing to Mr. Burns, a public meetmg would ho sending for liim. of a Referendum had been grossly 

was called to decide upon some united Dr. Macn\mara said that he was exaggerated by Mr. Lloyd George, 
course of action. The Mayor of Bat- called Doctor because ho had been who said it would involve ah outlay of 
TKRSEA was in the Chair, and many made an hon. LL.l). of St. Andrew’s. £2,000,000. As a matter of fact, he^ 
prominent journalists and public men Ho did not know that the title had (Mr. Straohey) had convinced himself 
wore present. done him any harm. It is true that by a careful inquiry that it would not 

Mr. Buckle, of The Times, said that he had occasionally been asked to cost more than £250,000. In conclu- 
he was averse from conferring such pi-oscribe, and had always done sion he advocated this method of de- 
titles. Take, for example, the case of so, his one remedy for all ills being ciding the question for the following 
the head of the Salvation Army. The ij)ecacuanha. reasons : — 

Times, it is true, called him “General,” Dr. Clifford said that he had been (1) Because ho w’as a democrat and 

but only between inverted I — - .wished tlio will of the 

commas. Ho would admit # ^ - - - people to prevail. 


commas. Ho would admit ^ 
that Mr. Burns’s degree I 
was not, like the General’s, 
self-imposed. The Times, ' 
however, woiUd continue: * 
•lo call hitn Mr., and ' 
with the more confidence / 
in view of tbc recent case | 
of a certain Doctor who 
thoughii he had been to 
the Role. ; 

Mr. James Bryce, the ^ 
British Ambassador at 
Washington, said that no 
one, he believed, possessed 
so many honorary degrees 
ns himself; but ho hud 
never called himself Dr. 
Bryce, and never should, . 
unless, of course, he occu- 
pied part of his leisure in 
his retirement in bocoin- 





wished tlio will of the 
people to prevail. 

(2) Because he had sup- 
ported the Referendum for 
fifteen years. 

(3) Because Switzer- 
land, the home of the 
Hoferenduiii, {)os 808 sed the 
best system of universal 
service in the world. 

Sir Edwin Burning - 
Law^hence, Bart., pointed 
out that the name.4 Burns 
and Bacon both contained 
tlie same numlier of lottei s, 
and tliat the aggregate 
equalled the nunihor 
contained in the name 
Shaksfearjo. The word 
honor ificabi Ittudinitatihus 
clearly referred to an 
honorary degree. On all 


pied part of his leisure in “Wot’s wiion(j wiv pi.n Em:i.and? “Wiiv, I’li. 'iki.i, ykr wotV lionorary degree. On all 
his retirement in bocoin- wuonu, Matk! It’s these ’khk Hosiialisiio ii»kas, that '.s wot it is! those grounds he cordially 
ing a medical student and kekr rirEia evk.s open, they j. see the iu.oomin supported Mr. Buuxs s 

« I . , , OON.S'I'ITL TION A-CUirftini.lN U.MlEtl 'IIIEIU VEllY FEET ! liUT IHKYUONT; 

qualifying for his M.D. they ooks araht rlini. ! *' assumption of the title 

Mr. Marlow'B, of The ” Doctor.” 

Daily Mail, said that ho had given entitled Doctor for many yours, but had Mr. Rarian Ware, of The Morning 
instructions for Mr. Burns to be called never been called in to atttuid anyone Post, said tliat be should continue to 
Dr. Burns in that pajicr. He, the w'ho was physically ill. Spiritually, refer to Mr. Burns as Mr. Burns 
speaker, believed that wlien lionours yes. 11c would be glad to attend whenever it was impossible to avoid 
wwo conferred they should be recog- spiritually, or politically, anyone* pre- mentioning liim altogether, 
nised. If the Kino W’ero to conter sent at that meeting at moment’s Mr. Sidney Lee said that he also 

the title iof knighthood, or even a notice. He considered that the prefix was an honorary Doctor, tliree deep 

peerage, on liimself, he should bo ennobled a man. Ho strongly advised at least. Ho had no fixed rule as to 
carefpl to make his nam^ correspond Mr. Burns to be known as Doctor. style. Sometimes he used the term, 
to the compliment. Mr. Edmund Gosse, speaking on and sometimes not. In America he 

Mr. Donald, of The Daily Chronicle, behalf of the Encyclopaadia Britannica, had used it, because the Americans 
said that his staff stilLcidleci Mr. Burns said ho was strongly in favour of what liked tliat kind of thing. Ho w'as 
Mr. He had noticed that The Daily he might call the doctorial differentia- often called Professor in America, but 
Ma//, which he occasionally saw at his tion. By this means only could an end never, so far as he could remember, 
club or on the seat of a railway compart- be put to the confusion ^Yhich had so Colonel or J udge. 
mont, had adopted the Dr., and he long existed betvveen the Member for The Chairman then put the question 
assumed that it did so for party reasons, Battersea and his namesake the poet, to the meeting — Shall we call our*old 
hoping that it might suggest ridicule, who could never be accused of an friend John Burns Mr. or Dr. ? The 
^For him, however, ^r. Burns would honorary degree. result was an overwhelming majority 

alwatys remain plain honest John, in Lord Inverclyde strongly protested in favour of retaining the more mod^t 

no need for honorary degi*ees from against the assumption of the prefix designation, and the company dis- 

an^ne, least of all from the enemy. Doctor on the strength of an honorary parsed, singing the Batterses/ Notional 

The Editor* of The British Medtcai degree. At that rate they ought to Anthem. 
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AT THE PLAY. ' HOW THINN IMH^ TO KEEP OUT feS the oL^’Ta; 

** Dbcobatino Clkmbntinb. of THE PAPraO* leading new^a^^r, 'wbere ev6iryi>hing 

The atmosphere of Miss UNaEti’s The crowding of the newspapers just he desired was placed at his disposal — 
American adaptation from the French now with political matter is a real except an interview. 
is suihciently cosriiopolilan. The grievance to more people than to the On Monday one of the judges in tho 
names and plot and geography are poet who throbbed out his plaint in King’s Bench Division had the day of 
French ; the manner is Franoo-Anglo- your last week’s issue (writes a corre* his Gfe. Ho kept himself roaring wi: ' 
American ^ the language of three of spondent). laughter, and a few sycophantic junio 


the leading •characters is American 
and of the other two broken English 
witb either a h^i'ench or a Bussian 
accent. As for the humour — in Paris 
where it originally camo from it was, 
no doubt, very heady, hut that was 
before it had been watered out West. 

Tho scheme, of course, has an almost 
purely French interest; it is a satire 
on the methods liX-han of canvassing 
for tlie liCgion of Honour. A woman 
novelist, in agony lest a female 
rival should secure the only available 
ribbon, jiersuades her uxorious 
husband to flirt with the wife of 
tlio Minister who has the disposal 
of it. Tlio husband, at first expos- 
tulating, carries out her wishes too 
l^nerously, and tho prize is hers 
at tho temporary cost of conjugal 
security. Tliat’s all: except that 
the rival ribbon-hunter turns out 
to he a man writing under a female 
nom de gtierre. The revelation of 
his identity is the one effective 
episode in the play ; but very little 
was made of it. This was a pity, 
as there was not enough stuff to go 
quite round ; and it had to be eked 
out with fun of a farcical order, in 
which Mr. Huntley figured as a 
devastating Adonis, and Miss Doius 
Keane was extremely sinuous and 
Miss Hattie Wil- 


to hold togetlier a play that was 
handicapped by a poor start. Much 


There is the unfortunate case of laughed too. Yet not one of his jokes 
Miss Hosie FitzVerriloo, who is to was to be seen in Tuesday’s papers. I 
play the principal girl in one of the point this out as a matter ot interest.' 
leading pantomimes. Such a part re- I do not complain, for from this un- 
quires, of course, very careful prepara- published fund of humour I have 
tion. This dainty young comedienne collected one or two specimens which, 
therefore arranged a visit to St. Paul’s with tho Editor's permission, will 

Cathedral. While she was standing 

[No, no 1 Ed.] 


THE PROFITABLE PIROUEHE. 

[At Polish rnarriagCR it is the custoin to 
I have a lig wedding dance, at vhieh tljo 
bride receives a money foif it from rvoiy 
man she can tire out with danc iig. At. n 
fecent wedding tho lady won over j 

1 ’VE sometimes grown sarcastic 
On noting, dearest Sue, 

TIow much the light fg^ritastic 
Was occupying you. 

Myself, I ’d choose a small room, 
A Ute-cl-Ute ; I ’rn not 
Enamoured of the ball-room ; 

I think the ragtime rot. 

But now I know such capers 
Should please a frugal youth ; 

A snippet from the papers 
Has cut my wisdom tootli. 

No more, Susannah, shall you 
Hear plaints of mine ; I soo 
Pecuniary value 
In your agility. 

So, dear, in practice daily 
Your time of leisure spend, 

Till you can trip it gaily 
For many hours on end ; 

And when throughout the whole 
land 

Your skill surpasses man’s 
We ’ll emigrate to Poland 
And there put up the banns. 

To you in bridal raiment 
The people of the town 
Will yield tlie wonted payment 
When you have danced them down. 
And so by this extortion 

You ’ll prove my prop and staff, 

A plutocratic portion 
As well as better Jialf. 



HONESTY JUST NOW THE BEST POUCY. 


of the buBinoBa of the Firat 


Quaban-ized 


Act might have l)oen spared, though abso-luizly ROTTEN ! ! »" 

I daresay that if Mr. Kk^hib Lino 

as tho doting husband had been a little in the gallery at the top of the deme 
less commonplace we might have a young man assailed her and snatched 
been on better terms with ourselves a priceless diamond necklace from her 
at an earlier stage. Still, I incline to throat, and flung it so skiliully that 
the opinion of a critical friend who after a scintillating journey it fell into 
thought that this kind of thing is the hands of an accomplice waiting in 
done better in France, -and perhaps the churchyard bolow. Although a 
host not done at all. photographer and a news - gatherer 

Tlie advertisements of the American happened to be passing at t& time, 
conipawy say that “ Mr! Chaulbs Fkoh- no report whatever appeared in the 
man presents Decorating Clenwntine papers. 

with Mr. G. P. Huntley.” Well, I Then again tliero is tho incident of — ....... j 

don’t know what wo should have done tlio famous novelist in Fleet Street last The Brightlingsea Netus, in dwcllii^g 
without him, or if Miss Dows Keane Friday. Although ho has not received uponitsvalueasan advertisingmedium, 
had worn more clothps. O. S. much publicity ior some weeks now, it points out that any announcement 

, was quite inadvertently that he was which it prints “ will be seen and road 

* Little Expergencies. knocked down by a motor-bus and at a time when people are in the act 

bi-uised his elbow against a roast of reading.” Tliere must he something 
Wi7i.it it cliestniit barrow. His hat fell off, and in the bracing air of HrighilingBea 

JJabiiii Epcninff MaiL the crowd, recognising him, stood away after all. 
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“Too MUCH WONLY ' IJU T J U«T l,OOK AT 1118 MAKE VND SHAPE I WUY, THE ajIAUOW OP lll.M ON THE WALL « NVOlU’ll 
AH MIM'H AS A COMMON HORSE.” 


STllENOTH AT Tim HELM. 

As everyone now knows, there is not 
a German waiter or clerk in Loudon or 
England lo-day that is not an active 
spy and soldier in the service of 
Ins Fatherland, only waiting for the 
moment to rise and strike. The inter- 
val that occui 8 between the ordering of 
your chop at a restaurant and its 
tauly appearance is duo not to any 
del( ct in the kitchen but to allow 
tirno for the waiter to make a full 
note for tlio Berlin War Office as to 
your appearance and probable fight- 
ing weight. So again with tlie Ger- 
man clerk who receives you in tlie 
City. Those constant entries in his 
ledger have not, as it may seem, 
any reference to your business, but to 
yourself. Only in this way can Ger- 
many be properly forewarned, and thus 
forearmed. But, as any military 
authority will tell you, it is no use 
having a highly efficient and numerous 
btfnd of spies in the enemy’s midst 
unless iliey are under control. Who, 
then, controls the myriad German spies 
in London ? We are in a position to 
give the answer, and to give it for tlie 
Srst time. The head of this gigantic 


system is probably the last man you 
would suspect, for, by a masterpiece of 
Teutonic subtlety, ho is notoriously a 
builder-up of the English frame, a 
maker of muscle, an apostl© of fitness. 
See the devilish cunning (Teufel-schlau- 
heil) of it. It is as though a poacher 
were a gamekeeper, a burglar a detec- 
tive, a lawyer a gentleman. Yet it is 
this man whose name is in every paper 
as a renovator of the Anglo-Saxon fibre 
who is at the head of the German army 
secreted in our midst. In other words, 
it i& the famous Muskel-Brust. 

Nothing is wanting but Muskel- 
Brust’s word of command for every 
German dork in the country to convert 
his pen into a poisoned bayonet, every 
German waiter to drop liyosciue into 
the food, every German barber to let 
loose the tetra-chloride, and England 
to be a conquered nation. 

The main facts of the caso arc of 
course known to every Teutophobe, yet 
never before has the truth about Mus- 
kel-Brust been told. But we have not 
et revealed all. For it has come to our 
nowiedge that Muskel-Brust himself 
is a more masterful Machiavbllx even 
than we have indicated. We are in a 
position to state that his magnificent 


development is not genuine, Tiiat 
huge biceps standing from his arms hke 
Primrose ilil), those grand tmiMcular 
protuberances on his shouliierH and 
thighs, are in reality leceptucles for the 
deadliest form of conoontiatod explosive 
The man is a walking magaEtne of 
terrific menace, lie can carry alwut 
with him enough cordite tabloids to 
blow up all London. Livestei) of his 
secret cargo*]ic is a slight and hollow- 
chested man of insiginiicant ap}ietvr* 
anco, such as might do the lt)ck stop 
down Regent Btrtwt. Verb, sttp. 

In a recent anuouncemiHit of *• Pro- 
spective Arrangermmts ’’ the Passmore 
Edwards 8eti1oment gave notied of 

1. Monday, NovoiuImji* 28^ — iXdiaio 
in support of thp liorcditury pripoiple of 
the ilouHO o^Lords, 

2. Saturday, J)ecoinbt‘r d - Latitorri 
Lecture i Borne more extinct moHstor«. 

Thus Humour mauifosirt itself In the 
most unlikely spot. 

Anotho^ XnsBaotiiuds. * 

" 1 say there is only one word for it 
and that is * Come on. ” 

.j. Mr. Churchill a( Lambifth. 


414 


[Decembeb 7, 1910. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


OUR ^ BOOKirlQ-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In point of solid literature this itiaj' lie a mediocre age, 
but now and tlum it does produce a short story worthy of 
the laurel ; and I would like to include the name of Edith 
W iiAKTON among the masters of that modern art. Tales 
of Men and Ghosts (Macmillan) are the sort of which, 
however 14te the hour, you must just read one more before 
you go to be^. If the ghosts are few and not too ghastly, 
the men are divers and many and very much alive. Better 
than either are the ideas, of which there is at least one, 
bright and sound and neatly pointed, to each of the ten 
stories. The main theme is the litterateur at the top of his 
Buceess or in the depths of his failure, the artistic tern- 
peramont in embryo and apotheosis. There is also some 
mention of love and a c^se of insanity. The general atmo- 
sphere is one of cleverness which is never smart, and of 
irony which is always gentle. The best of tlie stories are 
“The Letters” and — — 

The Legend.” In 
the latter Mrs. Bain 
entertains the Ar- 
tistically Superior 
and the Mentally 
Elect to a discus- 
i^pn of the latest 
intellectnalism and 
a stand-up supper ; 
and a touch most 
delightful and also 
typical of the book 
is the discovery of 
Mr. Bain, With- 
drawn to his study 
and there smoking 
a surreptitious 
cigar over the last 
number of 'The 
Strand. 


laSii'A 


Heading The 
('harm (Methuen) 
you got a curious 
impression that 
here is an incident 


IMPROBABLE 


The secret (if you care to know) 

Which Mr. Garvick has in keeping * 

Is that he has the sense to sow 
Where there 's the greatest chance of reaping ; 
lie caters, so to say, for those 
Who like a plot, not over gory, 

Pressed up in unassuming prose — 

In short, a plain straightforward story. 

In Buch ho docs a roaring trade 

Which one I *ve read from start to finisli — 

The Heart, he calls it, of a Maid 
(Hodder and Stoughton) — won't diminish ; 
Candour and cunning, love and cash, 

Fight the old fight for top-dog places, 

With no confusing balderdash ♦ 

Of literary arts and graces. 

I dare say you think now that a hook all about a 
little girl at boarding-school is not likely to he particularly 

— interesting to tlio 

grown - up reader. 
If so, this is be- 
cause you have not 
yet read The Get- 
tnifj of Wisdom 
(Heinemann), and 
therefore do not 
know v’s^iat a clever 
writer like “ I Ienrv 
JJandel Rtchajcd- 
BON ” can make of 
such a subject. Of 
course, tiio aii- 
. thoress is a httlr? 
helped by her 
sotting; for tl>o 
school to which 
Laura was sent, at 
the ago of twelve, 
/ / M I was in Melhouriu*, 
and both tlifire ami 
jin her country 
■ liomo the colonial 
SCENES.- -VII. liackground to the 

JAIN Sale. stoiy is picturesque 

andnnfainiUar. As 



•, OTk m\w\ 



of real life not very efficiently reported. You have no 
doubt that Mark Bennaryl, of the Indian Civil, existed 
in the flesh. You do not suspect that his being jilted 
by an English miss and married, in tlio off moments 
following, by a half-caste widow, of beautiful exterior hut 
vulgai;, origin, is all make-believe. Accepting these as facts 
of life, you Q.re pleasantly curious to see what happens when 
he has to go through with his folly under the gaze of the 
better Indian society and even of the jilt herself. You wish 
you colild find out from the people concerned what they 
felt about it, instead of having to take Miss Alioe Perrin’s 
account^ If you are a^i inquisitive person you may even he 
tempted to go to Koranab^d to enquire liow' it all ended, for 
you are by no means definitely informed; or, failing that 

i 'ourney, you may ask at Scotland Yard if anything has 
leen heard of Mark's stepson, Alaric, alias Junkste, a child 
of marked and mischievous promise, who ran away to 
England halfway thrffiigh the book and was not referred to 
again. Certainly, if ypu begin the story you will finish it, 
partlyciu the vain hope of finding out who the pretty lady 
on the cover may be, more because you will be interested 
in a romarkaUe, if melancholy, affair. 


for tlie story itself I have no w’ords but those of sincore 
admiration. I^’lie study it gives of the dovelopnient of a 
single character is really amazingly clever. Laura's com- 
panions, too, are all made to live; indeed, thoiigli 1 was 
never myself au inmate of a girls’ school, 1 feel certain 
that life there must be precis. dy what the hook describes 
it. Needless to say, Laura has little in common w.ith tlio 
virtuous protagonists of the school stories of an earlier 
generation. The w'isdom she gets is not all of it what 
w'ould bo called desirable; and the various stages of her 
progress are shown with a realism that is wholly modern. 
This it is, of course, that makes the history so absorbing. 
Laura is, and remains to the end, an entirely human 
creation ; the fact that, at a crisis in her career she is 
allowed to cheat flagrantly, and is neitlier found out nor 
remorseful, completed my admiration for her historian. 

From A New Cookery Book : 

“Now sit on the front of the stove and stir constantly.” 

The advice contained in the last two words is unnecessary. 
One wrould. 
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“Women’s Dbess quite ai> obsesBion, has givoM iustrue* 

•o CnARIVABIA, Vooue op the Button “ *^^*^*’ iaiU)le» an<1 

Eac ii side has been complaining of a isiTTON. paragraphs in his papei are to appear 

shortage of vehicles on polling days, We were frightened when we read without headlines, 
and the party which sent a motor these head-lines. It sounds so inade« 

bicycle for a voter who was in his quate. Can this bo the Salome in- •tbiai. m ttONO. 

eightiotli year and suffering from rheu- fluenco? ... ^ pRACTtcAn TBSTFonsTBEErvouAUSTs," 

matirtm lost a supporter. * There is nothing novel iu this. Wc 

"S: " “ Mr, an advertisement tells have all at one time or aMhcr gbne 

At the close of his last speeoli before us, “is the leader of the Petticoat through this sore trial. * 
the poll at Bolton, Colonel ^ 


Hkhke TH, the Unionist can- 
di<iaio, \^a8 presented by a 
lady with a horso-shoe. He 
was, hoNVPvor, defeated at 
the poH, and this looks as if 
the horse shoo, as an emblem 
of luck, is now hopelessly 
out of date. Next time, w^e 
siiHj)('ct, the Colonel will he 
presented with a motor-tyre. 
* : 

“A - - • S ,aged thirty- 

tlireo/’ w^c read, “ has escaped 
fiom liong Crove Asylum, 
.b^ipsom.” We darn wager 
wo all know whicli party 
ho voted for. 

I. 

Mr. F. E. Smith's recent 
wiled reference to a politi- 
cian whom ho likened to I)i- 
OOENKS, who lived in a tub, 
has been misunderstood by 
some persons. Mr. Smith, 
whose hatred of person- 
alities is not HO well known 
}is it should l)e, was not ro- 
foiring to the liguro of our 
War Minister. 



It was staiiMl at u tneeting 
of the Ijet^ds Clity Council, 
that the local pidico 
eonBideved the boMt dressed 
in the country. Tho> sM wear 

tailor-made eostu lues . 

''' 

“There is a boom in 
sprats at BrightUngHUH,’' \v« 
read. *‘Thc nsh are tuakirtg 
S«. and tk/. a bushel.” 
It must he an iutfunsting 
Bight to SCO those bloated 
oi'eaturos going the pane at 
Brighilingsoa, and no doubt 
the CHAN(’KnU)» Inn* his 
oyo OH them. , » 

A “Foot \\^oar ” lino bus 
hfjoH advertiHing an “ Eloe- 
tion Boot.” Its iiHiiiediaie 
purpose soems Ui ha\‘e hKin 
achieved with only inoder- 
atq»udcdBs« if one ina} judge 
by the comparativol) small 
nuinhor of Candidates who 
have been Kickeil out. 


On the Kulmv 
Working- Mon Unioni .tM Mr. 
O. IjOoki:u-Lamcwon w rit-<'s : 


“ir we* sail scosn' h Mill 
lumbrr fif uioUit cai’M uii II < |,'“l 
ling diiyM ill (tUi'Mioii, thr i 
of lit Wit two of tlK'iii is fllMoIuhtly 
mtain,” 

vting 


THE POINT 


VIEW. 


c,ar owner aouM 
ere is alwa\ s tho 
ihanco that his car may 
one of the lnek> two. 


A sporting c.ii 
risk it. Tliw 


Tlio ignorance of some 
people is aKtounding, “ Wliat 
is the meaning of “21)’ on 
that soldier’s tunic asked 
an anxious enquirer “Oli, 

I su])pose it IS the price lie 
charges servant - girls for 
walking out • with him,” 
came the answer. 

« 

“ A safety razor is alw^ays 

jin acceptable present.” And, JtmMttu rhurort-r {nafu .. . . . ...... 

bnr.w oviiaf wifU ‘HhuMMic! I KEAur.Y iii'N i.vfEu THAT Hi.oKK '*On ^•ntrl itjg th<? rltmtoimi 

WGKnow an aitmi Wlin ;.,kk 7iM'An.sTY-~sN£AKiN’--.‘«u.M*i('ious-.i.si.Kn'A.Ni> ittnur! «omelhin.Jt voflt wumg with 

a \ andyck beaid who folt uLif.irjiiu ' the Iwomotivc, the trohi toiwbig 

grossly insulted on receiving to » staiulwlih and iriiiftijiiiog h» 

such a gift. Some persons arc so World.” Someone ought to introduce Ihr timnel sotne time. Kuwliv th« dilviT 

ti.iifdiv him tn fhc f Inrfccr Kinrr maiiiigcd to get the train into uioHoii, V'luu li 

• ‘I', waiter JAing. ^ jnli^4ng. 

, . . 1. I. . A HPinch was ^sadt* wnd the diiver‘^a»i dls 

Speaking of Miss Maiue Bbema’h , A certain firm which supplies furrn- covered lying ummistious in the funml, 
oix^ra season at the Savoy Theatre, ture on the deferred payment system, Times. 

Tlu* Musical Times says; — “ As inter- advertises “No security.” This j No Hondor the eiigiim woiddn’t Work, 

ludes Mr. Fhank Bridge has pro- announcement is somewhat ambi- 

vidod some well-conceived arrange- guous, hut we are sure it cannot refer “Kariy la the Ym- t«*nny will 

ments t)f Breton folk songs, which to the furniture. be introduced between tUo ihiiu I Kl^tdon 

are appropriate to the surround- and th» Australia^ Dommonni'alih.”-*. /*<iy 

ings, as the scene is laid in the We hear that the editor of a certain _ 

Bmgian Ardennes.” We are left advanced Badical 
thinking. whom a hatred 


line eaiior oi a certain 

al oontbmporary with] One of these daj's shall bo aHc to 
of titles nas become j cable to Australia. 


▼ou cxxaix. 
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' SALOME.” r 

A Dress Behearsal. 

A YELLOW moon, reeking with 
presage, looked down upon the terrace 
[ of the Tetrarch. JBeyond ^he Syrian 
I landscape, the smoke of what I took 
I to bo passing trains drifted across 
! an immovable cloud- wrack. Through 
the paladb > entrances shone three 
great paralletograms of red light, like 
' the slabs of colour you see on a poll- 
screen when a ConseiTative victory 
is about to be recorded. On the terrace 
stood a well-head, a fahiiliar do- 
mestic feature which used to give 
tone and character to the tetrarchal 
terraces of those days. A young cap- 
tain discussed the situation with the 
, page of Herodias (contralto). Ev^- 
bocly was in the full dress of the period. 

I Huddonly there came a pause, and 
• the voice of the conductor (in short 
sleeves) rang out. “ Where is the Pro- 
phet?’* he cried in boll-like tones. 

. And jtho answer, as in the case of 
De Quincey’s reporter, was *‘Non est 
invent Hi.’* The stage-manager rushed 
on an(l*j)eored clown the well. The 
Boldiei’s joined him in the search. It 
flashed upon me as just possible that 
Trutii, having fled to the bottom of the 
well during these Elections (I can’t get 
the silly things out of my head), had left 
no room for the Prophet. But 1 was in 
error, for after a dreadful delay he was 
reported to have arrived — by one of 
those lower entrances which habitually 
occur in Syrian wells— and to have 
sent up word that ho couldn't see to 
read his score, the lighting arrange- 
ments at the bottom of a well being 
almost always inadequate. Meanwliile 
the curtain was dropped, and eventually 
we began all over again ; and once 
more, at tlio same point, there was the 
same hitch, and once more the voice of 
Mr. Beecham rang out, “ Where is the 
Prophet?” At last the ^otes of Mr. 
Whitehill’b magnifleent organ came 
filtering up, and the great tragedy 
moved forwaid. 

Our next shock was when the litiie 
figure of Salome ran on from the halls 
of festivity* in a white blouse and dark 
skirt, looking extraordinarily occi- 
dental* and quite different from the 
Salome of the preliminary boom-photo- 
graphs. No doubt the local colour 
was to he there all right *011 the night, 
but this afternoon she was saving her- 
self and giving nothing away. As for 
her voioo, she opened her mouth at the 
proper places, but made no attempt — 
and I don’t blame he» — to compete with 
^he noisy cacophonies of the orchestra. 

Hearing Mr. WHiTEfeiLL’s voice com- 
ing from the cistern, she thought she 
would like to make his closer ac- 


quaintance, and ordered him to be 
brought up. Greatly attracted by his 
appearance, she insisted upon kissing 
him. Mr. Whitbhill, however, very 
properly resisted her advances, and 
after a while withdrew back into the 
cistern ; but not till the young captain, 
in a spasm of jealousy, had killed him- 
self — an episode in which neither Salome 
nor the Prophet took the faintest inte- 
rest. 

Presently Herod -emerged in a pea- 
jacket and trousers to match, accom- 
panied by Herodias in ordinary after- 
noon dress, but without a hat. The 
Tetrarch was in a fractious mood, 
and barked out his words like a German 
officer on early-morning parade. His 
temper was not improved by the corpse 
of the captain, into who-o blood he had 
put his foot through an oversight. It 
seems that the Tetrarch never cared 
greatly for the sight of dead men unless 
he had had a hand in their killing. As 
the First Soldier, in the original text, 
had previously remarked, knowing his 
Uerod: 11 fatU faire transporter le 

cadavre. Le Utrarque n*aime pas re- 
garder les cadavres, sauf les cadavres 
de cetLX qu'il a itUs hii-mime.” To 
which the Second Soldier, knowing his 
Ollendorff, had replied : “ Vous avez 
raison ; il faut cocker le cadavre. II 
ne font pas qm le Utrarque le voie.** 

Afiother source of annoyance to tlie 
fretful potetitato was the way in which 
a lot of Hebrew sceptics would keep 
on talking to him all at once about the 
Prophet. Mr. Beecham didn’t like it 
cither, and stopped to tell them that 
tliey must pay attention to the boat ; 
this, in fact, being what the boat was 
there for. So they tried again, and I 
believe thfl,t this time they did what 
he wanted, though I confess that I 
noticed no difference, so tetrible was 
the vUUe of jarring sounds. 

Nothing, in the end, would content 
Uerod hut that Salome should dance 
before him; but she was pensive and 
not feeling at her best, and frankly 
hinted that she would prefer to keep 
still. However, a very largo bribe 
induced her to do the Sevon-V^ils dance. 
Seven veils take some time to arrange, 
and the orchestra seized their advan- 
tage. Then SaUnne, who was a little 
hampered by some of the supers, and 
let them know it, went through a few 
easy motions, dropping her veils from 
time to time all round the plaoe, and 
strolling and lounging about in between, 
till the music caufpit heir up. The 
Tetrarch seemed more satisfied with the 
performance than I was, and it was a 
bad set-back for him when he found 
out what ho was expected -to pay for 
it. But Herod was a man of his word, 
and so a Nubian butcher, carrying a 


large carving-knife at the salute, vras 
introduced into the oistem. * 

During the awful interval that en- 
sued the orchestra let itself go. There 
was one sound, painfully iterated, like 
the chirrup of a sick hen, which, I 
think, came from some part of a violin 
which is usually left alone. Prom my 
vantage in the stage box I had already 
been intrigued by a sort of toy har- 
monium, from which an acrobat was 
extracting notes which had never yet 
come w'ithin my experience 6f instru- 
mental music. Something between the 
click of muted bones and the smacking 
of fat cheeks. * 

And now from the cistern emerged 
the butcher’s knife with a groat blotch 
of red paint smeared along the blade. 
Salome seized and bore it aloft in 
triumph ; then, advancing to the fcot- 
lights, she complained to Mr. Beecham 
that this would never do ; it made her 
fingers messy, and she quite wanted to 
ke<^ them clean. At this trying 
moment a happy diversion was created 
by the appearance of an official with 
the glad news (so I gathered) that Mr. 
Bedford had consented to the use of a 
dish for the red paint. Or it may have 
been that the thing had just anived 
from the dish-monger’s. Anyhow, Mr. 
Beecham and Salome were visibly 
affected by the announcement, and the 
latter wiped her soiled fingers first on a 
piece of property and tlieii on a spare 
part of the robe of a super. 

Back we went for a page or two, and 
this time it was a pewter dish that was 
handed up from the well — clearly a 
great assistance to the imagination. 
So Salome carried it to the front, and 
put it on the floor and lavished en- 
dearments on the head that wasn’t 
there. 

And all might havo ended happily 
and smoothly with Herod's order to his 
soldiers (he was now in a thoroughly 
bad mood) to put her to death, if only the 
military hadn’t been muhilised a shade 

too soon. “ What in the name of 

are you doing ? ” said Mr. Beecham ; 
“ I ’m not half through the opera yet!” 
An overstatement, if pardonable; for 
Salome had only a few more Lars in 
hand. These she now negotiated, and 
the impatient soldiery was then free to 
despatch her beneath their bucklers. 

For those who propose to criticise 
this opera, no vocabulary could lie too 
large or peculiar. I content myself 
with complimenting Mr. Beecham on 
the prodigies he performed with the 
bAton, and I gratefully hope that he 
will soon ask me to another dress 
rehearsal of an opera : one, for choice, 
in which Messrs. Strauss and Censor 
shall have again collaborated. 

Q.S. 








THE POETRY OF MOTION-LATEST DEVELOPMENT: THE JUOY-WALK. 


THE MASTIX. 

[An attempt to preserve some record of the horror of tl»e scene when 
“Mastix,” a coiitrihutor to The, Daily Chronicle, pennoi iu the Radical 
interest certain open letters iu the manner of “JuNius'’to Unionist 
statesmen A>ho had the misfortune to incur his special disploaiure.] 

Drep in a den whoso outlet yawned bstwixt two upas-trees, 
Festooned with snakes and vampire bats and horrible things 
like these — 

Deep in a dark and awesome den whore a cockatrice had died, 
♦Slain by the glance of a basilisk who envied his plaoe 
inside — 

Deep in a stifling sulphurous den, heavy with poisoned air, 
Bitting on eighteenth -century eggs—^ho Mastix had his lairt 

Ah, how the foam flew forth his lips, what dragon teeth he 
gnashed, * 

What antediluvian odours rose from every egg he imashed! 
With a passion for rage inherited from the oookatrioe de- 

And a glare in the eye as full of bane as a basilisk’s at least, 
With a that had half of a hydra's hiss and all of a 
griffin's roar, 

And the pounce of a militant suffragette — the Mastix took 
the floor t 

A spasm tore the universe, a shudder shook the vast, 

The ghost of Swift was seen to walk and Junius rose 
« aghast. 

IjOudor,^ore shrill, the scolding shriek to topmost heaven 
scaled, 

Whilst Peers held on their coronets and politicians paled, 
ail the horrid tale was told, the crlmtnals attainted — 
l!%ie p ^igfe staggered to the polls — and then the Mastix 


HENRY SILVER. 

Mant of Mr. Punches oldest friends will share his pro- 
found regret at the loss of a veteran member of bis aiafl. 
Henry &LVBB, who died on tlie 3rd of Decemlioi', at the 
age of eighty-two. His first contribution to the papi'r was 
made in 1848, and he joined the Table in 1857, relirliig in 
1870 on the death of Mark Lemon. His contributions, 
which were both in prose and verse, included *' Punch'd 
History of Costume," illustrated by John Tenniel. Among 
his closest friends was Oharlbb Keene, whose earliest 
drawings for Punch were of his devising, the first of these 
being published in 1851. Hbnpt Bilver was the happy 
possessor of a fine oolleotion of Keene's original work. 

According to The Daily Mail a dairy manager explains 
the shortage in milk thus : , 

*One of tlie reoaons was the hard soatUcr of Ust muiith, siul 
another is the high price of beer.” 

How ignorant we laymen are — the second reason 'would 
never have occurred to us. 

"Olemenoy prefenwd not to think aof bnt Triiw's ci itioiam Wm apt 
enough ; olie hod a boyish look, despite the hroad'Orimmed, ftMlficmsbie 
The slim figure, the firm, olive column of the ihi'oet ris^ fh>m 
the pisiu silk skirt she wore, were essentially boyish.” — Mmror. 

She was wrong. High waists are no longer fashtoitlkle. 

......y. ., - 

*' The onty way is to grow the plantii on yoursell 
cuttings. This will take a few ydars," says Oar^ny 
Illustrated in reply to a eorrespondeni If this li the 
Japanese gardening, it would account for the ohi|fsaiit> 
thoosum in the GeiSka’c hair, s 
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A •- about ‘No Job*? His name may be “not only do I thank you for myself, 

A WATTE R OFf PRiNCIPLE* Joseph.” but youur Counti^, najr your Smpile, 

I. — Bbpobe. “ Five hundred large and a thousand thanks you for vindicating those great 

Thb main ideas of our local cam- small of*DowK with Bbown.* Next, policies upon which its welfare depends. 

were evolved in the sipall hours. This is no personal matter. There 

hen George is tired of addressing Insisting, as I do,** I began again, have been placed before you solemn 
envelopes and JameB*8 moisture has “ on a reference, however vague, to a and serious issues concerning imperial 
given out and there are no more appli- policy of some sort, I suggest ‘ Votb and domestic government, defence and 

cants for the higher literature for me fob Tabipp Bbfobm and ’ ** economy, and you, after mature con- 

to interview, Sve gather round the fire. This time they would have thrown sidsration, have pronounced ^th no 




and the Committee 
lioom becomes 
generally inspired. 

We allow Crump to 
take the midd'o of 
the stage only because 
he liappens to be our 
Candidate. On this 
night in particular 
we were discussing 
posters, which, being 
encouragers of home 
industries, we invent, 
print and publish 
ourselves. 

What we want,** 
said Crump, “ is some- 
tning neat, if possible, 
but certainly gaudy, 
plenty of the broader 
humour with not too 
much of the subtler 
sense, personalities 
but no politics. 

Oeo^e, work up all 
you have heard or 
supposed of the other 
fellow’s past and put 
it into a number of 
pithy questions, be- 
ginning ‘What 
ABOUT . . .?* Say, 
six fatal innuendos, 

{ *ust on this side of 
ibel, heavy leaded, 
and a hundred posters 
of each. Get to it . . . 

Now, you other 
fellows, we want 
some general maxims 
that will appeal at 
once to the elector- 
ate." 

‘ SiNOLi^. Chambbb 
Govebnmbnt means 
1 began. 

“ Never mind about meanings," said me out but for Crump. 
Crump. “ Just a word, visible from have it," said he. 



j uncertain v^ce for 
those high j^pnciples 
of state which form 
the whole programme 
of that party which I 
represent, those prin- 
ciples which we have 
spared no paiae of 
logical argument and 
honest ratiocination 
to establish. You 
have given your judg- 
ment as becomes 
judges who will hear 
both sides, but will 
not tolerate for a* 
moment irrelevant 
matter, and in so 
doing you have con- 
firmed the belief 
which I and far 
greater men than I 
have ever held — the 
belief in the insight, 
the tenacity, the un- 
varying sanity and 
the inevitable wisdom 
of that infallible tri- 
bunal, tlie People." 


She . “Lizzib’r bloke calls 'eh 'is peach and riis apple of ’is eye. 
can’t you call me T1IINCJ8 LIKE THAT t ” 
ffe . “Yus, that’s all very well; but ’e’s in the vegetable business 
I’ll IN the whelk trai»e, remember!” 


THE UNLUCKIE8T MAN 
IN LONDON. 

We were all back- 
ing ourselves as the 
unluckiest of mortals. 

“ I maintain," he 
said, “ that I am the 
unluckiest man in 
London, at any rate. 
And by bad luck 1 
mean the real un- 
asked-for things. Be- 
cause you fellows who 
complain of losses 
over horses or at 
bridge don’t count. 
“If he will That’s gambling, and gambling must go 
we will give it him against you pretty often. No, 1 mean 


Why 


afar and intelligible sCt mght, A brief in leaflet form. Five thou^nd ‘ Fbeb the bad luck” that is thrust upon one. 
command to vote for mo." Tbadecis ! P.T.O.* " That ’s where I am a champion. I 

“ Plump fob Crump,” said James “ Yes," said I ; “ and what on the was unlucky enough before, but taxis 
tentatively. back of it? ’’ have just put the lid on it. I whistle 

“ Five hundred large and a thousand •• William,’’ said Crump, sadly, “ I and wait for one for, say, five minutes — 
small of ‘ Plump bob Cbump,* " said see that you are not only a politician, which is, of course, under those cir- 
^Crump to the Agent. “ Then what you are also a fool. Go to bed." cumstanoes, eternity — and then I take 

about the other fellov^ ? ** tt a worst hansom in Europe ; and a 

“Out with Gbout," said James, Aftbb. second later three empty taxis creep by. 

fooli^ly. > “ If only his name had “ . . . And, gentlemen," continued Or in the pouring rain, when I haye no 
been Grout instead of Brown 1 What Crump to the surging mass .below him, artificial whistle with me, and cannot 
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pr(»daod any sound but a mild * Whoo ! ' ! 

worn tny natural one, a taxi will go - >» 

by with the flag up, but the driver ' j ^ 0^ 

looking the other way with all the 
intent earnestness of a statue.*’ 

*<*rhat reminds me,” said another 
speaker. **What do you do when a 
driver with his flag up sees you and 
takes no notice ? It ’s the most infu- 
riating thing in the world. I don’t 
know whether it has ever happened to 
any of y6u ? ” 

*‘It hapiiens to me,” said the first 
man, “every day. I am accurst. And 
another thing — when I am at haste in 
a taxi it is always the first vehicle that 
the policeman stops at a crossing. I 
head the block. There I sit, no matter 
what hurry I am in, and watch the 
meter mounting. It always happens at 
Wellington Street. Next time you pass 
there and see the block in tlie Strand 
look in the first taxi and you ’ll find me. 

“ And finally — to get rid of tho taxi 
indictment — when the time comes to 
pay tho fare I can never get any change 
out of the brutes. They keep their j 
money, to begin with, in some place | 
compared with which a woman’s pocket 
is the height of accessibility ; and then ' 
they never have anything there but' 
gold and half-crowns when they find 
it. So I am always parting with four- 
pences and sixpences when all I want 
to give extra is twopence. 

“ I tell you fellows honestly I long 
for the dear old days, when cab-horses 
crawled or fell down, and cab-drivers 
called you foul names, and you didn’t 
know the worst till you got out. Life 
was worth living thou. 

“ The Tubes too,” he continued, “how 
one’s bad luck has been aggravated by 
that draughty invention 1 When I go 
by Tube the lift-man always bangs the 
gate while I am getting my ticket, and 
when at last I reach the platform it is 
just in time to see the tail light of 
the train disappearing. Some day tho 
controllers of the Tube (if there are any) 
will try to arrange a correspondence 
between lifts and trains. The new 
systom will probably be inaugurated on 
the day of my funeral. My funeral— 

O happy thought I ” 

“ Apparently,” said another speaker, 

“yournad luck is associated wholly 
with what are humorously called 
London’s increased traffic facilities.” 

“Not at all 1 ” said the unlucky 
man. “ I merely mentioned those first 
because they are just now the most 
conspicuous element in the scheme of 
frustration called my life. I am un- 
lucky in grain. If I go to a j)icturo 
exhibition and take a fancy to a picture, 
it is always the one that is sold — per- 
haps the only one. If I buy a new 
novel and hurry home to lose myself 
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Ground keqter, “Don’t \uu know that you ftiiovLU UKiM.Ars thk inRY?’ 
One of tfte CM/erf. “Aw, wr. always do, on thk orkbns." 


in it, it has the section from pages 97 
to 144 missing. If 1 send to the 
library a fist of four books that 1 want, 
they return four books that I don’t 
want. If 1 am invited to a house 
whore really good dinners are served, I 
am bound to have indigestion all that 
day. If I dine at a restaurant, tho 
only bottle of wine that is corked 
wanders to my table, and I am the 
only guest to whom the manager is not 
amenable under remonstrance. If you 
ever meet a carefully-dressed man on 
his way to a lunch party with a spot 
of mud on his collar, it iS me.” 

“But these things can happen to 
all of us,” said another man. 

" Yes,” said the grumbler, “ but with 
me there are no exceptions. Some of 


you occasionally attend a matiniSe and 
see something. 1 attend matin4ivs and 
find myself always behind «the largest 
hat — always. When I buy evening 
seats they either have a pillar right in 
front of them or tho particular' man I 
wanted to see is ill or away on a holiday. 

“No,” he copoUidod, “I un- 
lucky. You 'are uiiwisQ to be in my 
company. It ’s catching ■ bad luck is 
— I 'in certain of it. No slirewd man 
ever has dealings with an unlucky one,” 


The Ohrietmae Spirit. 

“OIitkiimiiA to tJu* Hi vir-ja 

Folkostowe-OiilttU : A Amlal «x|n«8» 
ran on Doo. 2Urd fi*om UAlaia to <’aiuw«, Kieo, 
Monte Carlo and Mentoue chaiga’ — 

JoumfU fife Hordigheta. 
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OUT OF THE HURLY-BURLY. 

“Our dance/’ I said; “and it’s no 
good prelending it isn’t.” 

“Come on,” said Miss Middleton. 
“It’s my favourite waltz. I expect 
I ’vo said that to all my partners to- 
night.” r 

“It’s my favourite too, but you’re 
the first person I ’ve told.” 

“The worst of having a dance in 
your own house,” said Miss Middleton, 
after we had been once round the room 
in silence, “ is that you have to dance 
with everybody,'* 

“ Have you said that to all your 
partners too ? ” 

“ 1 expect so. I must have said 
everything. Don’t look so reproach- 
fully at me. You are looking re- 
proachful, aren’t you ? ” 

1 let go with one liund and felt my 
face. 

“ Yes,” I said. “ That ’s how I do it.” 

“ Well, you needn’t bother, because 
none of them thought 1 meant Diem. 
Men never do.” 

“ I shall have to think that over by 
myself,” I said after a pause. “ There 's 
a lot in that which the untrained ob- 
server might miss. Anyhow, it ’s not 
at kll the sort of thing that a young 
girl ought to say at a dance.” 

“ I ’ra older than you think,” said 
Miss Middleton. “Oh, bother, I forgot. 
You know how old I am.” 

“ Porlums you ’ve been ageing lately. 

I have. This election has a<lded years 
to my life. I came hero to get young 
again.” 

“ I don’t know anything about poli- 
tics. Father docs all the knowing in 
our family.” 

“ He ’s on the right side, isn’t he ? ” 

“ I think he is. He says he is.” 

“ Oh, well, he ought to know . . . 
Yes, the truth is I came here to bo 
liked again. People and I Iiave been 
saying awfully rude things to each' 
other lately.” 

“Oh, why do you want to argue 
about politics ? ” 

“ But I den't want to. It ’s a funny 
thing, but nobody will believe me when 
I say that.” 

“ I expect it ’s because you say it 
after you’ve finished arguing, instead 
of before,** • 

“ Perhaps that ’s it.” 

“1 never argue with mother. I 
simply tell her to do something, and 
she tells me afterwards why she hasn’t.” 

“ Beally, I think Mrs. Middleton has 
done wonderfully \l?ell, considering. 
Some parents don’t even tell you why 
they IfUven't.” 

“ Oh, I ’d recommend her any- 
where*,” said Miss Middleton confi- 
dently. ** V 

We dropped into silence again. 
Anyhow, it was my favourite waltz. 

“ You did say, didn’t you, the first 
dance wo had together,” said Miss Mid- 
dleton dreamily, “that you preferred 
not to talk when you danced ? ” 

“ Didn’t I say that I should prefer 
to do whatever you preferred ? That 
sounds more like me.” 

“ I don’t think it does, a bit.” 

“No, perhaps you ’re right. Besides, 
I remember now what 1 did say. 1 
said that much as I enjoyed the 
pleasant give and take of friendly con- 
versation, dearly as 1 loved even the 
irresponsible monologue or the biting 
repartee, yet still more was I attached 
to the silent worship of the valse’s 
mazy rhythm. ‘ JiiU,* I went on to say, 
‘but,’ I added, witli surprising origi- 
nality, ‘every rule has an exception. 
You are the exception. May I have 
two dances, and then we ’ll try one of 

What dial say?” 

“ You said, ‘ Sir, something tells mo 
that we shall be ^reat friends. I like 
your face, and I like the way your tie 
goes under your loft ear. I cannot 
give you all the dances on the pro- 
gramme, because I have my mother 
with me to-night, and you know what 
raotl\pr8 are. They notice. But any- 
thing up to half-a-dozen, distributed at 
such intervals that one’s guardians will 
think it’s the same dance, you are 
heartily welcome to. And if you care 
to take me in to supper, there is — 1 
have the information straight from the 
stable — aline in unbreakable meringues 
which wopld well be wortli our atten- 
tion.’ Tlia^ ’s what you said.” 

“ But wliat a memory ! ” 

“ I can remember more than that. 
I can rememlxir the actual struggle. 
I got my meringuo down on the mat, 
both shouldoi-s touching, in one minute 
forty-throe seconds.” 

Tlio band died slowly down until no 
sound could bo licard above the rustle 
of frocks . . . and suddenly eveVy- 
body realised that it had stopped. 

“ Bother,” said Miss Middleton. 

“ That ’s just like a band,” I said 
bitterly. 

“ I ’il tell it to go on again ; it ’s my 
band.” 

“ It will be your devoted band if you 
ask it prettily enough.” 

Miss Middleton went away, and came 
back to the sound of music, looking 
rather pleased with homelf. 

“ Did you give him tlie famous 
smile ? ” I asked. “ Yes, that one.” 

“ I said, ‘ Would you mind playing 
that one again, please ? * And then 

“ And then you looked as if you were 
just going to cry, and at the last 

moment you smiled and said, ‘Hoora’y.’ 
And he said, ‘ Certainly, madam.' Isn't 
that right? ” 

“ J believe you 're cleverer than some 
of us think,” said Miss Middleton a 
trifle anxiously. 

“ I sometimes think so too. How- 
ever, to get back to what w'e were 
saying — 1 came here to recover my 
usual calm, and I shan’t be at all calm 
if I 'm only going to get this one dance 
from you. As an old frienS of the 
family, who has broken most of the 
windows, I beg for another.” 

“ To get back to what I was laying 
— I ’vo simply got to do a lot of duty 
dances. Can’t you take mo to the 
Zoo or the Post-Impressionists 
instead ? ” 

“ I ’d rather do both. I mean all 
three. No, I mean both.” 

“ Well, perhaps T would, too.” 

“ You know, I think you 'd be doing 
goo8. I 've had a horrible week -- can- 
vassing, and standing in the streets, 
and shouting, and reading leaders, and 
arguing, and saying, ‘ My pc^int is per- 
fectly simple,’ and — and — swearing, 
and all sorts of things. It's awfully 
jolly to — to feel that there ’s always - 
well, all this,** and I looked round the 
room, “ to coriio back to.” 

“ Isn’t that beautiful Miss Ellison 

I introduced you to just now i)art of 
‘ all this ’ ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, it ’s all part ; but ” 

Miss Middleton sighed. 

1 “ Then that nice young man with 

the bald head will have to go without. 
But 1 only sa’d I’d see if 1 could give 
him one. And J have soon, haven't 1 ? ” 

The band really stopped this time, 
and w’o found a comfortable corner. 

“ 'I’lnit ’s very jolly of you,” i said, as 

I leant back lazily and liajipily. “ Now 
let 's talk about Christmas." 

A. A. M. 

A Growing Reputation. 

Describing a Sunday afl/’moon meet- 
ing at Whitelield’s Tabernacle, ad- 
dressed by Dr. Clifford, The Ihitish 
Weekly says : 

* ‘ Wh»*u he elianced to name Mr. Lloyd ( J or^e, 
there was a buvHt of ohecrinji:. Etwh man iit 
the audicnee seemed to k»ow the Chaimollor.” 

But you don’t need to bo Radicals in a 
place of worship for that. We all 
seem to know him. 

“ ‘ Oil, Hany ! ’ in reproof. * You wickol old 
thing ! ’ But she saw it was rather a dangercstis 
line to pursue. The mere thought of failure 
now sent a shiver down her spine. 

And so the day drew ou. 

(To he CmUinued on Monday.)*' , 

Daily 

Evidently this shiver occurred on a 
Sunday. 







I i 

LEFT STANDING. 

Thk line, by request, I Ve been toeing ; 

The fight has been frantic and free ; 

1 think I know all that ’s worth 
knowing 

Of the woes of a would-be M.P. 

My highly-strung nerves are in tatters, 
My appetite’s wretchedly small, 

I’ve a headache that hammers and 
batters — 

A'nd I didn’t get in after all / 

The brew of the local soup-kitchen 
1 drank with a counterfeit zest, 

Large circles of fat it was rich in, 

And soup I can never digest. 

And later, where footballers gathered, 

I modestly kickod-off the ball ; 

With mud I was lavishly lathered — 
And 1 didn't get in dfteif all! 

I fawned on the strcob-cornor loller, 

1 dandled the babes of the slum, 

They slobbered all over my collar, 

But I beamed, anc^ cooed, “ Doodle- 
di-dum I ” 

.F was garnished with ribbons and 
“pretties ’’ 

Like an ox in cattle-show stall, 

I flirted with female committees — 

And I didn't 'get after all I 


My meetings were savagely stirring, 
Bipe eggs and tomatoes 1 faced, 

The aim of the brutes was unerring 
And I was so publicly placed. 

I sought ^to ensure ray survival 
With fictions 1 ’d gladly recall, 

Igiiobly insulting my rival— 

And I didn't get in after all I 

EXCITING INCIDENTS AT THE 
roi.LS. 

Thu first man to record his vote at 
Clodbury yesterday was an^Old Age 
Pensioner, with a wooden leg made 
from a beam of H.M.S. Victory, 

Mrs. Maria Smithers, of Blightham, 
presented herself at the polling station 
on Saturday for the forty-fifth time. 
On being informed by the Returning 
Officer tliat she w’ould not be allowed 
to vote she wont home. 

Owing to the prevailing floods no 
voters appeared at Slushington, and the 
chief polling-clerk was presented with 
a pair of white gloves. 

At Azuregore a member of the idle 
rich class was so exhausted after mak- 


'ng a cross on his voting paper that he 
liad to be assisted to his motor car by 
three footmen. 

A great saving in pencils has been 
effected in the Coalford constituency, 
where the sturdy miners prefer to 
make the necessary mark with their 
fingers. 

A tired polling-clerk at Slowtown 
had an unpleasant experience last 
evening. As the last vote was being 
recorded he gave a tremendous yawn 
and was mistaken by the elector for a 
ballot-box. Both Candidates claim the 
vote. 

‘The expression on the sniilinf;; face was so 
hatefttl that Saxon’s arm shot (;ut one blow, 
stmek the other between the eyes, turned on 
his heel, and left the house.” — Td-Bits. 

Our own arm turns on our shoulder, 
but we have no wish to sneer at Saxon 
on that account. ^ ' 

“The Liberals realise that the adoption of 
the Keferendum aiamain plank in the Unionist 
proxramnie has completely spiked their guns.” 
—Daily Oraphie, , 

The best way of doing this is to cut 
up into little wedges. 








Dbcismber 14, 1910.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAR|VARL 


427 


BUY LOPEZ. 

There were no almonds this year 
on the almond tree over the way; 
a groat sorrow, if I picturo tiie man 
rightly, to the owner of the tree, an 
incalculable bonetit to the morals of 
tlie district, and a spring of gentle 
meditation to my landlady and myself. 

I iRst year ther e w^as a ime crop, and 
except during their hours of enforced 
idleness In the schoolroom, the children 
of the neighbourhood were busy with 
thorn all day long. Infants who were 
not oid enougli to hurl hooks and 
brickbats and erraird-baskets up into 
lilt; houghs were brought by their elders 
to bo shown what th ^y might do ir 
time if they wore good. It used to bo 
cpiite dangerous to walk on that side 
of the road when tho girls were holding 
target practice with their arithmetics. 

The proprietor of the tree made very 
little effort to stop tho looting, aifd I 
think on tlio whole he rather liked it. 
You see, the very posso^^sion of this 
rarity iiiatked him out as a man above 
his neighllburs on eitlior side, who ran 
to notliing better than a mere older- 
liush and a small horse chestnut ; it 
gave him a kind of Jlyronic personality, 
something of tho glamour of the South ; 
and this constant pillaging only called 
attention to it. At any rate, it was a 
long time before lie had the fruit picked, 
and oven that W'as a sort of simple 
pageant in its way. The man-of'all- 
work propped a ladder against tho 



‘ A LA LAKTKRNJ2 ! STUDY IN BRITISH (RKVOLUTIONARY) KNTirUHIAHM. 

DkI.IIUOUN TrANSPOUTH of a TniUMniANT KLKC’TOnAI'K OK l.EARMNU, AM THW HMiMlins 
Alin JOsTEU UP, THAT HY THEIR HUPEKIIUMAK KFKORrs THKIII COUNTRY HAS BF.FS JiA\RI», 
ANI> JHAT A OREAT DeMOCP.ATIC ReVORUIIOK IH OS TIIK IHHNT OF FRUITION. 


trunk and went up it. l^lvery live 
minutes or so ho would strike a branch 
and knock down two or three of tho 
fruit, and then wait until a friend came 
along. “Hullo! what you got there?” 


ravages of tho wind on its foliage, 
evoked numlierless profound and useful 
discourses on the mutability of Nature 
and the vicissitudes of human affaii’s. 
Mind you, I never overdid it; hut 


A FRESH SUIUKOT, 

[“SJiyiiPhH Hullbi’A jniiiifully from rlAiioiu 
hniulH, aiul nu jiopt liaMyot tkat Uuiniy 

cluAp.”- /*n/k'r.J 


tho latter would say. “Wornuts?” 
“ Hammonds,” he would reply, expec- 
torating witli a sort of quiet dignity. 
Jkit for my landlady and mo tho 
emotions stirred by this piece of vego- 


vvhen things had been very dull and 
gloomy I would say to myself on 
going to bed, “ To-morrow^ shall ht) an 
Imond-troe morning,” and I w'oke up 
with a sorb of glow of pleasurable 


Hands and tho man 1 sing, whose 
nervous mien 

And clammy clasp (whicli he would 
love to lose) 

Have iiitherto invariahly been 


tation weio neither those of pride nor excitement, and though it is now ()uiitk‘d by tho Muse. 


gluttony, but the pleasures of a rumi- 
native philosophy. It was our third 
conversational gambit. That is why 
(perhaps you wondered when I w^as 
going to get to my title) — tliat is why 
J have christened it Kuy Lopez; that 
and a deference for its romantic 
Houthern origin. 

For a long time the only two topics 
which aroused a responsive thrill in 
my landlady’s heart when she brought 
in the breakfast were the weather and 
tho latest tragedy or crime. Then one ' 
itfoming I happened to mention the 
almondHree, and in a moment 1 knew 
that we had yet another enthusiasm in 
common. The fact that the blossom 


winter and the leaves are gone, wo still 
remark from time to time on the 
strange ^^bsenco of fruitage this year 
as contrasted with last, and remind 
each other that the rood was not nearly 
so merry without the children. Bub J 
have a haunting fear of tho next few 
months. How shall wo keep the sub- 
ject w'arm ? Perhaps — hut I am not 
sure — perhaps I shall tell my landlady 
lie history of Tannhauner. 

The Rotator* 

“A.SQriTH CANNOT WIN NOW. 

Lord IhwEUERY mays ‘If the (Jovernmknt 

laOSK BUT 5 HEATH IN BAf.ANCE THEY CANNOT 
ROCEEH WITH THEIR PROJECTS.* ’* 

Pail Midi GazeUe. 


And who could do it better? Do no! 1 
Display the Hymploms that (he hard 
world mocks. 

Being in point of fact a modest, why 
Pansy (in shrinking soiiks) ? 

» 

1 know, when striving to appeal my 
liest, 

Tho l)lusl)| fthe sdont longue, the 
head that swims, 

And feel like flappers at (heir flappiost, 
All arms and othor limbs. 

And so T feel no proud ctinten^pt for 
such • 

As shyness ti;puhleH, Hinoe their olaa() 
witiiin * 


of this species arrives before its leaves, ! If the worst comes to tlie worst Mr. My own ’s enough to prove one cledumy 

the mystery of its exotic birth-place, | Asquith can always ask Lord Bose- touch 

the size and colour of the fruit, the beby to re-oonsider his decision. Of nature makes us Mn. 
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BLANCHE’S LETYeRS. 


sweet enough to say it was immensely 
well done. I was voted absolutely It 
A NEW MOVEMENT— THE LATEST CUBE, as an old-fashioned bisque doll, with 
Park Lam. little dumpy curls all round my head, 

Deabebt Davhne, — I ’v 0 * started a a bunchy gauze skirt looped up with 
Movement! In tlftso horrible times roses, white stockings and bronze 
of alarms and excursions and strikes boots. Babs, bein^ literary, came as 
and elections • and class . hatreds and a doll-penwiper, with a crinoline and 
all that sort oi thing, I consider it the ever so many different- coloured gra- 
duty of notis autres to try to bring all duated skirts. Some of the other good 
classes together, and do away with ones were Bosh and Wee-Wee as the 
bitterness, you know, and make those man and woman out of an old toy 
poor, dear things see that .we mean farm (Wee-Wee’s W'ooden figure and 
kindly towards them and want to skirt awfully well done !) ; Popsy, Lady 
soften their lots, and everything of Ramsgate, as a Lord Pauntleroy boy- 
that kind. So I ’ve founded the Biniling doll; Beryl Clarges as a Dutch ditto, 
League, and I believe it will have im- and Norty as a golliwog. We kept up 
mense results, and will do more towards the characters of dolls, winding eaeli 
settling the country, than iiuy numl>or other up, squeaking, and saying Pa-pa 
of Conferences or similar nonsensical and Ma-ma, and so on, and altogether 
things. 

The Smiling League, 
of which I *m Perpetual 
President and Patron- 
ess, mlikcs all its mem- 
bers pledge themselves 
io*go aniq^g the People 
and Smile at tJiem. 

Moml^rs have simply 
rolled in. I 've two 
seckies hard at it all 
day, enrolling fresh 
members and sending 
out pledge-forms. Of 
course the idea is that 
all members must have 
the right sort of smile. 

But people who haven’t 
will insist on joining. 

That ’b your poor 
Blanche's fly in the 
ointment. Mrs. Croppy 
Vavasour, for instance, 
one of our first and 
most enthusiastic mem- 
bers, has a smile that 
I 've heard Norty (who, of course, it went with a howl, and has brought 
is lier brother-in-law) say is one ofja big addition to the funds of the 
the gi'eatest trials tlioir family has ; Simling League. 



First Jtnrhiayer. “'Auk, Bill— what 
TiIEUB’.S TJIK DINNlSn whistle!” 


A UEX'rUOaUlNEUV COIHCIDIEKCK 


ever liad I She went off the other 
day on Smiling League business, had 
her motor drawn up in front of one of 
the big East End factories, and, as the 
workers came out, she smiled at them. 
They gathered round the car, but they 


The sour -milk treatment is com- 
pletely cub out by the bad-egg cUre. 
People are utterly obsessed by it. The 
eggs must be quite quite past praying 
for, and you must train yourself to oat 
an imiuenso number of them. You 


didn’t"^seem at all pleased or happy or | begin with one egg— wo '11 call it an 
softened or anything of that kind; and j egg with a past, or a problem or 

— woll,uny dear, it 'eivled by her an egg with views, for “ bad ” is a 

chauffeur having to drive off as q^uick pretty word, is it, my dearest ? and 
as possible, for they began to throw one ’s chary of using it nowadays even 


things ! I ’m in a regular hole about 
it. I simply can't let her go about on 
Smiling League butjiness any more. 
Yet I really don’t know how to make 


to an egg — and oat it in spoonfuls, 
counting twenty after each spoonful. 
Then you lie on your back for ten 
minutes. Then you liegin your second 


ifor see that /wr sort of tsmilo does more problem egg, counting betw^een the 
harm Ilian good. spoonfuls in the same way, and after 

The League gave its first dance the you ’vo finished it you lie on your right 
other night at the Piccadilly Galleries, side for ten minutes. After the third 
It was a Doll Dance, and everyone waa^' egg you lie on your Uft side, and after 


the fourth, on your back again, and so 
you go on till you can dispose of twenty 
or thirty of these eggs a day. The 
result is that, if you ’re old, you grow 
young ; if you ’re young you never 
grow old ; and the complexion gets a 
bloom, and the eyes a soft brightness 
that only eggs with a long, long past 
can give. There ’s just one little thing 
that you must be careful about. You 
must make every effort to banish 
entirely the expression of face you had 
while eating the eggs. For, of course, 
it ’s not of much use having blooming 
cheeks and bright eyes if, at the same 
time, you 've an expression of disgust 
that amounts almost to horror. This 
is what 's happened to Beryl Clarges. 
She looks utterly, all but her expression, 
and that is simply terrifying! 

One of the latest 
thrills is that the Mid- 
dlofihires are so hard 
hit by this Land Tax 
that the duke is selling 
his land for whatever 
it will fetch^, and Lala 
has gone into business. 
That 's nothing new, of 
course. Numbers of 
people whose luck is 
dead out have gone into 
business, it’s Lola’s 
line of business that ’s 
the thrill. She was 
always a serious per- 
son, and she has opened 
a Maison de Demi and 
calls' herself an Artiste 
Fun^bre. She not only 
supplies sweet toilettes, 
from widow’s first to 
lightest complimen- 
tary, but conducts the 
melancholy affairs that 
-I have hitherto been left 
to tradespeople — and does it d merveille. 
Old Lady Humpington’s funeral the 
other day was a complete triumph for 
j Lola. The poor old dmr's parties used 
to be ghastly affairs, duller and drearier 
I than most funeials. But, en revanche, 
[her funeral was a simply charming 
j function, perfectly well done, and with 
several new features. Lala 's over- 
whelmed with business from the out- 
lying tribes. Her foe to them is five 
hundred guineas, and another five 
hundred if she goes to the funeral 
and allows her name to ap 
mourner in the papers. another 

five hundred she will advise bereaved 
suburbans when to change, and when *it 
would be quite correct to accept invita- 
tions to dine and dance and so on. 
Her mourning gowns and confections 
are so Woming and full of snap that 
I hear of people inventing relatives 
and then killing them on purpose to 




* give her an order. Just as I was feel- 
ing I must get something there, by a 
lucky chance Josiali heard that some 
^iative of his had died somewhere, 
pf course, the rule in mourning is that 
y^hon people don't count and live a 
‘tong way off, you don*t mourn. But 
Ula’s dcmi-deuil for people and doggies 
wj' BO absolutely top-hole that darling 
®om-pom and 1 have gone into violet 
^nd white (the little thingy-thing looks 
itavissant, and his teeny-weeny, mauve- 
hordernd pocky hankies and mauve 
sj^k socks are joys for ever!). The 
Ji^St of it is, my dear, that Josiah is so 
j^dtified — his word, not mine — at the 
rfespect shown to the memory of his 
'%i|^t uncle once removed that he 's given 
a dilly new set of Bussian sables. 

Ever thine, Blanche. 


'f THE VICTOB. 

I^^IAnotheb gain “for the Peers " had 
shown on tho screen, and the 
'{jp^jang mhn with the mild and pro- 
eyes lifted up' his voice and 


cheered, as if he represented in his own ' 
commonplace person the last reserve 
of England’s chivalry. 

“ 'Bay, 'Ba-ay, 'Ba-a-ay ! ” he shouted, 
with the reckless abandon of one who 
has put it to the touch to win or lose 
ever^hing in a last hot contest with 
the growing forces of a new era. 

A cross person, wedged at his elbow, 
turned to him with a scowl, and said, 
“ What price Peckham ? " 

The y^ng man gave a quick, un- 
interesb^ glance at the speaker, settled 
his head more comfortably into his 
collar, and gazed up at the illuminated 
screen again, his face radiant with a 
happy expectancy. 

It was a win “ for the People " this 
time. 

Instantly his voice rose high, as if 
he saw already with the Seer’s pro- 
phetic eye the passing of the dark 
shadow of feudal tyranny and the 
dawn of a glorious age.of freedom at 
last. 

“ ’Bay, ’Ba-a-a-y!” be yelled— along, 
lingering cry of tnumph, in which was 
the making of many beaches. 


“ Enjoying yorself, ain’t you V ” said ' 
the rude person in front of him, with 
some asperity. “Wot you cheor ’em 
both for ? Can’t you keep to >om' own 
side and give us a chance? ” 

“ That a all right,” replied the ><»ung 
man contentedly, “ it 's quite all right 
— ’Ba-a-ay 1 1 've always beeii »mea to 
havin’ a good old shout at election 
times. Used to cheer my own party 
once; but now, what with thk^ this 
— ” he made a dash at it, Blurritig the 
words over prudently — “ this Tarrlveto 
and Bifferaffendum and all, X don't 
know what anybody 's at. Bo 4 cheer 
’em all, and get twice as much shoutin’ 
as ever I did before. Jollicst eleotion 
I ’ve ever been ih.” * 

Again the magic-lantern spoka, 

“Hi! Yi! Yoil ’Ha-a-ayl” he 
bawled ecstatically ; and 1 edge# away 
to the extreme limit of his sj^ereof 
influence. « 

But X was glad In have seen Idm in 
all his simple grBataess- the oqp man 
who had mana^ to« extract content- 
ment unalloyed out oi the elsition 
results of December 
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WOOD FOR WORD. 

Extract from The PUmghchester Advertiser,** December 8, 
1910. — A very Buccessful meeting was brought to a close 
by Mr. James Harbutt, O.C., who in his usual stirring 
fashion proposed a, vote o! thanks to the Chairman. Mr. 
Ilarbutt's reception showed that his great popularity has 
been in no way impaired by the unfair attacks which have 
been made'upon him in connection with the Dilbury Qas> 
works scheme. 

From Mr. James Barhutt to the Editor of “ The Plough- 
Chester Advertiser,** December 3, 1910. (Not for jmbli- 
cation.) t ' 

Sir, — 1 think I have some rights to complain of the 
manner in which my speeches are reported in your paper. 
For instance, to-day you print the speeches of Mr. Bum- 
castle and Captain Pilditch all but in full, but you don’t 
give a word of mine, which was the same length, and my 
friends assum me it was quite as important. There must 
be something behind this, but what it is I can't make out. 
If my speech had been fairly reported I was ready to take 
one hundred series for distribution to my friends so as to 
help the Cause. 1 shall be much obliged if you will see to 


this, for if it is left as it is it cannot help your paper. 

•* 4 j ■ Yours ffly, Jambs Harbutt. 
^From the Editor of “ The Ploughchester Advertiser ** to 
‘ 0 Mr. James Harbutt, December 5, 1910. 

Dbar Sib, 

Yours of December 3. I 

I regret to find that you are not satisfied with the' 
manner in which your speeches have*been. reported in the i 
: columns of tbis paper. I might perhaps urge that con- 
siderations of Epaoe jdo not always make it easy to give as 
full a report of spe^hes as I should like. I have, how- 
ever, issued instructions which will, I trust, make a repe- 
tition of your complaint unnecessary. As you are billed to 
speak at the Borlington Town Hall on Wednesday, may we 
have the |deasure of booking your order for one hundred 
copies ? Faithfully yours, 

Henry Slimminqton, Editor. 

From Mr. James Harbutt to the Editor of “ The Plough- 
Chester Advertiser,** December G, 1910. 

Dear Sir, —Your letter is what I should have expected 
from one in your position. Kindly arrange for one 
hundred copies of next Saturday’s Advertiser to be sent 
direct from the office as per list of addresses enclosed 
herewith. I also enclose P.O. for the required amount 
including postages. Yrs flfly, James Harbutt. 

Extract from “ The Ploughchester Advertiser,'* 
December 10, 1910. 

The proceedings were brought to a close by a vote of 
thanks to (he Chairman and the speakers, proposed by Mr. 
James Harbutt, C.C., who raoke as follows : — 

Mr .'Chairman — a-hum — Ladies and — er— Gentlemen, be- 1 
fore we separate there is one thing more. (A Voice : ** Oas ”). 
Did anyone say “ Gas ” ? (A Voice : “ That ’s what you *re 
talking, ain't it ? ** Lohd hughter.) I am quite open to 
correction — a-hum — ^like any other man who ’s tried — ah — 
(A Voice : “ You keep on trying, Jimmy." Laughter) — who ’s 
tried— Voice : “ Try, try again." Another Voice : “ Give 
him a chance ”) — who ’s tried — (A Voice : ** Get on with 
it*^ — ^to carry out an improvement which isn 't — (A Voice : 
Wanted. No, it ain't ”). My duty, and a very — er — a very 
' important — and — ahtfin — ^it has been a proud moment — 
or — confided to me — to support those in this crisis — (A 
Voice : “ By laying ga^-pipes where they ain't wanted ") — 
who have come forward in this election which has turned 


on (A Voice : ** The gas," Loud and long-continued laughter, 
in the midst of which Mr. Harbutt was understood to move 
the vote of thanks). 

The audience then sang the National Antliem, all stand- 
ing, and a very successful meeting ended at fivd minutes , 
before ten, ' * 

TO A DECEMBER GROUSE. . 1 

(Heard from the Smoking-room.) ! 

Nay, is it now you ’d have me take the hill, ^ > , 

Voice from the snow line, far away and mocking ? 

In August, well, you might have roused a thrill, 

But now, when sleet showers drive and pines are rocking 
In the keen north-east wind, 

I find 

The cheery hearth and a dry boot and stocking 

More to my mind / 

Than the wet mountain and your wild cok-eoking 1 

In August, yes, ’twas doubtless vastly well, 

When butterflies and bees and ^ns together ^ 

Made holiday in dingle and in dell, j 

To seek you ’mid a charm of sky and weather, j 

With adair interlude i 

For food. 

In sunshine that could tan one’s cheeks to leather. 

Before I strewed J 

Again your youthful kind upon the heather ! * 

1 know the game to-day — the snow, the blast 

Down which the swinging packs will whirr and whizz 
hard, 

I *d hear your ramping pinions whistle past, 

And — I 6hould»mi8S you, nipped of nose and gizzard. 

And drain the futile dram, 

And dam 

The braes, the bleakness, and the brutal blizzard. 

For oh, I am 

A chilly thing and “ meagre as a lizard ” I . 

I come not at your challenge, haughty bird I 
Let the more earnest and the harder bitten, 

If they should choose to make themselves absurd, 

Compass your end in mackintosh and mitten ; 

I find my sole desire 
The fire, 

And this great padded chair which now I sit on. 

Nor shall 1 tiro 

Of pipes and papers and the Persian kitten 1 


W© have o^ten wished to take up musical criticism. ! 
Literary criticism is a dull thing, for one can never really 
let onesdif go ; but in the life of every musical critic there 
come times when his art demands from him such things as 
this : 

“He cared not a iot for hie audience, except that be valued the re- 
sponsivoneas he fetched out of them to himself to deej^en and heighten 
tlie heights and depths which he wanted to reach up and get down to.” 
Or, if the note of criticism must be sounded too, this : 

“His solos were memorised, but not with that success which will 
doubtless come in after years. If some phrases were omitted and others 
somewhat mixed, vo have no cause for surprise — they were due to the 
impossibility of memory carrying too much at the stoge of its devekq)- 
ment.” ^ 

To The Bury Times our compliments. 


From a Candidate’s letter to the electors ; 

“ 1 sincerely regret that very serious illness has prevented my calUng 
u|'on you or in fact leaving my bed. ” * * 

It is mpi6 usual to leave one’s card. 
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CmululaU {(Ohohm spent a precious hay -hour hcintj plisanatU to old lady). “ V\'kll, U4)0D'DYS, JMih, SMITH, 1 iiui*£ YOUli IfUrilllNH is 

AIL HIOHT.” 

Mrs. S. “I 'oi'KM so, Sir— it’ll be six months come Christmas since ’e died,” 


MISSING NUMBEBS, 

What 1 want to know is — why do 
not Ronio of my favourite publications 
issue Christmas numbers ? 

Tfiero’s Tlie Quarterly lievieiu, for 
instance. Same old cover every year, 
and not even a verse or two by Georgk 
B. SiMB to introduce a touch of the 
festive season. Where’s its enter- 
prise? Why shouldn’t the autumn 
number have a nice Christmassy 
picture cover (a masked man with a 
reddened dagger, or something of that 
kind), and include an illustration or 
two, such as Miss Zena Dare, a group 
of Waits with a howling dog in the 
snow, and a Mother’s Darling or His 
First Trousers — something that the 
children can understand and really 
love. Add a complete novel by the 
authoress of Her Mansive Trans- 
gression, and 32 pages of special 
advertisements ; then double tlio price 
to • 125, net — and what more could 
anybody*want ? 

Then there ’s that old favourite, the 
A.B.C,, or Alphabetical liailway Guide. 
It has never dven a single coloured 
plate*away within my memory. Always 


with the same yellow cover and full of 
dull, uninteresting figures. Why 
doesn’t it issue its December number 
at the beginning of November, like the 
up-to-date monthlies, have it in the 
shape of the outline of a railway 
engine, and charge a shilling for it? 
The proprietors woidd sell thousands 
more if they brightened it up a bit. 
Why not a competition, offerinj^ prizes 
of ton Hhillings and live shillings to 
the two readers who first discovered 
mistakes in the information given 
regarding /ast trains to the North and 
to the West Country? Or a real 
guard’s whistle to the child who was 
first to send in the exact total, in 
centuries, ^ears, months, weeks, days, 
hours and minutes, of all the times 
mentioned in the b<^k. It locks vim, 
you know. 

And The Lancet — I am so fond of 
The Lancet ; but it never attempts to 
meet the Christmas demand. Of 
course I know that it has said that 
Christmas fare is the most digestible 
that can be eaten. But such a state- 
ment is very inadequate at Christmas 
time. Has not the time arrived when 
it might give us oedoured illos^tions 


to a popular article on the syiuptiims 
and disorders of a healthy person who 
by choice or in mistake has a chop, a 
piece of cheeso, and a cup of oi'ttW Cv>r 
his Christmas dinner? 

The fltorey-Teller. 

Dalfoui' NAld lio was going (o iimaih- 
struct it, to build a new I'diUcc, and ho bn told 
thorn Hoincthing about bm new ediHor*. 
tboiii oxamino the gmiiiid plan, aid ae bow 
many HloroyB it wa» t,o liaviL * 

Mr. fhrr< tl at 

Mr. Biurell, we think, was ill advised 
to ignore the elevation. 

“Twice a day and once a ncok tba baiido 
dbould rubljed all Over uitli a alic i of 
luinon.'’-- 

The question of whether to do it once 
a week as wel| might safely have been 
left to the owner of the lemon. 

More Clerical Itatoleranod. 

“Canon Hui*Ml»y stated at tbo Himlinvark 
Dioucsati Couferonoe last woek that h<i goosi 
nearly every Hund^ eiUertioo « at a 
foimist Cbai«*l.”— -JKcnnoadlwy 

‘Wanted, 1 flat, ) tullo Went Kndit wit 
6rf., at ouoe.’*— .ddrt. AV<i«*'nyf 

Can't be done at the pfics t 
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OUR fBOOKINQ-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


so tame that I regretted not having lingered over the 
exciting parts. 


' ^ , A school story by the author of Godfrey Martin is soine- 

T WONDER if the persons^who illustrate popular novels . thing to look forward to each year. Charles Tculey’s 
fully realise their responsibiuty. Here, for example, on the latest book, A Scout's Son (Nelson), shows all those 
cover of The Golcfcn Silence (Methuen) the artist would qualities which have given him his special position in the 
have me l>elieve that the heroine of C. N. and A. M. regard of boys and parents. Chief of those qualities is a 
Williamson’s fascinating story was a plump flapper of a gift for characterisation w'hich many workers in this field 
type which, though it might possibly appeal to others, 1 1 are content to do without. Trtmper, the Scout’s son, is, 1 
should myself find detestable. Fortunately, however, I j think, a new figure in school-boy fiction. Born at Mafo- 
drew my idea of Victoria from tlie inside of the book, not . king, and spending his early years in the wild places of 
the outside; and I am loady to confess that I fell in lo\e|tho world, he enters Rossborougli at fourteen to find tlie 
with her before our fiiondship was more than a few pages w'orld of public school life something entirely mystify- 
old. The scene of The Golden Silence is North Africa, ing. For Beckenham major — a Iroro of the Eleven and 
whitlier Victoria had come on a romantic quest after her Fifteen, worshipped by the small 1)0}’S — lie fools not 
long-lost sister, wlio, years before, had married a native the slightest reverence. The thought of tliis great man 
and disappeared. Being the heroine of the tale, Victoria (wlio is also Head of the House and a few other tilings 

naturally meets Stephen Knight, the hero, on the voyage as well) inspires him with no fi’ar; indeed, ho o])only 

out. Less to bo expected is her rather improbable conduct criticises liim in (horrors!) an American slang wliicii 

in trusting herself to the guidanco of a .strange Arab cliiof, Rossborough does not use. How lie settles down gnidu- 


who takes her (with - 
Stephen Kinght in , 
pursuit) many w'eeks’ | 
journpy into the de- j 
sert. Eventually; 
Sflidee, the missing' 
one, is c discovered, , 
but only as the centre 
of a mystery, which 
I shall not spoil your 
pleasure by indicat- 
ing, except to say 
that Jier rescue is 
a work of dil!icult> 
and danger. At this 
point, indeed, the 
story, hitherto lei- 
surely, w'orks up to 
some quite breath- 
less cliuptors; but 
eventually, of course, 
all comes right. 


Kfiravi floHi hn'ld (»!• illK l.l K.SJ'.S INMTEU 'lO 'lllh Ma\UIi’i'' FjK'I 

Timia ihnrn ia still li r.M.l, IIAI» MAIMAINM* 'IIIK (.ISKATKM NKCUKl Y AllOUT 'JlIKIi: COMI MES 

iiue, tholo IS Stm a khumm, a mus oi- iNoanaALiiY, am» many n'jautlino iMrin-.- aUent on 

slight complication | J iu,, " than man> of tlic 

in the case of hooks ayIiicIi ho 

Stejthen, wdio began the adYcniuro engaged to someone j buss for himself and would not allow his boy to road, 
else ; hut this, like the love affairs of Mr. Toots, is “ of no j 

consequence really,” and didn’t worv) me in the least, once My chief imjiicssiou after loading Miss Rhoda Buouf.H- 
Ticiorm and ho were restored to ciMiisation. An excellent ton’s The Devil and the. Veep Sea (Macmillan) is one of 
and almost motor-less talc, upon wlnoli I tender to C. N. i regi'ct that so mucli cleverness should bo Yvasted upon suci 
and A. M. Ill) sincere congratulations. unsatisfactory people. John Green or Bill Street or Tom 

ItutlaiuhlQfi Eton, Christ Cliurch, and a “ tiiree-storoj iiigh 

Mr. C. .T‘. CuTcLiFFE Hvne does not seem to me to I ui\e window” precipitately, and his last precipitation was so 
made the most of his idea in o////r UorW (Eveuett). abrupt that ho took to a chnise longue and tlie Riiiera. 

He cancoives an inventor wdio discovers a mysterious ru} There, as an interesting invalid, he lied wildly to Mtbs Field, 
W’lnch can annihilate iron. Whotlier the iron bo in a who also had “ a screw loose.” If X am to read of a liar 1 
Dreadnought, or an Atlantic cable, or a printing press, confess to a hope tliat he should lie well, but not even 
w'Uen o'iice the ray is'dhected at it, from no matter what this merit pleads in his favour, and X cannot imagine how 
distance, it slowdy dissolves into nothing. Empire of the Miss Field could expect to be hajipy witli liiin. It is true 
world is an adequate description of what is within the roach that lior fatlier had appropriated tnist-monej, bub that 
of the possessor of such a power ; but Mr. Hyne’s man, does pot seem a sufficient reason for marrying a confirmed 
while terrorising Germany as the anonj inous proprietor, scamp. But perhaps siie did not stick to liiiri, for the book 
can get nothing hotter for liiniaelf in his owm name than a ends by asking, “ Did she, or did she not? ” For my own 
job as fitter in an electrical tramw’ay w orkshop. He does part I was so little interested in both her actions and inten- 
in tl^ end float a mKio in Mexico and marry an heiress, tions that 1 was even grateful for the incessant sincerity of 
but the ray does not help him in either. The book is a vulgar girl from Australia. I must not, however, forget 
interesting, to read, and 1 w'antod to get to the end that the ^ok contains an excellent portrait of k prig, and 
to see what ,ba*ppened, but when 1 was there it was is written in the style wo expect from its author. 


— I ally into the scliool 
* w^a) H, learning much 
] from his now friends 
and m return o}H‘U- 
ing tlicir oyos to 
miiclv which they 
had foiinerly taken 
for grantetl, is told 
by Mr. Turley with 
his accustomed case 
and hurrionr. A 
Scout's Son is a good 
deal more tlian the 
more “gift -book” 
W'hich its cover pro- 
claims it, and the 
grow'ti-up is tlieie- 
fore strongl) adA'i.scd 
not to present it to 
his 1 ) 0 } without fiist 
reading it himself. 
■MIL Mayuh’n Fjku llo will find it better 
w'oi'tli Ids attention 
tlian inan> of tlic 
books which ho 
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At last the orgy of electioneering 
oratory ib at an end, and tlio proposal 
that Members of Parliament shall in 
future he paid to listen to one another 
now appears to be an act of elementary 
justice. .. 

3 *oor CHANCEiJiOU ! 1 1 is now alleged 
Unit the American Music- Uall Manager 
who offered him a handsome fee if ho 
would appear on the Variety Stage did 
not i nteiKl his oftV to be taken seriously. 

'“Fruit for Speakkus” 
is the title of a paragraph in The 
Cflohe. It is, of course, quite true that 
a pumpkin, well aimed, may bo more 
eff(H;tive than the old-fashioned egg. 

Mr. Kino Farlow, the Unionist Can- 
didate in the recent contest in South 
Hackney, has writ- 
ton a strong letter' 
to the Press to 
prok^at against the 
stone-throwing by 
children which \vas 
such an ugly feature ^ 

of the fight, he and - ' 
his chauffeur being /"JH* 

hit. Whilelioartily -j/v ^ 

endorsing the pro- ^ 

test, wo cannot, at, jjA 

the same time, help * 

rejoicing at the fact ( I 
that a nation of 
marksmen is ap- 
parently springing 


one penny railway fare.” It sounds as 
if the refreshment-room charges Were 
exorbitant. 

Acooitling to Le Matin, M. Bbiand 
is considering a proposal for making 
Pal is a port. Certainly some use ought 
to be made of the floods. 

The Censor having allowed references 
to be made to St. John the Baptist, 
in Salome, under the title of “ The | 
Pi’ophet,” Mr. Houbman, it is said, is ' 
about to ask w^hethcr tho ban will be 
removed from his play if ho alludes to 
King Gkoroh the Fourth as “The 
Monarch.” ... 

Madame AcKTf^:, who has been taking 
tho title rdle in Salome, is a Finn. 
This is a welcome innovation on tho 
operatic stage, where for too long almost 
every heroine has been a Fatt. 


A contract for a Wimr I heti^nnu^ht 
had hem placed with Hoott’s ’ of 
Greenock, and the etaiemeiit that 
a contract for a mpjfiei^ lhmdnoufihf 
has been* placed with Kuott's of 
Coventry Street and mis- 

leading. 

Mr. Andb^iw CAHNWiun*has given 
122,000,000 to promote *1110 cause of 
international peaee, with tlu- piwision 
that when the establisliitieiil dl niiiver- 
sal peace is attained tlio incofm* of tho 
fund is t8 he devoted to the •' next 
most degrading ov ils. ” Menu vs bile we 
hear that the next most degrading 
evils are feeling peculuuly c'hivpy and 





up at lust. 


Mr. WiNBTON CHuiuminri has been 
pleading in a pretty, Christmassy 
speech at Parkstone for “ a season of 
rejoicing and amity, of concord aud 
good feeling.” Ho himself will he will- 
ing to siox) wrangling — when he gets 
what ho wants, the Coronation is 
coming, but “ first of all tho Veto 
miiKl go,” declared this generous soul. 

'3’he only other item of political news 
of iiny‘ importance this week is to the 
cfloet that the Lihoral Government in 
tho Willesden Parliament has been 
defeated and has resigned. It is quite 
possible now that, if Mr. Asquith 
should persist in his objectionable pro- 
posals, a Willesden House of Lords 
ma> bo formed and seats therein offered 
to all the members of tho Westminster 
Upper Chamber. 

t;- i*: 

A letter in The Daily News sings 
ilie praises of a poor tailor who had, 
loft his ypting district in search of 
work, but “turned up and voted at 
a cost of twenty-three shillings and 


My OrrONKNT LOOKINti lOil HIS UALI.. 


My lookin(j roit jiir ham,. 


Mr. PitiiissiEB’s '*All Change Here*' 
has come as a peculiarly welcome 
diversion after the monotonous “No 
Change ” of the Elections. 

Said an ill-informed person on leaving 
tho Post - Impressionist Exhibition : — 
“It’s what they call tho ‘Salon dos 
Humoristos ’ in Paris, is it not ? ” 

The BeV. W. I). Ward, the new vicar 
of St. Oswald's, Fulham, is also at- 
tached to tho Tlieological College at 
Farnham, and he has been telling an 
interviewer bow he teaches there tho 
principles of voice production. “ I start 
my instruction,” he says, “ by teaching 
men how to breathe properly.” This 
is very necessary; we have known 
worshippers, at any rate, breathe so 
badly during a sermon as almost to lead 
one to think that they were snoring. 

One always hears a ^reat deal about 
“the rising tide” during an election. 
Even the weather is having a hand in 
it this time. ' 


“Nature,” said Mr. Plow den at i!io 
Marylebone Police Court, “ mwMns to 
be evolving a new sex ; it in tM'Vtainly 
not man, and very unlike what we used to 

(know AS woman.” 

hot H call iU“The 

t I Midihlesex ” Any- 
' how, that 'm 

g Manlohofle ootnoH 

s/ from. 


“Don't say 
* Buck up I'” ex- 
olaimcd tliidge 
WiUiis in tiie 
Boiithwart County 
Court. “ It H \i 
vulgar phrase. 1 
have never heard 
it in lOHpeeiable 
society. . , . Why 
does not a piM'soii 
say, ‘ 1 hope >ou 
Partly, dear .ludge, 


are prospering 1 ’ ? ” I’artly , doa r . I u<lge, 
booauso it dfsmn’t njoun tho same 
tlnng. 


ELECTION NOTES. 

It is g^morally admitied tliut, had 
tho lilUfction been on the new regisku', 
each side would hiiv<» had a consider- 
ably increased representtitioji in the 
new House. 

Tho return of Mr, Wahon un(i'|>posed 
confirms the anticipation that ilio 
Orkney - .Shetland result wouKl he 
known in go6d*iime for tho Member 
to claim his right io bo piesonl at the 
Coronation. ,, 

A large number of Bc'pion boys ai*© 
stated to have ^attacked the local 
Liberal Commijytoo Koouih and don 9 
much damage, wo have kuowtt poli- 
tioians to behave like schoolboys. 
Now we have schoolboys behaving like 
politicians. * 


VOtH cxxxix 
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THE^FIVE KUNDRED. 

[i^ivo hundml iodiriduols so impervious to ridicule tliat they would 
accept a Peerage under a contract to vote for the inimodiato destruction 
of the House of Peers (“Out it down ; «hy cumlM»r<'th it the ground I ’* 
08 Mr. Bahkks wiys) ate yet to 1)4 fotiiul. Mr. Gbokue, however, has 
been tolling Bonilord that he can find them easily.] 

Up stood the General, spur on heel, 

•And called for volunteers, 

Five^hundred men with hearts of steel 
To pulverise the Peers ; — 

Hen in whose orbs the li^ht of death, 

Of 8ei:ting..sunH, superbly pink, shone ; 

Beady with their eihsuing breath 
To undertake their own extinction. 

Now who will charge with thundering hoof 
In one concerted rush. 

And occupy from floor to rod 
Yon shrine of gilded pluuh ? 

And once inside — no quarter shown. 

No lime for parley, not a minute— 

Using your weight (6,000 stone) 

Bring down the Houso and all that’s in it? 

‘ “A bloody end, I won’t deny. 

Yet not witiiout reward ; 

^ tWlio volunteers to do (and die), 

I 'll liave him made a lord; 

His honoured corpse witliin the tomb 
Shall wear its crown and robe of ermine, 

If he contrive the common doom. 

And perish with the other vermin. 

« 

“ God for the People ! Who will go 
And try this simple cert? 

Who for the Cause will strike a blow, 

And doesn’t mind the dii t ? 

Speak out -not all at once but speak! 

Speak on tlio nail, 1 Ha>, or never! ” — 

But from tlio stalwarts, tough as teak, 

There issued no response whatever ! 

But murmurs rose of “ l^ish ! ” and “ Tut ! ” 

And even stronger tonus ; 

“ We may,” they said, “ be thiokish, but 
Not quite such pachyderms I 
High courage through our bosom thrills, 

But for our sous’ sakes, coming after, 

We fear the ridicule that kills. 

We fear a nation’s countless laughter t ” 

Then sent the Chieftain forth with bribes 
To 800 if he could raise 
Men for his need from out the tribes 
. Tiiat tramp the hedgerow ways ; 

But Weary Willie, with a jest 
Of which 1 won’t repeat the rumour, 

• Spat freely and (Reclined the quest, 

Having too strong a sense of humour. 

Then said the Boss : “ My total aid 
From amateurs is none ; 

So 1 propose to have this raid 
Professioifally done ; 

. « Hoi Master Chubchill, have you got 

* Five hundred stout policemen handy. 

The kind that saved our troops a lot 

• Of painful work at Tonypandy ? O. S. 


THE CURSE OF EDUCATION. 

Suppose you let me get in a word or two. 1 've listened 
to everything you’ve said, and 1 tell yon honestly you 
haven’t convinced me. Mind, 1 ’m not saying that education 
isn’t a good thing for some people, but you 've got to pick 
the right sort of people and give ’em the right sort of 
education. If a boy ’s going to be an agricultural labourer 
what ’s the use of stuffing him full of Greek verbs ? and if a 
girl’s to be a housemaid is there any sense in teaching her 
J^enoh and the piano ? Much better let ’em run wild, and 
then they won’t get hold of an / silly ideas that*’ll make 
’em too big for tlieh- boots. Bet everyboely keep their 
roper stations and then we shall all bo happier. How do 

know what ’s a man’s proper station ? The station he ’s 
been born to ouglit to bo good enough for him all the time. 
This talk about ambition and rising in life makes me tired. 
Was 1 born to be a Bank manager? Well, 1 am a Bank 
manager, and so 1 suppose 1 must have been. Besides, 
what 's tho use of comparing agricultural labourers and 
Bank managers ? They ’re as dilTerent as chalk from cheese. 

However, I ’ll just tell you a bit of a story which '11 sliow 
you what I mean. It ’s^ about a man I used to know in the 
old days, a little chap called Widdowson. He 'd a pot of 
money loft him by his father, so ho hadn’t got to do any- 
thing — ^just lived by liimself in a tidy little house and did 
what he liked. No, he wasn’t really much oka fellow; 
rather near with his money and awkward in his ways. 
Not enough gumption to set up a cat, 1 should say, but 
his dinners woicn’t too bad, and ho rubbed along all right. 

He ’d got a whacking big 8t. Bernard dog. I suppose he 
njuht have bought it to give himself an air, for J never 
hoard O' his being particularly fond of dogs before he got 
this one. Odin — that was tlie dog’s name — was as big as 
a pony, with a heavy orange-coloured coat and a great head 
and huge tooth. I never saw such a monster. Widdowson 
looked like a microbe beside him when they went out 
walking togetJior— too absurd for words. Everybody felt 
inclined to laugh when they saw this great beast pacing 
meekly along with his little spindle-legged whipper-snapper 
of a master. 

And the best fun of it was that Widdowson was always 
showing off his power over the dog. Ho would make him 
sit down in the street and wait till he gave him a sign to 
come on, and if ho didn’t keep to heel he 'd touch him up 
with tho dog- whip, and Odin would take it all as humbly 
as if Widdowson was a fifty horse-power giant instead of 
being one of tho scrubbiest little pigeon-breasted dwarfs 
you ever sot yoiSr eyes on. No, ho hadn’t taught Odin any 
ti icks. Ho said it was no use educating a dog like tliat : 
tliey couldn’t learn things like poodles. Besides the dog 
looked upon liim as a sort of god, and that was good 
enough for liim, he said. 

Well, it all went on right enough till Barker came along 
as locum for our doctor one summer. Barker was a smaH 
fellow ; stood six foot two, and put the weight for Oxford. 
He ’d done pretty well at Bart’s too, and had got notions 
of his own on psychology and things of that sort. Ho got 
arguing with Widdowson one day about dogs. One of his 
ideas was that the development of do^s had been arrestdd, 
and if you only set about it in the right way ydti could 
teach a dog to speak — at least he ’d understand you and 
answer you back in his own way — and in time he might be 
able to road and even do a sort of writing with his paw. 
[There was no reason, he said, why dogs shouldn’t be oh the 





Bebtie Asqcjth. ‘ I SAY, YOLB STOCKING LOOKS A BIT THIS ’ 
Aktik Balfovb. YOT^ ISST AS FAT AS IT MIGHT BE. 




Soeiahst, “I’m the fiubnu ok thk wohkikcs-man 1” 

Ifairdremr {at harh (if croH'd). “WoT’ with nine-i**nn'<>iitii of 'A iTi ruTM ovehhke' 


saiiio intellectual piano as human beings in time. Widdow- 
son laughed ut him, hut tho upshot was that whon ho 
wont away for a fortnight ho lent Odin to Barker to l )0 
educated in tho now way and made a man of. 

Wiiat Barker did with the dog 1 don’t know, but 1 know 
what liajipened whon Widdowson came back. I \vas there 
and saw it all. Barker brought Oihn round to Widdowson’s, , 
and Widdowson came out with tho dog-whip as usual and 
called tlio dog. Odin never stirred, but he whinnied once 
or twice in the Bt. Bernard way, and Widdowson said, 
“ What ’s the matter with the dog ’? ’’ Barker said, “ He 's 
tolling you he isn’t coming witli you this morning. He ’s 
got business of his own that he 's got to attend to.” “ Oh, 
lias he? ” said Widdowson ; “ we ’ll soon^ee about that,” 
and ho upped with his dog-whip and made for pdtn. As 
soon as tho dog saw him coming he just gave a couple of 
sliort barks, more like a laugh than anytJiing else, and then 
he rolled Widdowson over with one of his great paws, bent 
over him, fixed his tooth in his waistband, lifted him up in 
his mouth, and began trotting off. “ It ’s no use, Widdow- 
son,” said Barker, “ he says lie 's had enough of you, and 
now that ho ’s been educated and knows what he ’s worth 
he isn’t going to obey you any longer.” Widdow-son caved 
in directly and the dog dropped him and went off full 
gallop to Ilarker’s house. Barker’s got him still, I believe, 
rfiid they get on pretty well together. But there you are. 
If that? dog hadn't been educated ho 'd be Widdowson’s 
dog still. That shows you the danger of the thing. Better 
off with Barker, is he ? I don’t know so much about that ; 
and, anyhow, Widdowson didn’t think soj and he w-as the 
dog‘’s proper maister. 


THK KNI) OF WOMAN. 

[Miss Fluffy Fi oil -F i’ou’h iTply Mias Janet HodATi’Mi. uhi*. at a 
remit Eneyrl’oi»(fd a-Contriluitoi'H’ Dinnri, H'licl the beel anHiver kIu' fiwl 
ever lioaid to the (|ueHtioii, “What are umueii put into Mmn 
foi 1 ” waH, “To keep the meii’u lieads «'iaiji{ht.’ J 

W^EN you would settle w-omau’s place and aim 
And duties on this planet, 

J, and wdiole heaps of girls who think tho same, 

Bid you shut up. Miss .Iankt ! 

Bpoak for the Few, if speak you must, but 
Don’t speak for ns, the Many , 

B> simply scream with mirth at what you s«y 
We are not taking any. 

Your words, dear Janet, frankly are s/ In-ie 
That all w-e others spurn them. 

We (Heavens!) we, “to keep the men’s heads straight!” 
Wc who just live to turn them ! f 

“Dear Mk. Phni h. — Vou uill douhtlcus roiuHuhei that, hiM yrai, 
1 was the first person to hear the cuckoo. My letter to Th 7'nm'soi 
tho 4th of Mauth was w’ideljr comnftnt^d upon, t'estewky. 
I)ecenibpr, I heanl a party of carol siiufcrs pronoume tlie inuue o* Uoo*! 
King Wenceslaus salisfactoiily. This is prohuhl.v a u ('(nil ’* 

We think that our correspondent, who uses the fio»i de 
guerre of “Veritas " and subscrilws bimself “ Yours tndy,” 
is over-straining his strength, an^ tway do himself an 

Thing* Hamlet might haire faid. X. * 

cannot wither nor custom «lale t^e infinite vuucty of Iknithki 's 
Bcheaie, as Hamlet might have said.’—M^r/trto/ timing A’r/sW. 
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-rue /MJii ^ handed over some money and we introduced to practically the whole of 

THE CHILDREN S r SHOP. pushed on together. the Great Western Bailway's rolling 

Outside in the street the rain fell “ You heard what I called you ? 1 stock, 
pitilessly, but inside the Children’s Shop said to him. “A thing. So don’t go “Engine, three carriages and a 
all was warmth and brightness. Happy putting yourself forward.” guard’s van. Tliat’s right. Then 1 

young people of all ages pressed along, He gazed up innocently from under shall want some rails, of course . . . 

and I had no' soondr opened the door my arm. Shut up, will you?” I said angrily, 

than 1 was received into the eager ‘What shall we get first?” he asked, when the attendant was out of hearing. 

“ It ’s the extra 


stream of shoppers ~ - 
and hurried away 
to fairyland. A 
slight block at one 
corner pitched me 
into an old, white- 
bearded gentleman 
who was standing 
next to me. In- 
stantly my hat w'as 
in my hand. 

“ I beg your par- 
don,” I said with a 

bow. “ 1 was 

Oh, I’m sorry, 1 
thought you wore 
real.” I straight- 
ened him up, locked 
at his price, and 
wdndered whether 
1 should buy Jiim. 

“ What do you 
mean by real?” 
he said. 

I stari-ed vio- 
lently and took 
my liat off again. 

“ I am very stu- 
pid this morning,” 

I began. “ The 
fact is J mistook 
you for a toy. A 
foolish error.” 

“ 1 avi a toy.” 

“Ju that case,” 

1 said in some 
annoyance, “ 1 
can’t stay hoie 
arguing with you. 
Good morning.” 
And 1 took my liat 
off for the third 
time. 

“Don’t go. Stop 
and buy me. You ’ll 
never get what you 
want if you don t 
take me with you. 
I've been in tliis 
place for years, 
and 1 know exactly 
where everything is. 



" 1 ^ 


Jjody [lo Prqfcaaor wlu) haa .sjjoki it letinicdiy of tfte AtlaiUo^'iaran, Jchthyosuuras, fymn-oUon, 
etc.), “How INTERESTIXG ! HoW Fi?ier I NTBRES'n SO f BUT DO YOU THINK WK CAN DK 
KEAU.Y QVTTK HUKK THEY WERE CALI.ED BY IIIONE STKANUE NAMES?” 


weight,” ho sighed. 
“ Theroindeerdon’t 
like it. And these 
modern chimneys 
— you’ve no idea 
what a squeeze it 
is. However ” 

“ Those are very 
jolly,” I said when 
1 liad examined 
the rails. “ I shall 
want about a mile 
of them. Three- 
pence ha’penny a 
foot? Then 1 
shan’t want nearly 
a mile.” 

I got about thirty 
foet, and then 
turned to switches 
and signals and 
lamps and things. 
I bought a lot of 
those. You never 
know what oinor- 
gency might not 
arise on the nur- 
sery floor, and if 
anything happened 
for want of aswitch 
or two I sliould 
never forgive my- 
self. 

Just as we wore 
going away I 
caught sight oi’ tlie 
jolliest little clock- 
work torpedo boat. 
I stopped irreso- 
lute. 

“ Don’t be silly,” 
said the voice under 
my arm. “You’ll 
never be asked to 
the liouse again if 
you give that.” 

“Why not?” 

“ Wait till the 
cliildren liavc fal- 
len into the bath 


Besides, as I. “ 1 want the engine room. The loco- once or twice with all their clothes on, 
shall have to give away all your pre- motive m the home. The boy’s own and then ask the mother why not.” 

Bents for you, it’s only fair that ” railroad track.” “ I see,” 1 said stiffly, and we went 

An attendant came up and looked at “ That ’a downstairs. But did you upstairs, 
me inquiringly. really think of an engine? I mean, “ The next thing we want is bricks.’* 

“ How much is this M/hj; ? ” I said, isn’t it rather large and heavy ? Why “Bricks,” said Eather Christmas, 

akid jerked a thumb at it. not get a ” uneasily. “ Bricks. Yes, there ’s 

“ The Father Christmas ? ” I smacked his head, and we went bricks. Have you ever thought of one 

Yes. I think I *11 have it. 1 ’ll take downstairs. of those nice little woolly rabbits ” 

it with me- -you needn’t wrap it up.” It was a delightful roo^i. I was “ Wh«^ do we get bricks 7 “ 
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AN ECHO OF THE POLLS. 


Mistreus. “IIow ih it, Mary, that the tuddinu last nk.ht was auain sknp ur ihioken down v 
Mary. “Well, M’m, it never somehow seems to re the iiuiiir consthuency." 


“Bricks. You know, I don’t think 
mothers arc as fond as all that of bricks.'* 

“ I got tho mother's present yester- 
day, thanks very much. This is for 
one of the children.” 

They showed mo bricks and they 
showed me pictures of what tho bricks 
would build. Palaces, simply palaces, 
(rone was the Balbus-wall of our youth ; 
gone was tho fort with its arrow-holes 
for the archers. Nothing now but 
temples and Moorish palaces. 

“Jove, I should love that,” I said. 
“ I mean he would love that. Do you 
want much land for a house of that 
size? 1 know of a site on the nursery 
floor, but — well, of course, we could 
alw'ays have an iron building outside 
in tho passage for the Moorish billiard 
table.” 

We paid and moved off again. 

“What are you mumbling about 
now ? ” I asked. 

“ 1 said you ’ll only make the boy dis- 
contented with his present home if you 
teach him to build nothing but castles 
and ruined abbeys and things. And 
you will run to bulk. Half of those 


bricks would have made, a very nice 
present for anybody.” 

“ Yes, and when royalty comes on a 
visit, where would you put them ? 
They *d have to pig it in the box-room. 
If we 're going to have a palace, let ’s 
have a good one.” 

“ Very well. What do your children 
hang up ? Stockings or pillow-cases ? ” 

We went downstairs again. 

“ Ha . ing provided for the engineer 
and the architect,” I said, “ we now 
have to consider tho gentleman in tho 
dairy business. I want a milk -cart.” 

“ You want a milk-cart I You want 

a milk-cart 1 You want a Why 

not have a brewer’s dray ? Why not 
have something really heavy? The 
reindeer wouldn’t mind. They ’ve been 
out every day this week, but they 'd 
love it. What about a nice skating- 
rink ? Wbat about ” 

I put him head downwards in my 
pocket and approached an official. 

“ Do you keep milk-carts ? ” I said 
diffidently. 

He screwed up his face and thought. 

“ 1 could get you one,” he said. 


“ 1 don't want you to build one 
specially for me. It iliov at'cn l miwle 
1 expect it’s because mothoi's don’t like 
them. It was just an idea of mine.” 

“Oh, yes, they 're made. I can ishow 
a picture of one in onr catalogue.” 

He showed it to me. it was al>oui 
tho size of a perambulator, and con- 
tained every hind of can. J simply 
hod to let Father Obristnias stx). 

“ Look at that t ” 1 exclaimed in 
delight. 

“Good lord,” he said, and dived into 
the pocket again. 

I hold him them tightly and flnisliod 
my business witii the oflieial. 

« ' 

Father Christmas has never spoken 
since. Sometimes 1 wioulor if ho ever 
spoke at all, for one imagines strai^e 
things in the Children’s Hbm. uo 
stands now on„my writing table, and 
observes me with the friendly smile 
which has been so fiKtid a featuref of 
his since 1 brought hitn home, If he 
did speak, perhaps 1 misundurstood 
him. Because 1 am sute he wouldn't 
really mind the woiglit. A. A. M. 
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« 

PERPETUAL EiVIOtlON. 

(Frow “ The Times ** uf December 20, 1960.) 

The series of spritely dinners given 
by the proprietors of The Enc^clopcedia 
Britannica to the contributors to the 
elevontli edition is still in full swing, 
the two hundred and fiftieth being held 
last night. Sir^lIuoH Chisholm took 
the Chair as usual, habit having become 
second nature with him ; and he made, 
for a nonagenarian, a singularly lucid 
speech, in which he once again ex- 
plained the genesis of the Encyclopaidic 
idea and its progress through the ages 
until it reached perfection under his 
own fostering care. Sir Hugh, who 
spoke only for two hours instead of 
his customary three, was at times but 
imperfectly heard by the Press, but 
a formidable array of ear-trumpets 
absorbed his earlier words at the 
table. 

Sir Thomas Bebcham, Mus.Doc., re- 
sponding for thfi toast of the musical 
contributors, indulged in some interest- 
ing femini^ences of his early career. In 
those days, as he reminded his hearers, 
he was a paulo-post-Straussian. But 
it proved only a case of muter pour 
mieux rcculer^ and now ho confessed 
that he found it impossible to listen 
with any satisfaction to music later 
than that of Mendelssohn. After all, 
melody, simple and unsophisticated, 
was the basic factor in music, and an 
abiding fame could never be built up 
on the calculated pursuit of eccen- 
tricity. 

Lord (loHSE, who entered and dined 
in a wheeled chair, remarked incident- 
ally that he had missed only seven out 
of the two Imndred and fifty dinners, 
and then told some diverting if not too 
novel anecdotes of his oflicial connec- 
tion with tlio Board of Trade and recited 
a charming sonnet which he had com- 
posed in honour of the Editor, the two 
last lines running as follows : — 

“ Foo of exccM, of anarchy und Fchi8in, 

1 lift my hrimniiijg glo^s to thee, 11 ecu 

Few centenarians can ever have con- 
tributed a more exhilarating addition 
to an evening’s oxcitornent. 

Dr. H6oi*er, late Master of Trinity 
and ex-Vice-Chancellor of Cambridge 
Dniversity, expressed hip gratification 
that his alma viater was mdissolubly 
associated witli the great undertaking 
which they were once more met to 
celebrate in convivial conclave. Cam- 
bridge was famous for its “Backs,” 
and it had put its back into The 
EncychpoBdia Britannicq^ He hoped 
that he^ might be spared to attend 
their three hundredth meeting, with 
Sir Huoh Chisholm as Autocrat of the 
Dinner-Table. • 


I A popular featuro of these evenings 
has Income the reading of the list of 
contributors who have died since the 
last gathering. It is our melancholy 
duty to record the death of one of the 
moat valued section-editors during Sir 
Hugh’s closing remarks. The old 
gentleman expired so peacefully that 
his immediate neighbours believed him 
to bo merely as fast asleep as them- 
selves. He leaves a venerable but 
mirthless widow and several tons of 
MS. notes for the twelfth edition. 


OUR POET PEERS. 

[“Lord Ooleridgo," as we learn from The 
Daily Mail of the 15th inst., “has uom|)osi‘il a 
aoriff in nruiao of Ottcry 8t. Mary, Devonahiiv, 
witn which plaoe his family has long Immju 
connected. Loi-d Coleridge also act the soi»g to 
music and sang it at the annual gathering uf 
the Old Ottorittii Society in London. Tho 
chorus is as follows : — 

Oh, Ottery dear, oh, Ottcry fair, 

My heart goes out to thee ; 

Thou art my home where’er I roiini, 

Tho West — tho AVost for me. 

The 5-eorotaiy of the society sUtes that Lord 
Coleridge’s song will be sung hy Otteriims all 
oyer the world.”] 

This, however, is no isolated effort. 
Encouraged by the success of their 
party at the polls, a number of Liberal 
Peers have recently burst into song. 

The contribution of Lord Pirbie, 
K.P., to this literary renascence of the 
Gilded Cliamber takes tlio form of a 
touching elegiac poem in which he 
contrasts his stately Surrey mansion 
with his former abode in Belfast : — 

“ Oh, Witlcy, channing Witlry, 

Haunt of my leisure hours, 

To wlel^iutc you fitly 
Transcends my humble ])owerB. 

And yot I love that lar land 
Whci-e once I had iiiy home, 

In tho Oomjiany of Hai(I.and 
A nd Wolff, across the foam." 

Lord PiRRiE has set this poem in 
tho key of C sharp minor., with a beau- 
tiful aipoggio acoomponiment. The 
closing cadence is of extraordinary me- 
lodic charm, and Lord Pirrie’s secre- 
tary states that it will be sun^ by all 
tho shipwrights of Belfast. 

Lord Courtney of Penwith is an 
accomplished UtUrateur, but he has 
not before this courted tho Muse, a 
fact which lends peculiar interest to 
his eulogy of Liskeard : — 

“ Oh, Liskcanl, lovely Liskeaid, 

Ere I was lully whiskered 
I doted on your gmee. 

Now though 1 ’ra coronettod 
And proiierly Debretted 
I never have regretted 
That 1 'm of Cornish race." 

Lord Courtney’s setting of his lyric 
recalls the delicious flavour of the 
ballads of twenty years ago, and has a 
]ilt that is worthy of Stephen Adams 


I at his best. The Manager of tlie Great 
1 Western Bailway states that the song 
will be sung by Cornubians all over 
the English Biviera. 

Lord Devonpobt, as becomes a keen 
yachtsman, has cast his new song in 
the form of a “chanty,” the opening 
verse being as follows : — 

“ If you want to go free and clieeily 0 1 
Get up in tho morning early 0 ! 

It ’s the way to health 
And fame and wealth 
According to Hudson Kt aklf.y 0 • ” 

The score of this “ chanty ” is remark- 
able for its simplicity, and tho Bjcre- 
tary of the Port of London Board cc*i- 
fidently predicts that it will l)e sung 
W all the stevedores in tho British 
Empire. 

Baron de Forest’s musical talent 
has long been notorious in the highest 
circles. lie has now given convincing 
proofs of its high quality in a touch- 
ing barcarolle dedicated to the Home 
Secretary : — 

“Ye isles of Oroece, yo ish'S of CJipecc, 

Where Honor cruised in ptrleet is'acc, 
Containing, like the gods ot >i yfn, 
Winston and also K. K Smith — 

NeVr shall tho gioiics of that trip 
From my retentive memory slip.’' 

The skipper of the Honor states that 
Baron’ DE Forest’s song will be sung 
by Free Foresters all over the world. 

Lord Denman has devoted his dis- 
tinguished talent to a spirited song in 
praise of Balcombo, whicli uins as 
follows : — 

‘ ‘ 0 Balcombo, broe/.y Bak^ombe, 

My heart goes out to tboo 
At breakfast and at lunclicon, 

At dinner und at te.a. 

They sav tho (1* rman foctneu 
Aix} cuming o’er toe sea 
To trample doau our \ooi)i(‘ti 
And place them ‘on tho kuoo.’ 

But I say, ‘ Lot ’em uU come, 

No long as I ’m at Balcomlic 
To keep old England free.' ” 

The Secretary of tho Bachelors’ Club 
declares that this song, whicli the 
author has wedded to a luscious air, 
is already a favourite with Mr. Gillktt. 

Lastly, Lord Aheudeen has recently 
succumbed to the divine afflatua witli 
tho following exhilarating results : — 

“ O Dublin is a peerless town 
As every Viceroy knows ! 

The Liffey, stainuu a liu’id blown, 
Through Duiilin city flows ; 

And oil its banks of verdant hue. 

To quench tlic nation’s drouglit, 

The firm of Guinness loves to brew 
The most refreshiug stout. 

Chorus. 

0 portiir, you ’le a jewel f 
O porter, you re a joy 1 
You re meat and drink and fuel 
To every Irish boy ! ” 

The Chief Secretary states that Lord 
Aberdeen’s song will be sung by every 
porter-drinker in the Emerald Isle. 
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OUR AUTHORS IN POLITICS. 

^Whilst the Prcui has pair! much att.ciitioii 
to Mrs. PIiTMi'HRY Wai ii’a jiolitical klters to 
her neigh brnim the activity of other dosoiviug 
authors has been ignured.J 

The feature of the West Wilts elec- 
tion was the appoarauco of Mr. Maubice 
Hewlett in complete armour on tk© 
Liberal platform. It was asked that 
all questions should bo impaled on the 
lance that Mr. Hewjuett held out to 
tiio meeting. It is considered rather 
remarkable iliat throughout the cam- 
paign not a single question was put to 
the Radical candidate. 

All hope Of defeating tiie Lord Advo- 
cate vanished wlien Mr. Crockett, 
his Koalous supporter, hinted that in 
case of Ills defeat he was prepared to 
lay the scone of his next romance in 
Linlitiigbw. The defbabod Conserva- 
tive Candidate is taking counsers 
opinion as to wiiother this amounts to 
intimidation. 

Mr. G. K, Chesterton was most 
prominent in the iharp contest in 
North Bucks. At the first meeting of 
•ftie campaign he sat 6n a Tory inter- 
rupter. After that, interruptions abso- 
lutely ceased. It is expected that the 
ioterrupter w|ll leave the Cottage 
Hospital early m the New year. * 


The great triumph at Hastings is 
universally attributed to tlie clever 
topical leaflets issued by Mr. Coulson 
Kebnahan. “The Lion and the Leech,” 
a striking comparison of Imperialism 
and Socialism; “The Bee and the 
Ballot,” a defence of the Industrious 
Voter’s right to the Referendum ; “Pro- 
vidence and the Peer,” a vindication of 
the House of Lords — all thiilled the 
hearts of the lodging-house keepers and 
led to the famous Unionist victory. 

Mr. Victor Grayson wishes it to be 
known that the prominent place ^he 
occupied in the Konnington poll "-only 
four thoueaiid short heads behind the 
winner — was due to the support he 
received from Mr. HuiAIke BEiiLOC. 
Mr. Belloc’s exposures of the party 
game — his revelations that Mr. 
Churchill was the real autiior of 
Tariff Reform; that Mr. Ure, Mr. 
Balfour’s intimate friend, suggested 
the policy of the Referendum, and that 
8ir Edward Carson and Mr. LijOVD 
George exchange epithets for their 
speeches — moved the electors im- 
mensely. In fact, the Conservatives 
were so disgusted that they voted for 
the Radical candidate, and the Radicals 
that th^ plumped for the Conserva- 
tive. Hence Kennington should be 
reckoned as a Unionist gain. 


The eloquence of Mr. Le QuEirx led 
to the splendid Unionist victory at 
Grimsby. could have hoard a pin 

drop in the crowded halls as be detailt'd 
conversations on Tanfl' lioforra lie had 
held with the Prince of Monaco, the 
Bey of Tunis, Don Carlos, the Grand 
Duke of Baden, and the Chief of tlio 
Italian Secret Police. His address to 
the Primrose J^eaguo on th * Certainty 
of a German Invasion — illustrated by 
locks of hair belonging to Princesses 
he had known — marked an ('pocli in 
Grimsby’s political history. 


More Contempt of Court. 

“Tho Lord Chief Justico occiipiod Canon 
Scult Holluiid'a stall, and took part iu the 
sillying. As is stated in the fjie pait of the 
service-paper the object of tho service is not to 
gi’atifj the ear or the task '.” — Tfic Ovardtan. 
Had this appeared in any other paper 
we might have suspected sometliing. 

The subject for debate at a recent 
meeting of the York Law Students* 
Society was as follows : 

“ Mi-s. Quiverfull, parent of QuintA (a child 
of live), negligently allows (Quinta to go oat 
unattended upon a road ft-wpientod by motors. 
Owing to the negli^nce of the driver of a 
pas dug motor the child ia injured. Can thje 
child recover?” 

Time alone can show. 
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Clenjifmaa {iHuraing oil Chridnuis nwrning'frotti the aich bed ^ aged jHirUkioiUVt 0 wry deaf Old Womin), 'POOR Mb, HmiiU I« IN 
iiKiii Vevkh.” Old Wumon. “The «ame to you, Sih, and many ok 'em.” 


YULETrOE YARNS-I. 

“Ring out tho (also ; ring in tlie true.” 
Father Chhihtmab, 

Thd False, 

Fathicr Christmah, fat with gifts, 
Bcorns the ortlinary lifts, 

Coiiios, uiinoticcii, by the grate 
On the ciistomaiy date. 

Tile True. 

Armed with over-crowded hose 
Father to tho nursery goes ; 

Tommy, with but little tact, 
Catches father in the act. 

Mistletoe. 

The False. 

For about a fortnight this 
Sanctions the illicit kiss. 

The> Trice. 

As a custom, this ns rotten 
(Being, as a rule, forgotten). 

^ The Yule Glow. 

The Fake. 

Tripping o’er the orisp, white snow, 
Bee the children come (or go), 
Bringing in the Ohristmas fuel. 
Though the frost is keen and cruel. 


The True. 

Yule is signalled by the flight 
Of the staid electric light, 
Amputated from the main 
(The dynamo is crocked again). 

The Christmas Tj^oe. 

The False. 

Father, Mother, Uncle, Aunt, 
Labour round the loaded plant, 

And enjoy the children’s glee 
As they romp about tho tree. 

The Ttne. 

• 

See 1 a merry little ring 
Dancing round like anything! 

Each has got a hoary head 
(All the kids have gone to J)ed), 

Christmas Numbers. 

The False. 

These appear at Christmas time 
Full of seasonable rhyme. 

The True. 

These are published during June ; 
We shall have the next ones soon. 

Christmas Cards. 

The False. 

Every day the postman brings 
Heaps of Christmas oards and things ; 


All tho children love them so ; 

We arrange them in a row. 

The True. 

Every day the postman knoukH 
(Chiefly for Ids Christmas' box) j 
Cards enough to fill a sack, 

But I always send them back, 

Minou Pies. 

'The False. 

Those arc made of mino^d meat 
(It is Marllia's gnmtoHt feat) 

From an ancient ruidpe 
Grandma had in 

The True. 

Those are made of — ’ 

[This verse to he. had only m ptiva to 
application at the poet’s residence ) 


“Twiro ilin forward IiiutHtdf, mi 

each ocr;a8iou Hhaw litwi 1o very Hpntfhtly.'* 
Ihdlg Mtiil. 

Our sympathies go out to Bhaw. Wo 
know ho^ diflicult it is to fokne the 
sprightly vein on sad occasions like 

this. * 

•» * 
What all my pratiy unea !’’ 
‘^Tho laventh line It two tiyUableil long; 
delete * •ombre .”' — frsm ** tintury Jfyhp'* tw 
T, P,*$ WeMy.” a 
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THE WHOL£ DUTV OF HOSTESSES. 

IjIP'B is such a ticklish business at its best that it is 
..ard indeed that such accessory functions as dinner parties, 
which all wise iiion would i*void if they could, should be a 
means of adding our difiicultios. Yet don’t they ? 

Who is there that has not now and then blundered with 
his partner — who is there that has not now and then 
blundored* with her pattnor — before the entree, simply 
through insufficient information being given by the 
hostess as to the name, standing, antecedents, relatives and 
friends of the stranger ? 

As it is, what happens^^ “Oh, Mr. — er — Mr. Barr. I 
want to introduce you to your partner for dinner, Mrs. 
[here a mumble].” Mr. Barr says that ho is delighted; 
he is led to Mrs. |inuiahlo]’s chair and they prepare 
to descend the stairs, ho in his usual doubt, owing to 
total ignorance of precedential rites, as to the precise 
moment when he,— 


daughter of a London magistrate. Bir Ferdinand is one 
of the largest contributors to the Tariff Beform funds, and 
a personal friend of Mr. Ghaplik and Austen. Ho has 
the best English collection of Meissoniors, and won the 
Porterhouse Stakes at Ascot this year. Lady Peters has 
written two novels under the name of ‘ Henry Stiles.’ She 
colleots fans, and has a home at Byfloet for orphane 1 
Suffragettes, but never appears at meetings or takes any 
active part in the propaganda. She is a friend of the 
Tbees and also HisimKKT Trench. Her brother is on The 
Times." That is not, of course, a complete biography, 
bub no man wdth any brains should fail to make use of 
such pointers. To have anything but an amicable meal 
with such an assistance would argue one utterly tactless 
and unwortliy of his hostess’s hospitality. • 

For the ladies the hostess might write soraothiug like 
this: “You will ha taken in to dinner by Mr. Flitt. Ho 
comes from Devonshire and is about twenty-eight. Ho 

rowed in the Cam- 


should offer his arm 
and make for tlic door, 
and then walking us 
if on hot iron for four 
of stepping on the 
dress/)! the lady ahead 
of him. Tfiey take 
their seats, and after ^ 
the usdal ojienings — 
just now Salome, the 
Post- 1 m p r e s 8 i o n ists, 
and Marie Claire — they 
get to the staple of all 
London conversation, 
men and women. 

This is where trouble 
is liable to begin, be- 
cause one cannot dis- 
cuss men and women 
without expressing 
opinions, and so snuill 
is the world and so 
mischievous is chance 
that Mr. Barr’s partner 



l)ridge boat. ITis 
father hunted big game. 
He is a Conservative, 
but not one of tlie 
rude witty ones. He 
is at the Bar and un- 
married. He collects 
Japanese prints, and 
has transited one of 
MatiijDic Bkuao’s 
novels. He wants en- 
couraging to do Hoino 
original work.” Those 
cases presuppose a 
knowledge by tlie 
hostess of her guests 
— rather a large order. 
When, as is more 
likely, she knows 
nothing of thenj, tlioy 
must furnish an auto- 
biography. Where 
I they are really famous 
she would have but 


TiMi. - Vhr.s'iiias Ere. 

Loafer {pn\s'd tuia serncr ami tcvvporariiy forgetting hi& promotion into 
rial ms of Art). “Ta\i, myLokd''” 


is probably first cousin 

to his Tioinest bete. i ^ . 

*1 Ml* Loafer (pnssd tnio serncr ami tenw 

Always a peril, during rial ms of Art). “Tani, myLokd''” 
election time or any 

critical period of politics this risk is far greater, when feeling 
runs high and dislikes are intensified ; and during the 
past few weeks some perfectl) horrible things must have 
happened at what should he festive and genial boards. 

Now there are two protective courses wliicli might be 


to write, “ You will 
bo taken in by Mr. 
So-and-So, Bee Who's 
Who," page 2H7. 


LINES TO PKOFESSOB BUDGE. 

[What is prol>ahly the lom;e8t hiograp'iy iu the new U'ho's ll'iio, 
olwirvcs Ti't-c Unity Ejeyress, is that devoted to ProJessor Kiine.st A. 


pursued. (1) The guests might arrange to provide their Wallis Buduk, the kiepei of E^ptian and Assyrian AntKpiitios in the 
hoatessos wdth a complete list of the subjects on which Biitish Museum. More than a eolunin is given up to his pi lications 
they intend to talk and the names of prominent persons «!»«<?. hat t ho loadn is U*a (luiu- in tho daik os t) Professcu- BimoK 
that llioy will iulrodiice. Tl.o hostess could the., oppor- 


tion them accoi'ding to Party and general temperament, 
or if slip had no ladie^ qiiite in tune return the list with a 
few editorial siiggOHtions, such as “ Better not say anything 
about Winston.” “Your partner is a gimt admii-or of 
Strauss.” “They have a Gauguin on their staircase.” 
The guest could then modify^accordingly. 

But perhaps a better way is to throw the whole burden 
on the hostess, who, uftor all, must pay the price of giving 
dinner parties. Lot bo;* (2) supply each guest, either on the 
evening or, pmferably, before, with a full account of his or 
her partner, written very clearly. Thus : “ You will take 
in Ijady Peters. She is the wife of Sir Ferdinand Peters, 
the Band magrate. She w*a8 a Mips De la Porte, the 


When back from Bloomsbury you trudge, 
What do you do, Professor Budge ? 

Are you, perchance, that patient drudge 
Who plays at chess, O learned Budge ? 

Or do you every minute grudge 

That ’s spent away from golf, good Budge?* 

And when the links are thick with sludge. 
Do you go rinking, Ernest Budge ? 

(To such inquiries, “ Faugh ! ” — or Fudge ! 
Briefly replies E. Wallis Budge.) , 
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NOWADAYS. 

Fathek Chhistmah lip-toed softly to 
tlio bedside of ilio lilUo golden-liaired 
luaiden and laid a hand gently on her 
curls. 

She woke up and looked upon him 
without surprise. 

“I am Father Christmas,” said ho 
proudly. 

‘‘ Very pleased to meet you,” was 
the conventionally polite reply, “ Won’t 
you take a chair V ” 

ather Christmas looked a trillo hurt. 
“ iiittle girls usually give me a kiss,” 
said l^e. 

“ What have you brought mo ? ” re- 
plied the little maiden non-committal ly. 

“ Do you like dollies? ” 

' “ Yes, I don’t dislike dolls — whon 
their clothes are expensive.” 

“ How would you like this ? ” He 
held up one witlv apple cheeks and 
bright blue eyes. “ See, her eyes open 
and shut — you can put her to bed.” 

^ “Thanks. Of course she’s a little 
bit dowdy at present,, but I can get my 
dressmaker to turn out some frocks for 
her. Have you brought her hat^box ? ” 

“ I ’m . afraid not,” said Father 
Cliristmas humbly. ** I didn’t know.” 

1 


“ Perhaps it ’s just as well — men 
have such poor taste in hats. I must 
get my milliner to see to her. . . . 
What else have you brought me ? ” 

“ You ’ll like this woolly l)ear, I ’m 
sure. Isn’t ho a beauty ? 

“ Thanks,” oamo the doubtful reply; 
“ but aren't bears a little dimxiil now 
that KoosEVEiiT is quiet again ? ” 

“ But lie growls when you squeeze 
him,” said Father Ohidstmas, pathetic- 
ally anxious to please. “ See — w'ouf ! 
wouf ! ” 

Yes, very creditable, but I’d prefer 
something else, thank you.” 

“ Would you like this pony-trap ? 
See —the harness takes on and ofif.” 

“ I ’d prefer a motor, of course. 
One really must have a motor nowa- 
days.” 

“ I should have liked you to have the 
pony-trap,” said Father Christmas, 
“ but I have brought a motor-car also. 
Here it is.*’ 

The little maiden examined it critic- 
alljr, and remarked: “It only works 
by india-rubber.” 

“Won’t that do?" asked Father 
Christmas humbly. 

“ One can buy a proper toy motor,” 
was the dignified reproof. 


“ But it would be very expensive, 
and you might break it.” 

“ Of course. What does it imd ter ? ” 
“ Mummy and Daddy woelil Ite angry 
if you were to break such an expimnive 
toy.” 

“Oh dear no! 1 have my bioaUiige 
allowance — that ’s an underHiooil thing. 
I’m on very good terms vith iny 
people.” 

“ Then you don’t like my gifts ? ” 
“Oh yes, thanks vor\ much, ul course, 
for bringing them. I can do with the 
doll — you ’ll hardly recognise her whim 
she ’s licked into slmpo. I suppose you 
expect a kiss now ? ” * 

Poor Father Cliristmas walked away 
sadly from tlio hwlsido of t^jlie litth^ 
maiden. “I must ho getting old,” said 
ho to himself. “ 1 must he getting old, 
very old. X don’t seem to get oji with, 
the children as I used to do.” 


“ flavlng bought from a g<^Htli'niah lii'< 10 
touring our, only UHwl a ft<u months ihiiiog 
oaoU ho wiiil^^riog abioad, < omH<«|ucittly 

in pink of condition,’* wto., ot . • * 

jiftvfi in “ TAr 

It 'b the onl]^ way. Owe qan’t keep fit 
in this Engush olimittp. 
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at the inn of The Green Oross-^an - « P , 

AT THE PLAy. ‘ admirable scene — was particularly SLAVES TO THE SOIL, 

** The Pbikcess Clementina.’' happy) he added a touch of poetry and Ob, a IjOW-Down Election. 

This is a pleasant and innocuous fatalism. He made no pretence, how- Yes, I call it pretty rotten ; 
blond of The Three Musketeers and The ever, to being an Irishman, but left the Patriots who deigned to roll 
Story of Bimini (Mr, H, if. Irving Celtic element in his constitution to be Up in rude and halt-forgotten 
doubling the parts of Paolo and taken as read — in the original text, 1 Types of vehicle to poll, — 

IX Artagnan)t with the difference that presume, of Mr. Mason’s novel. Free and independent voters, 

Francesca and her proxvrhusband do Miss Stella Patrick Campbell, as Satisfied to sit in motors, 

nothing wrong, and the Three Muske- Clenuinhna, was always fresh and de- Have we pinched or not the sky's 

leers do practically nothing at all. It lightful to watch. It is little blame to control ? 

wag periiapg a mistake to lay so much her that her youth was hardly ^ual trammels 

stiws at the begiomijg on ‘be nation- to the task of conToymg ^me of the imposed on human clay 7 

ality of the four Irish gallantk, for there stronger emotions demanded of the cha- ^ 

wasn t a Celtic toperament among racier But she needs also a wider All for nothing. Britons, say 7 
the lot, and o^y one eeoond-rate ranj?e of vocrf colour; her voice seldom 

brogue between them. varied from its one sweet tone. Tell me whv no airv Jehus 

As for the Bimini part of the plot. Miss Dobothba Biwn’a pits were J ^ y,g f 

the extremely cold weather and the wasted on the short, explosive part of 

rarefied altitudes of the Brenner frontier Jenny t and Mr. Nigel Playfair as the None of those intrepid mortals, 

may have contributed something to tho Prince of Baden had very little scope Brothers of the kite and hawk, 


self-restraint of the lovers. 1 
cannot say what might have 
happened if t)io time liad been 
nearer tho vei*nal equinox, or 
if Bologna (tkeir dostination) 
ha^ lain a little farther South. 
As it war there were moments 
of strong feeling on both sides. 
In the man's case the struggle 
was less between love of tlio 
lady and loyalty to the -Kktg- 
whoso bride she was to be, 
than between a selfish passion 
and a pure desire to save the 
Princess for a liigher destiny. 
With her it was loss easy, eitlier 
from the text or its interpreta- 
tion, to follow motives. She 
was really at the mercy of 
Wogan : his, in fact, for the 
asking. The personality of 



Her IfiffhHesii. “Of oourao, really our conduct has been irre- 
. ^ __ „ proaeliablf, but don't you think it would look lather suspicious 

Pretender whom she had never 1'^^' to enter Bologna in my hat?” 

iVfJtcm (Uementina ... Miss Rtbi.ia Patrick Campbell. 
C/Mrles Woyaa Mr. H. B. IiiviNo. 


Haled you to the ballot portals— 
Lifts in motor- cars 1 good 
lawkl 

Not for several kinds of toffees 
Would 1 do the voter’s office, 
Thus insulted: I would sooner 
walk. 

Ilotten (as T said) I term it, 

For, by Phoebus and tho Nino, 
Even this recluse and hermit 
Would have loft his lonely 
shrine , 

Had ho seen some gas-distended 
Airship giving him the splendid 
Chance to “Vote for Binks 
and guard the brine.” 

Even I, the bard who boasted 
Sheer indifference to tho figid , 
Had a gentle birdman coasted 
Down irom some enormous 
height, 

Asking me to plump for Perkins 
(“ No more alcoholic firkins : 
Peers v. People: Cocca and the 
Bight ”) — 


set eyes on, who had never 
even taken the trouble to come 

and court her, hut sent his servants to for his natural humour. Miss Helen 

fetch her (a king’s daughter) across Bous played soundly in the rather 

half Europe on the hazy off-ohanco of stodgy r6le of Clrmentina's mother, 
winning an English crown, could Tho natne, by the wav, is in the air Even I had paused to wonder ; 
scarcely have been an overwhelming just now ; it was only the other night Therefore, O electors stout, 
attraction. The reward of her pains was that I assisted at the “decorating ’* of Let no tyrants beat you under, 
to find him gone from tho rendez-vous another Clementine, now announced as Ere next polling time, give out : 

at Bologna-^gone to Cadiz (a bad place about to betaken off. I ftrust Mr. “ Candidates who mean to skimp us 

for fidelity, a's Byron discovered) with the Mason’s horoino will come off in a Of our transport through Olympus 
idea of making an expedition to Scot- happier sense : ho certainly deserves Only have themselves to tlmnk for 
land. He writes of it as if he were just better luck than he has had. O. S. rout.” Evoe. 

going stalking. He would bo back 

presently; had, indeed, hoped to be , „ « * j r 

in time ' to receive heis For the Pocket Cabbage*, 

unavoidable delay he consents to ex- u shall while watohing the bomWdmeut tioiu Mr. Winston Churchill, according 
press his royal regrets. 1 am afraid the Bhorr."— Glasgow Daily Hecord and Mail, to The Westminste'^ Gazette, has 
that the voices of some score of supers Doubtless tho gallant General replied that “ the production from their waist- 
(withouth representing the multitudi- with a will, coat pocket of the Beferendum, as if it 

nous welcome of Bojogna, must have were a kind of vegetable,” has “ de- 

j^orded her an indifferent solace for 'King’s Proctor in a Bemarkable Suit.” graded the leaders of the Tor^ Party ^ 
her wpunded propriety.* ■ —Daily Mtil. from the position of statesmen to tho 

Mr. Irving played Oharles Wogan We are sure we have seen these loud level of the merest political cheap- J 
with great sinoerity. To his easy air checks, but we didn't recognise the jacks.” But surely th^s vegetable trick ^ 
of disregard for ganger (his nonchalanoe King's Proctor. is quite high-class oonjuriRg. 




First Sport wm. “I say, OLII chap, OV what sour of scale do you tip these KESPKU JoIINMK' < 1 okseuau.y oivk kjm ahout 
T l rPEXCE FOJl EVP:PY li Kl> I kill; do ^oi think it’h enouoii?” 

Candid Friend. “I fvpect 'jhky u wlou rvtjieu you iia\b a penny for every one ¥«u; mimm.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

To glean in a iiclil reaped by Mr. Si’ielmann, who 
liarvesterl the coniprohensivo ILisiory of Punch, is an 
unpromising task. Jn his Dotujlas Jetrold and Punch 
(Macmillan) Mr. Walteu Jeerold judiciously conimes 
himself to the connection of his grandfather with the 
paper, and brings into convenient compass* matter wnich, 
if not new, is always interesting. Douolas Jeiuiold was 
of the. earliest camaraderie who started Punch. By the 
present generation he is chiefly known as the creator ot Mrs. 
Caudle, the recorder of her Curtain Ijoctures. These did not 
appear till 1845, when Mr. Punch gave his eighth volume to 
an appreciative public. Four years earlier, writing over 
the initial “ Q,” L)oijglas Jebeold was hercely breasting 
tlie sea of politics, making a pretty splash. To the reader 
accustomed to the* more restrained political writing of 
tO‘day **0^8'’ fierce attack on men and measures may 
seem a little excessive. Absolutely fearless of conse- 
^libnces, DouaiiAB Jeerold took his walks abroad, bludgeon 
in hand,* and bashed the head of anyone met on the way 
whom he regarded as advocating causes harmful to public 
interests or oppressive to the poor. His vigorous diatribes 
commanded attention from week to weew not only at 
bomd but abroad. Whilst suggestion was made by one 


of his vjetims in the House that ho should bo indiottWI by 
the Attorney- Gkneual, an edict was issued liy the Ausirian 
Government forbidding him to pass tiirougii their country 
on his way to Home. This sort of thing eiicouragiul t atbcr 
than disheartened Jekkold, ami ho went on bts way 
rejoicing. In private life he could not resist tlio touiplaiion 
to say a witty thing because it might wound a friend 
within hearing. Conscious of his intlrmity and repcnttint, 
ho from his dealhhed sent by Horace Mayhew a 
touching message to old companions ut the Punch 
Dinner Table. “Toll the (kur boys,*' be said, “that if 
I 've ever wounded any of tlieiii I 'vo always loved 
them." To personal reminiscences of his grandfather, 
gathered from various sources, Mr. Walter Jerroui adds 
reprints of some of his serials cotilrihutcd to Punch, 
making a portly and pleasaut volume. 

• — • * • 

At the end of each chapter of IJowatd'a End (Arnui n) 1 
gave a sigh of pleasure, and then wcsit on happily to the 
next one. Mr. E. M. Forster has written a book wlueh 
may bo classed with The Countiy Home, The Old 
Tale and Joseph Vance, to mention tbepo of tlm great uoyols 
of recent years. Perhaps he has most in common wilb the 
author of The Country Home, but \m rises superior to Mf'.* 
Galswobthy in this — that there is more humour audT sym- 
pathy behind his realism, something of the humoutt and I 
sympathy of Mr. de Moauan. (Now I bavg found hi^ his I 
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godfathers.) There are faults of niolodraina in the book — a herself once or twice, I felt a new respect for it. It may 
glaring coincidence, i^ connection with Mi. Wilcox's past, not be legitimate, it may even be a little hectic, but it 
such as would only bo allowed on the stage; Helen's rela- certainly is not maudlin. Treating the plot therefore with 
lions with Leonard Bast, which seem to me altogether silent awe, I recommend to you this witty treatise on the 
improbable — but anything can be forgiven an author who folly of being overwise (especially in your love affairs), 
introduces us to the great Wtlcox family. What do they presented in the form of a novel at least as readable as any 
know of England Vho do not Tr/^t>.c know? For the this writer has ever produced. Which is equivalent to 
Wilcoxes are England ; they contain more of the essence saying that The Wisdom of Folly is certainly to be road and 
of Englanc^ even than Sunday afternoon, or Ijords, or Sir inevitably to bo enjoyed, plot and all, 

William Bull. The Schleyel family, Margaret and 

Helen and Tibby, is equally true io life, and it is in the Mr. Punch once more gratefully acknowledges a number 
contrast between HchlegeU and Wilcoxes that the motif of of seasonable gifts, not perhaps strictly literary, but liable 
the book lies; for the Schlegeh had had a foreign father, to be of great assistance in the regulation and adornment 
(Surely not German, Mr. FoVsteu, with so lively a pair of of the literary mind. Such are the diaries that come from 
daughters.) Howard's End is a book to buy anil a book to | Messrs. T. J. and J. Smith, very practical and busincss- 
koop; I offer my heartiest congratulations to its author, like, yet not disdaining the aid of artistry. Charming 
and bog him to take his time over the next one. 1 sliall have j diaries, too, and suitable for all pockets, emanate from the 
all his earlier books to read while waiting for it. establishment of Messrs. Walker. Among tlic many solid 

serviceable devices tliat spring from the teeming brain 

In his English Country Life (Eoulis), Mr. Walter , of Mr. Chablks Letts is Ladies’ Year Book,” excel- 
lently tabulated for the 
peculiar use of houso- 
wdves. No Suffragette 
should be without it. 
To those who cannot 
boar the effort of select- 
ing their Christmas 
cards and pre certain 
that madness lies that 
way, 1 commend the 
fresh and original pro- 
ducts of the house of 
IIiLiiS, w^heu'e you can 
pick Avith your eyes 
shut and iiiako no mis- 
take, The cards iiiab 
issue from the factory 
of Messrs Bitcihie of 
Edinburgh sliow a noble 
effort on the part of a 
home-firm to stem the 
German invasion. Mar- 
vellous bon-bons arc 
built in the craft-shops 
of Messrs. Caley, anci 
crackers — still unoponed and 


Baymond shows a very , 
intimate and peculiar 
sympathy with both 
country people and 
their pursuits. Ho is 
delicimlsly aline io the 
humour and quaint- 
nesses oi the hoop- 
maker, the carter, the 
dairyman, the farmer 
and his refractory 
tenant — in short, of 
all the characters that 
crowd upon the stage 
of Button, but he never 
writes with one dis- 
figuring touch of pat- 
ronage. “ 1 i-eally do 
admire how he do go 
about an’ poke his 
nose into everything,” 

Japheth Pike, the 
htnlgo-caffender,” re- 
marked of this chroni- 
cler of Button ; to w I del i 

I can only add that it was a very friendly nose and was i the customary cargo of 
poked to adiniruhle purpose. No one can road Mr. I taken confidently on trust— comes from the generous iiud 
Raymond’s hook w ithout feeling that ho loves the life fertile storehouse of Mr. Tom Smith. To all the.se philan- 
which he doacribe»s and the people Avho live it, and ho has i thropists Mr, Punch presents Ins coniplinients and thanks, 
done both them anil us a great service in making a - - 



IMPROBABLE SCENES.-Vill. 


llui .'^K Ai.KNJ’ 
KXACT WALM.,,. 


ASCKK lAINlNr; 
.w.ll.WAY STATION. 


true record of the kind of village life which wdll soon — 
too soon for many of u.s — he ini])rovcd out of existence. 
The cluiiTiiing voluriio is beaiitilully illiistratcd by Mr. 
WlLFKID B>rLL. 

Halfway through The Wisdom of Folly (Hoddeu and 
Btouohton) 1 thought 1 should prohabl} sa> of it: — “ Let 
the reader porsovero with a soinew'liat mautllni plot and 
\, shut Uis Car to an oecasio»al note of priggisliiiess, in order 
that he may make the acquaintance of Mrs. Fnsby and, iiij 
that delightfully garrulous lady, of Ellen Tuouneycroft 
Fowler at her best.” For, though one 


The sad histoiy of Bridget’s wadding day, as revealed in 
the Daihj Mail " feu illcion — 

‘‘Tlicrc wan a Hhiuiiig im\ Iwuid om tho Hiird r of hfr k-fi hand. 
She wa» pli‘df;ed lo mdil dnith pai ted Hunt, but whe knrvv that 

it raeatil tiir iuon> Ilian that even Aa froon as they weie alone 

togetlu'i in the eairiage Tlieoloie langhl at Htidget’s hand ne.stling 
heside liim.” 

All we can say is that this is not strictly fair to Dick. 


^ ‘‘Tills inciease of 16 in tin Libeial \ote evuetiy eonesiionds nilh the 

nf tb« between the deeieutsf in the total number of voten polled and 

, 1,1 , ^ I ,1 T ' the de<;ieftse in the Unioniat vole (iO 7niMu.s 24). Tliiia a tmnster of 1 6 

had in the hegmnmg murdcrod lior husband, the others had ■ votes from one side to the other was suffieient, in the oircunisUnce.s, to 
done little else since, i|||ive argue about it. (“I never care ! eonvert a Unionist majority ot 14 into a Liberal majority of 42^” 
mucli for judges,” said Mrs. Frishy; “I alw'ays think' 'Morning 2W. 
that those heavy wigsK^onfuso their brains.”) But wdien j Wo are the first to recognise the vigour and relentless logic 
the plot suddenly Avoke up and proceeded from complication I of the opening sentence, but W’e confess that the second 
to complication to end on a complete surprise, the ingenuity j sentence, while it appeals to the artist ijj us, leaves the 
of Avhich left mo, gaping and has even confused the writer | arithmetician a trifle cold. 
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The Lancet tiMserts thafc General 
Elociions arc bad for the health. This 
iH coiTocl. Wo have known! 

( hn (xniiiieutB die from tliein. | 

The Sjjcctator has pointed out thatoiio ' 
(lilliculty in connection witli the addi-1 
tion of five hundred Members to tlie 
r|)per Chamber would be that the 
House of Lords is not largo enough to 
hold t^uMii all. We bcliovo that the 
(iovornuient realises this fact, 
and will see to it that the new 

Tc'cis are all vor\ slim men. 

• 

’ s; ‘ 

The EakIi Mausii al has issxied 
his ordoi’s concerning the robes 
h) he worn by Peers at the 
(Wonation. “Tlio inantlos ” lie 
‘na>s, “arc to ho worn over full 
C^ouit Dress, Uniform, or Rogi- 
incntalh,” Prude! 

And, “No JcNNols or precious 
Stones are to ho sot or used in 
the CoronotK.” Tliis fear of 
Afr. Li.Oi^'d CIkouok is becoming Tin 
an obsession with some people. 

Further, tljore ia to bo no 
ooucossion to the Socialistic 
spirit of the age. V’or Knights 
of the various (hders it is to 
be a “ Collar Day. ’ 

Madiiino nn Tiiiohkh, the 
P.iiisiait propbetoHS, has now 
published her forecasts for 1911. 

.\s regards Russia, the fate ol 
tiuit country is to ho such, she 
declares, that, rather than say 
w'liat she has read in tho book 
of destiny, she prefers to hope 
that she lias boon mistaken. 

Tins is supposed to point eitlior 
to a war with Monaco, in w hich 
Rus.sia will be defeated and an- 
nexed, or els'* to a visit from 
the Kaiskh, 


Mr. W. Hoppk. ‘a well-known | for, say, fifteen aeooruU.” Hopes, with 
American billiard player, has just ; handles, Auspende(l from tho roof \wU 
rniuried Miss Alice Walsh, of Kow ' now, we pjiesunje, )[>o a feature of ©very 
York, whom he rescued from diowning wcU-arrangod civic banquet, 
in the surf at Atlantic City. MTe are ■ 

so glad that this pretty custom of “cathkobal TiiEVr ‘ 

w’edding the huiywhom one saves from is a heading which atltraets 4 uir atten- 
drowming is not falling into riosuetude. ' tion in a newspajjhr. WiiUili worn tho 
Personally we always do it. police? One would thijrtk it would be 

j impossible for atiyone to stuttl a oathe* 

In a letter to The Postinan*s irazette dral without being stoiHM^d 

i I- .. _..i 1 I ; * 


on tlio subject of the proposed now 
shako, one of tho men of letters pleads 



tbRCH 


I TIIK lioruij ICKA FOR UlS SKW UOl .SK W 'i 
Mil. ,f«NhS (.AVE 10 Ills AISCIIITKI T. 



It is denied that the *• Twopenny 
Tube ” about to emulate ttie 
example of the Melivipolitaii 
Railway, and exhibit in its car* 
riages a Hcries of IntercHting 
Views on the Cent ml Ixuulon 
Railway. 

“A bra\o act was witnessed 
in Heading,” The hlvcfttny Neu h 
tolls us, “when Gv.oituB 
NevilijH, a biewcr’.s drayman, 
firt’eotod the rosoue of a chird in 
tlie River Ivoniiet.” We trust 
iiiat ho“al1oofc%l”it frtt^ourably. 

“ Darling,” said t^t* wil?, “ 1 
shall want a little nioie money 
for house-keeping this week, as 
1 made all those cates for 
Christmas Day.” 9'Iie purse- 
hearer lost his amiable look for 
a moment. “ Well, I can’t 
I make hrioks without straw,” 
explained the wife, 


‘('lir'ltt Ilham rail hr Tr^iainnl at the 
1,1 Rtiir of askiiiKt i*id thii* cidy if 
weairftjl C'luaMy uotf'itnlmd Hint tvli 


The Quekn. wo read, made a 
numbor of Cliristnias piu'chases- — 
of fcoy.s from Iho Soldiers’ and Sailors’ 
Help Society . Among tlie articles Her 
Majesty bought was a collapsible doll’s 
liouso. We do hoi)C that tliis will not 
be taken as an encouragement to jen*} - 
buildors. 

An interesting Teaturo of tUo Windsor 
Strollers’ pe formancos at tlio newv 
Windsor Theatre, 21ie Daily Mail tells 
us, was tlie appearance on the boards 
of a Veteran amateur actor, aged 86. 
W’o lieliove, however, that this record 
has often been beaten in tho corjis de 
ballet. ' 


THE II>KA Wlllf’ll TIIK Aui IlITEl’l TIti'.N 
<;\AK TO Mil. .lONKS. 


that, whatever design bo adopted, it 
should provide a cap that will “ not 

only ^ in-otective but smaH and, if Tl.oro bo simpler wavn-bf Kotting 
possible, artistic, and thus alti-oot and , j,, 


Ihinr ttihfi ppfiy, rluMlmh, hut yrt 
formuhihlr uud iiiMidiuiH Mikk- 

iirNM Mhoiih) Ik‘, oiicd iiiid hu idi. p>r>t(Tl 
out, h» t itork, uiidhnmi. ' 

I'fu'Ht'nhuni t,>* ‘h‘>' nn, 

See next page for poi trait of 
oldorlv gentleman rooting out a 
seed by the hurrol. 

‘ Till' i-uui'it find dniK'f 
in itM Inituil htnti* tor thv Chi'pew* ot 
Mirouiuiitiig HrtciiihiUiy Hud iidiMeoui'A** 
hftW'iMi Itu' ttiMud ot titidii 
and tiu'tr ih a (Liiailitni tioiii 

the ri'gitiai i iturso of tiu' tioaid’s liiir 
li i'Mid i? ia thoiigtil tkat t Uc move ^ ill 
one ot (‘Xeiptio at meiii,'* 

I'ttn'otn'c* It'oittf, 


What to da with your Whit ]Kii>phaut. 

j “ K'ephulil, tiiuuiKttl hlac k, eV'Clnug. day 
I three iiniiitiu Miujt , new , r 2 s Od.” 

A<h 


‘ Thf 


Tiot frighten tho lovely young maiden 
who would woo a postman.” The 
addition of a few' artificial flowers 
xvould only cost a trifle. 

The Globe mentions, in its Hints ' 
on Health,” that a correspondent has* 

WTitten to say that an infallible cure ' ait,, VkuhMmU’"hv iaL. 
for liiccoughs is ** to hang by tho hands | furiouHly Wue** um ^ 

xvith the legs clear of tho ground, the ! Wo have spoken^ to Ham alipul tliiwT 
hands w’ell apart, and tho breath held ) before. 


Ki« Bstettinic Sin. 
Mttin’.-H exdai,.tnii<iu thn liiiili 
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WICK BURQH8: TH^ LAST PHASE. 

('* Lo jeu no vaut {tas la chaiidolle *’) 

Wb watchod hor keel across the bar go 
From free wee Kirkwall town ; 

We watched hor skipper dump his cargo 
Of ballot-1>oxo3 down ; 

An pjmpire hung with pale complexions 
15i^n tho tidings, tick by tick ; 

For Fate luid left, in these Elections, 

The final word with Wick. 

Shetland, that old>ei|jiablished Thulo, 

Her bloodless fight had closed ; 

Had nominated, well and duly, 

Her Wason unopposed ; 

The immemorial right she wielded 
To play the last protracted trick— 

That privilege she now had yielded, 

Handing it on to Wick. 

So ends tho combat, loud and gory, 

That cost a cool two million quid, 

And leaves the rivals, Bad and Tory, 

Standing (like Scotland) where they did ; 

*'And I/^or one — I can’t help saying. 

As I review tho dead and quick, 

IP)is futile game that wo ’vo been playing 
Was hardly worth tho wick. 0. S. 


OUR WONDERFUL WORLD. 

“ Eveby genuine Toddy Bear has a small button in tho 
car.” Did you know that ? I didn’t. Yet it is the sort 
of thing one ought to know, otherwise one may bo imposed 
upon. J3ofore the postman came this morning I shouldn’t 
have been aware of the awfulncss of a Teddy Bear with- 
out a button. Now that I have received Tfui Xmas 
Bazaar 1 feci that a buttonless Teddy Boar would be a 
disgrace. 

It is an entrancing volunje, The Xmas Bazaar. Its roll 
of Teddy Bears (each with a button in the ear) by no 
means exhausts its interest. Were you aware, I wonder, that 
London contains a Plush Jointed Dachshund? I wasn’t 
— not until I beheld him waddling across a page of The 
Xmas Bazaar. Would you like a Puddle Duck ? Or an 
Indestructible Stuffed Territorial? They are all in The 
Xmas Bazaar. And have you met Squinting Micky? 
Ho (I quote) “flaps both ears, squints with both eyes, 
and can also move his arms and mouth.” Many readeis 
of The Xmas Bazaar cannot flap either ear. ... As 
for Clockwork Foxy Grandpa — but he only costs tenpenco- 
halfpenny, so we shall not botJior about him. J doubt 
whether ho has a button in his ear. 

These, however, are, after all, mere toys for the young. 
Their elders require moi-e intellectual amusement. The 
Xmas Bazaar has not * owlooked the fact. Kightly, 
indeed, do we speak of a merry Christmas. What Christ- 
mas could be less than merry if you have taken tho precau- 
tion to provide yourself with a fivepenny packet of Beetles 
in tho Beer? What 1 Never heard of Beetles in the 
Beer ? Hear, then, and marvel. “ The joker quietly drops 
one of those beetles into his beer *’ — champagne would 
perhaps do as well — “ and then objects to drink it until 
an offei* is made to exchange the liquor. However, on 
second thoughts” — ft is taken for granted that the joker 


is a subtle comedian — “ after removing the beqtlo he drinks 
the beer. The company feel ill at the sickly sight. Great 
joke to those in the secret.” 

It made me rock with laughter even to read of it. 
Unfortunately I am a teetotaler, so instead of Beetles in 
the Beer 1 think I shall get The Ladies' Cigarette Box. 
“This dainty box has a small ball in the cover. When 
your lady friend presses the ball to obtain a cigarette, she 
receives a spray of water on the nose.” Capital 1 And how 
my lady friends will laugh I 

Concerning tho Joke of the Season (price 6Jd.) I am 
less sure. The Xmas Bazaar seems to speak with a more 
uncertain note on tliis subject : “ Show your friend the 
latest handy Flash Light, tell him coloured lights will 
appear when the button is slightly pressed. Suggest he 
g038 under the table to get a good effect, which lie does. 
On his return you know how he has been sold. < With 
one of these jokes in your possession you will have endless 
fun.” Quite so. But, well, how he been sold? The 
Xmas Bazaar is silent on this head. And suppose your 
friend is too stupid to care about coloured lights, and 
declines to accept your suggestion that ho should go under 
the table ? The world is full of curmudgeons who protest 
that they dislike going under tables. I shall not risk my 
sixponco-halfpenny on Tl^e Joke of the Season. 

Instead, 1 think I must buy Tho Scent Bottle Joke. 
It costs threepence, and here again we have an opportunity 
of delighting our dear ones. “When your friend” — it is 
well to keop a large supply of friends — "removes 4ho cork 
to smell the perfume, the contents of bottle empties down 
his sleeve.” Yes, it is certainly desirable to have a laigc 
supply of friends. 

And while you are about it you had better spend a 
shilling on the really stunning humorous effeef. entitled, 
”*0h! Oh I’ she cried,” You might not guess it from 
its price, but it is a jewel-case. Succinctly its virtues aio 
described : “ Snake jumps out of Jewel Box. Creates 
screams of laughter.” 

Hark, too, to tho virtues of The Crash Bang Joke. 
They are simplicity itself. “ A number of pieces of tuned 
metal when thrown on ground give the sound of glass 
smashing.” Here, plainly, we have the invention of an 
acute psychologist. If IMie Crash Bang Joke does not 
roach the heart of the British people, nothing will. It is 
redolent of Yuletide’s spirit of merriment. 

Among the minor accessories of a happy Christmas, as 
pictured in this suggestive volume, ore Imitation Cigar 
Ends. “We have designed a perfect cigar end” — I can 
almost see the great conclave at which the perfect cigar end 
was ^^orked out — “and are offering these at Id. each.” 
And what, you ask (for your wits are working slowly, you 
know), is the precise application of the perfect cigar end ? 
You would never guess, to look at it, that it was not to he 
placed nicdly in an ash-tray. No, it is to be tlirown 
into the middle of the billiard table — to give your host 
a bad moment of fear for his cloth. They need waking 
up, these Idle Rich. Please send me one dozen of your 
perfect cigar ends. 

Another fellow who ought to have some of the conceit 
taken out of him is the fussy Good Samaritan, For two- 
pence you can cure him of his coddling ways by providing 
yourself with The Finger Stall. It is a groat notion, The 
Finger Stall. “Your friend” (if you have any left by 
now) “ questions you about your cut finger, then ask him , 
to tie a piece of tape to keep the stall secure. Just as 
he is about to tie a knot, you turn around, leaving tho 
stall in his possession. The poor fellow, thinking your 
finger has come off, gives a shrieking yell. You must 
HAVE ONE 1 ” Farceur / 
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. CINDERELLA’S DIARY. 

(l*ivlied lip in a Viovtuviai Thcatu\) 

TiiPH(hti/." Hoiiiciiincs 1 think I am 
a \nry lucky having' two lii;,' 

sisters to look after me. I exjjj^^ct there 
arc* lots of yonno ^rirls wholuive nohod v 
at all, and 1 think’they nuist he so 
lonely. There is always plenty of fun 
lujoing on in* onr house. Yesterday 1 
li(air<l Hist:!!' l^rod tollin'^ Sister liei’t 
somethinf» about lusr old man e-omin ;4 
ho?n« \'ory late one niglit- I didn’t 
quite understand w ho tlieoldjuan was, 
or w’liat it was all about, hut 1 know 
Sister Hert thought it was ver\ funn>, 
and I seomod to hear a lot of poo])le 
laui'hinf.j ; perhaps it was tlie fairies. 
.And then whenever Sister Bert sits 
down she always pulls her skirt ri^ht 
up to her knees, so as ywoplo can see 
her stockings. 1 mean tliore ’s always 
snmflhiiiff amusing hap])ening. 

Of course 1 have a good deal of 
work to do, an I all the washing up, 
hut uiN^ sisters are so big and strong 
that one ean’trsfcxpect them to bother 
thepiaehes with niggling littio things 
like that. Bosidos, they liavo so many 
other things to do. Only this moni- 
mg, wlien Sister Bert was just going to 
sit down, Sisf-ei* Fred [mlled away' lier 
eliair, and she .sat on the lloor and her 
legs went up in the uir. She said it 
was a “grand slum,'’ \vhieli home of us 
thouglit very funny. I didn’t laugh 
my.self hocaus.^ I luner go out any- 
wluM’e.and so I don’t undeisLand topical 
remarks, hut 1 do tliiuk it is nice to 
live in such an amusing house 

{l.utci). \ wondeiful tiling has 
ha})pened ! Two messengers came from 
the I’rince an hour ago to unite us to 
the hall to-night I I’d never seen a 
messenger in niy life, so I ])eeped out 
of tlie ehimney eorne.i’ at them and 
wondered if they would stay to tea. 
But instead of that my sisters put up 
what they cull a “trape/e” (1 never 
knev\ w'o had one before), iiiid the mes- 
sengers did some vxtiaoidnhii'if things ^ 
on it, 1 tliought they would kill them- j 
selves. After it was ovir, Sister J'’red 
told them a lot of stories about the old 
, man, and altogether it was quite dif- 
I ferent from wdiat I expected. Ours is 
I a tunny 'iiousex 

As soon as the inossengei^i had gone, 
iny sisters l>egun to get ready for the 
' hall. •! kiiew' 1 shoiildii't fee able logo, 
heeause I haven’t got a frock, and I 
simply conkin' I wear anything of theirs, 
they are so much bigger than I am. 
They finished dressing cloinisfaus for 
some reason, wlienv cany body fnight 
h^ve seen them — they are fo funny 
About .things like that --and wo luid a 
lot of laughter tthq,ut the clothes being 
too tight and so on. I think anything 


like that is so aimi.siiig. Then they 
went off, and liero 1 am all alone. It 
IS getting dark, and. so 1 am going t€) 
cheer myself up by singing a little. 

{Later),- ~J am (joimj to the Ball ! 
IMy Fairy (lodniother, whom I liud often 
heard about, suddenly came to see iis. 

1 told her my sisters were out, and .slie 
asked where they had gone, and 
wouldn’t 1 like to go too, so of e mrse 1 
sairl 1 should love it. So 1 am going, 
and she has got a frock for mo arul 
everything. She is very kind, hut not 
quite so fairijlike as I expected. 

Wednesda}!. — I have liad a /oer/// 
time, and I think 1 am in love. 1 got 
to the Ball just as the juggling and 
the voiilriloquisni were over - - it 
must he a delightful Court to live m 
and there was surh a s('nsation as J 
appeared. The l*rine.o singled me out 
at once. He lias tlie pinkest cheeks 
I and the reddest lips of any man 1 
j know, and his voice is soft find 
gentle, and oh! i love liim. One 
wants a man to bo manly aiul a 
woman to he womanly, and 1 don’t 
think I sliould love a man if he were at 
all like BisUn* Fred or Sister Beni. 
The Prince is qmte rlilTercnt. We 
wci'c alone most of the time, and we 
sang scjveral songs together. My 
sistews never recognised me; it was 
most surprising. 1 heard Bister Fred 
telling a very fine-looking gehtlemaif 
u story about a lodger (whatever that 
is) who had a hit of a head, it sounded 
very humorous. Wher(*ver Bister Fred 
goes there is sure to he fun. 1 am 
indeed a lucky girl to have two sucdi 
sisters and to he in love with a Prince. 
Bister Bert sat down on the floor twice ' 
~ it was most amusing. 

A terrible thing happened just as the 
clock struck twelve. All my clotlit‘s 
turned into rags, and i just ran out ol 
the room, I was so friglitened. 1’iien 
I 1 einemhered what my Fairy (lod- 
iiiotlier had said about leaving h?for<‘ 
twelve o’clock. I suppose she knew 
what would luippeii it I didn’t. I’m 
afraid 1 left a glass slipper behind • 1 
hope .she won’t mind about it. 

Well, 1 ve had a lovely time. F\ ^ n 
if 1 uevov see the Prince again, I shall 1 
always have this to look hack to. I 
don’t mind what happens now. 

Thursdaij.—I am going to vianij the 
Pniwe ! 1 can't believe it is true. 

Perhaps it is only'^ a dream, uiid 1 
shall wake up st>oii, hut oven if it ’s u 
dream it’s just as good as it it werc 
real. It was all liecause. of the .slip- 
per I left h.diind. The Prince said 
that he would inarrv the person 
whom it filled, because he had fallen 
in love with the lady who wore it at 
the ball {ni-e !), and so everybody 
tried it on. And they came to onr 


house, and Bister Bert tried it on. 
Blie pulled her skirt up to her knees 
and made everybody laugh, but even 
then she couldn’t get into it. And 
Sister Fred made a lot of faces, hut she 
couldn’t. Bo I said, “ Tiet me try and 
they all laughed, hut the Prince said 1 
should, and of course it fitted at once. 
Then they all recognised me, and the 
Prince kissed me, and a whole lot of 
people came into tho Jioiise who liad 
never been invited, and we had the 
trapeze out again, and tliciro was 
juggling and ventriloquism, and we 
all sang songs about somebody called 
Flamigan (whoin I don’t think I, have 
over met), and Bister Jlert kept«sittiug 
dow'ii suddenly on tin* floor. (But 
the- iVince didn’t think this was at 
nil funny, so I expect 1 must have 
hocMi rigid all the time when I have 
only pietended to laugh. 1 use.l to 
think that perliaps J hadn’t a sense of 
luimour.) And then the PriiKje kisse 1 
me D-gain, and iiiy Fairy (todiiiotlu'r 
came in and kissed us huth. Of course 
wo do owe it all to her really, and 1 
shall tell Charming so 

X do think l am a woiKh'rfifl jiersoii ! 

A. A. M. 


CRACKFdl MO'I’l’OFB. ! 
Foi Ml. Lloyd (leoige 
‘ I'ailicr I am tlie foremost horse in 
the team, or I am none." lO-KreiiHii j 
I'o) the Lord Advocate. I 

“Oil no, we never Pension them ^ ’’ 

JIwnkkBaii.y {revised) j 
Fo) Mr, 7'. l\ O'C'oimoi . 

“ Mueli luivcl travelksl in tho ri'alins 
of gold " Ke\ts. 

/'e/ Mr. J, L. Crdinii. 

“ 'J'he o’j.served of all Observeis 

Bh\ksi’i:\kk {Ha inlet). 

For Ml. F. E. S. 

“ I'aie tiled to conceal him by' nam- 
ing him Smith." - O. W. lfoii,\iKs. 

For Home Hitlers, 

" You k'n hide de her, hut w’at you 
gv\ me do wid de smoke? ’’ 

»loKr. Hauius. 

I 'll}' the 1\ ople. 

“ Flay w'itli your peers.’’ - Funeih, 
For the Socialist. 

" I dreamt 1 dwell in marble halls!" 

Jiolieintan (iiil. 

For Titrijf liefoim. 

“ lie d make a lovely corpse ! " • 

Charles Dk'KKNs {Martin ChmiJenit). 
For the Country. 

“ England does not love coalitions! ’’ 
Lord t^BAcoKSFiELi). 




TO MY POSTMAN. I 

(A YuLliTlDH ) ' 

lli'Nitv 01 ' Willium, as the case may he 1 

(()» lei me call you Herbert, like )our master), * 

' ruhindor of the bags of destiny, . 

'I'he meter out of sunshine and disnster, } 

1 noticed, Herb, 

You c'apjjed mo \ estermorning on the kerb I 

'toil NNanl your dhristmas box'* luit tell mo \vh;, ; # i 
Your cousin m the casque and boetle-bifl'ers . 

Wiio quells obstruction with his awfuK*ye I 

When frays occur or when the cabman ditf^Ts, • 

He, as a rule, j 

ILi'* earned ilic silvery palm ho wears at Yulo, 

j He keeps the pestilential tramp away; { 

Hlend of the tireless sleuth-hound and the tough lynx, ’ 
He nearly always knows the time of day, 
j And nabs the felon who would fioucli m> cuff -links ; 

I „ .But you, old son, 

i AVbat^iii the name of ftAMUKi., have y(»u done? 

j >■ > J 

! * 1 lave you not always tried to fob me off 

With stale old bills, and futile propaganda, 

And moneylenders’ ads, and euros for cough. 

When I was faint for somotliirig from Amanda? 

, Ay, and far w'orso, 

• When I axpect^l meeds for flower-like verse? 


Morns there have been — ay 1 blusli for it as red 
As your own pillar-box — when you have siinulv 
Passed by the front -door gale, and cut mo dead, 
Though all your sack with ciin\€dope8 was ])impl> 
Never a line 

To food the sacred Muse, the lire divine. 

Others again, when >ou Iiavo brmiglit mo wot 
With tears of editors- -Home homing sonnel. 
Wrapped in a note like this of v\ ild regret : - 
“ Your manuscript has every sign upon it 
Of heaven -horn flanic. 

But will not suit us. Thanks for olVeimg same, ’ 

At limes yoirvo roused me from the oveuiug lamp 
Kor some absurdly uuimjKirtunt bdh’t 
(Because it failed to wear your foolliug stamp) 

To squander twopence by ApolU>’s (ilh*,t ! 

At tirtK'K to ueep • 

Over some card returned from death s long sleep 

This is the way, O Herb, yoi^’ve done yoiu jij). 

And now jou seek for largesse from the poet > * 
Bmall value have I found for Huh five bob, 

Still, as you say, it’s Christmas , I ’ll Ustow ii , 

()nly look hem ! ^ 

My cori'espondence muat improve nexf \ear, K\oi,. 


‘ CUUSAT .MASIEIIS Ol- LAmI^ Afli rAtlHilSC . 

This is what our peer landlords are r(«iu(50tl t/i for p, living! • 
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rfccr trk t does ifc deal? It may be playful or tender, but it must not 

OF LIGHT , VERSE. spiteful or mawkish. It may be humorous or regretu 1 ,' 

Another collecliorf of *the lighter and gayer sort of but the humour must not be mere buffoonery and the 
poetry has just come into tlie world, and I make haste to regret must not become a bitter lamentation. It can sport 
welcome it, not, indeed, as having read it through from with the little grief of a child, but it has no concern with 
cover to cover, but as havingnised it aright by dipping into the tragedy that ruins a man’s life. It may invite a friend; 
it again and yet aga,in. It is called A Book of Light Verse, it can never denounce or trample on a foe. It can prick 
has been gathered together by Mr. R. M. Leonard, and is folly as it flies, but it averts its gaze from vice. It may 
published by the Oxford University Press. Now that the recognise with a sigh the sense of t^ars in mortal things ; 
Cambridge Press has taken up The Encyclopaedia Bniannica, it may even slied a half-acknowledged tear ; but its sorrow 
with all its apparatus of Transatlantic booms and touting is touched with resignation and with hope. It may play 
circulars, it is pleasant to boo the printers of Oxford lightly with the emotions, but it leaves to others barbarous 
modestly putting forth this delightful edition of pretty and elemental passions. It is refined without affectation, 


immortalities. 

I , '•* ’•* 

Mr. Leonard has done his 
work with frkill and dis- 
cretion. Ho gives us less 
than six pages of preface, 
and two of these are taken 
up by a quotation of Mr. 
LiOcker-Lampson's famous 
definition from the preface 
to Lyra Elegantmrim. In 
the body of the book he has 
grouped liis poems pleasantly 
according to flieir subjects, 
and* has added a small body 
of notoa.^ Certainly ho is 
catholic in his taste, for, 
though lio includes no living 
masters (they may still be 
l>ought to their own profit 
in their own volumes), he 
ranges from Chaucer 
through Oamiuon, Herrick, 
Prior, I^ovelace and all the 
rest of them to J . K. Stephen. 
I do not say that I agree 
with him on every single 
point of his selections or his 
omissions, but I agree, and 1 
think most readers will agree, 
in the vast majority of points, 
and 110 anthologist can 
projiorly ask or obtain more. 

It is agreeable to find light 
verse frankly recognised by 
a great and learned univer- 
sity. Too often there has 
been more than a hint of 
patronage in the attitude of 



“Now, Johnny, what was tub sermon ADour'" 
“Weren’t you lusteniso. Mother ¥" ■* 


polite without servility; often 
conventional, but never dull. 
It may be serious in iciten- 
tion, but it must be Sjpitrkling 
in manner. Even if it speaks 
in the guise of a lover it 
must be ready to laugh love 
away with a jest. It may 
bo as gay and gallant as the 
ideal courtier, but a loyal 
heart must beat beheath the 
silks and laces even while 
the pretty compliment is 
being turned. Friendship it 
delights in, and the cheerful 
intercourse of mch and all 
that is pure and of good 
report. It can smile with 
you along the pleasant paths ; 
it can encourage you with 
happy raillery cr console 
you with a song when the 
ways are rough and thorny, 
and through all and above 
all it offers you a com- 
panionship which is never 
exacting, a learning which is 
never pedantic, apd a know- 
ledge of life which is never 
ponderous. 

So much for what I may j 
call the spirit of light verse. ' 
As to its execution much, 
might be said and many'j 
examples might be given if 
space permitted. Hero I 
must content myself witlH 
saying that the language 
must be simple, natural, 
must flow in a happy 
Thsre must be no rough 


the academic towards the airy sportiveness of the friendly and easy. The sentences 
muse, as though we were to understand tliat the light sequence of the right words 
versifier must not presume to count himself a poet because inversions tearing the words from their due order merely *to 
men had been beguiled by his efforts into a smile. Now', suit tlie exigencies of rhyme cr metre. This is to bo thcTl 
however, all this is changed, no doubt owing to the abject slave of your rhymes, instead of their gallant master, 
presence ip Oxford of Mr. A. D. Godley, a roost witty poet And as to the rhymes themselves, they must have the 
*and a •profoundly learned an. Let us agree, then, that appearance of being absolutely inevitable, as though, in 
if a man is to write good light verso he must be a poet, fact, they were the only words which enabled the writer 
though he may consciousljr circumscribe his genius. He to express his thought adequately. Even those d tiering 
may refrain from those loftier flights in which a great poet acrobats of verse who dance on a tight-rope of three-| 
exercises his wings, but wings he must have, though they syllable rhymes must have a care to their feet, fo/a slip’ 
never hoar hW beyond the pretty garden-flowers or out of may be fatal. And if anyone should dare to rhyme? 
hearing of the pleasant ponversation of his friends. “ harder ’’ with “ Armada ” and “ grate " with “ great ” hei 

* ..« ^ ^ will bo held doubly accursed, first as a Cockney and next asf 

« ^ a Frenchman — so far at least as his wretched r^'cdes are 

What, then, is this kind of verse, and with what subjects conoemed. R C. L‘. 



YULETIDE YARNS -2. 

•‘King out thj false ; ring in the true.’* 
The Waits. 

The False, 

Ijislon to tliG sweet refrain 
I’^loating down tlio moonlit lane — 
Wench and stripling, lad and lass, 
Chanting Good King Wenceslas. 

The True, 

Every evening at the gate 
Figures the accursed Wait : 

All of them, I say, are curs'd ; 

13ut the bassos are the worst. 

Tin-: Postman’s CnmsTMAs Box. 
The False. 

“ I’iiis has boon a heavy year; 

(live him half-a-soveroign, dear.’* 

The True. 

“ Nothing but rejected verse I 
Tell the man I 've lost my purse.” 

Cbaokeks. 

The False. 

There are crackers for the hoys, 
Crammed with quips and caps and 
toys. 

The True. 

There is something which they lack ; 
Crackers do npt always crack. 


SkOWBAIiLINO. 

The False. 

Ever yon 3 whose heart is right 
Loves to have a snowball fight. 
The Trtie. 

I have never loved it yet ; 
English snow is very wet. 

Skating. 

The False. 

O’er the ringing ice wo skim. 
Glad at heart and lithe of limb. 
The True. 

, Skating is a fraud, I think ; 
There is plenty at the rink. 

j 

Slidino. 

The False. 

When it freezes, wo shall make 
Splendid slides upon the lake. 
The True. 

If I want to have a fall, 

1 can get it in the hall. 

SkI'INO. 

The False. 

*' Let us ski across the downs ; 
We can call upon the Browns.” 
The True. 

“ On the whole I feel that we 
Should not shine upon a ski.'* 


Bbeinq the New Year in. 

The Fabe. 

Hero wo stand, mid frost and lime, 
Lisl’ning for the village chime, 
Soon the solemn note is hoard, 
And the Vicar says a word. 

The True. 

Playing Bridge, we do not hoar 
When the holls ring off the year. 
And discover with a shock 
It is nearly two o'clock. 


Seasonable Greeting. 

Fou Sitting Mkmueub “Mr. 
Blank hogs to wi4i you the ctmiph- 
ments of the season and io solicit the 
favour of your voto at all the oleciiona 
in the New Year.” 

“Tho lideM llu* AtJaiUic wav.** mUU 
ridiculoiH ouHC, anti iitucit of ilio 
inustored for evt'^y iJiLttl, ” ** 

7%r Tclegiraph. 

It is really quite an ordinary coiuli- 
ment. (N.B.- To got the full flavour 
of this paragraph read it aloud to your 
friends.) ^ 

The FVowing Bowl. j 

♦‘Omuotmah Fmiviriii^. 

Give your frioudH -«*—*<# eude m nl or. " 

Atlvi, in (fmuUani,'* 

Keep it moving, Perkin >. 
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AT THE* PLAY, 

“The Blue Bird.” 

On my tiecond annual vinit to Mr. 
Trknch’ 8 aviary in^ the llfCyinarket J 
confeHH that I lor&iited the 1 Aixury-of- 
Beiiif? - in - one*« - Btall - at • the - Btai t in 
favour of tfeo more human Ilappinoss-of- 
1 lining- in-Comfort. But 1 naw quite as 
inany beautirtl things as 1 can ever take 
i n at one sitting. I did not however find 
occasion to make aiw great change in 
iny opinion of m. M\RTRULiNrK’H 
work. J felt, as I felt before, that if ho 
riiooscs to represent tho search for 




* it' at If mutt mth lu'ar iitinr)\ to Tyltoi 

<My>4tri' Kun' IIm;}. “I iini t)j« LuMiiy-uf- 
0 \Kni]ig-[.ancl.” 

IWrn fotre {from (hr “TIh-u you must 
}»avt* ]>et’U ov»‘rlo«k«d by Lluyd (icorKu < ” 

Imppiness symbolically in the concrete 
shape of cliildreu looking alwiit for a 
Blue Bird, he sliould he logical with 
Jiis symbols and not niakcthoin bcliavo 
as they never would or coukl ; not 
inako his children hang about ciiurch- 
yards at midnight, for instance, or in- 
spect <;avcrn8 full of noxious bogies. 

In any work, too, of which tlie 
decorative <iiiality keeps tJie eye busily 
einploycrl, 1 protest tbat^ the s|)eetator 
ougfit not to 1)6 made to think too 
furiously. The general scheme of this 
allegory may be simple enough, but 
pver its details, often apparently arbi- 
trary, one exhausts oneself in trying to 
<liseover a meaning* where I daresay 
tJihe author himself was at a loss to 
know what he was driving at. 

The new scenes, showing (1) a feast 
of wanton and ol^se gourmands; (2) 
the same as g^)bering brown spectiQps 


stripped of their external gauds and 
internal adipose deposit ; (^) a l)6vy 
of higher Happinesses, did not help 
much to remedy tho inconsistency of the 
author’s original design. For here, to 
judge by tbeir nomenclature, we liavo 
a host of abstractions — such as the 
Happiness-of- Being- Well, and the Joy- 
of - Walking-Barefoot-in-the-Dew — im - 
ported into a play which sets out to 
illustrate its ideas by symbolism. Wluit 
are tliese humanised abstractions doing 
iiero? They ought to he birds. If you 
start by symbolising your Happiness- 
in-Cliief as a Blue Pigeon then your 
particular Happinesses shouUl bo 
represented by Blue Canaries and 
(Iroen Thrushes and Purple Tomtits. 
The fact is that M. Maeterlinck has 
strung loosely together some pretty 
fancies and moral lessons, and that M r. 
Trench lias given them an amazingly 
beautiful setting; hut to say that 
Thfi Blfiti Bird is a perfect work of 
art, in any constructive sense, is to 
talk through one’s Gibus. 

In the interval that followed these 
novelties 1 own that I freely enjoyed 
the Luxury-of-Not-Being-Proached-at. 
What 4iho boy Tyltyl thought of it 
all I can’t imagine; or how ho con- 
trived to escape the self-conscious- 
nesH which everybody was working 
hav<f to instil into him. It is enor- 
mously to tho credit of his un- 
defoatahle innocence that he didn't 
wake up next morning a coniinned 
prig. It was no fault of the style of 
instruction employed by his guides and 
councillors — Lhjht and Ntght, and the 
Caretaker of the Palace of Happiness 
from whose lip came a steady How 
of adult rhetoric like a dictation lesson. 
What should a little child of nature 
want to know, for oxamjile, of the 
‘‘ peei less joy of maternal love ” ? All 
this kind of thing was really l)eing shot 
over Ills head at the larger intelligences 
of stall and pit. » 

The ])lay could woll do witli a little 
moi’o comic lelief, though Mr. RiAby, 
as 7hm</, contrihuted some ];»ico eflects 
in tliis line, and Tyltyl was funny 
among the tombstones. Personally, 1 
never freijuent churchyards at midnight j 
and (tannot say whether jokes about | 
tho dead ai*e i^gartled as more seemly 
at this hour than in broad dayliglit. 
Master Kiuo Rae was extraorrlinarily 
good, and showed, 1 thought, a more 
appreciative interest in the various 
exhibits than tho previous Tyltyl did. 

I missed Miss Tna Pklly as Water, 
but she had had a hand in the charm- 
ing dances, and her place was well lilled ' 
by Miss Seyler. ! 

The lighting (and darkening) was 
admirably handled, notably in tho 
approach to the Land of Memory, but 


the veiled movements of the white 
draperies in the gloom of tho forest 
were too rapid, and gave the effect of a 
pillow- fight. 

I should like to end by saying that, 
after all traceable faults have been 
found. The Blue Bird, if not taken too 
seriously (as in some of the above 
stodgy remarks), is a really delightful 
entertainment, O. S. 

“Our Ljtti.e Cinderella.” 

On another page I have'' made a 
guess at tlie way in which modern 
pantomime strikes Cinderella. Let me 
say at once that I do nqt* mean 
Cinderella of the Playliouse, for Mr. 
JjKO Trevor has made a gallant 
attempt to escape from modern 
pantomime. His “ugly sisters” are 
women, his Prince is a man; for 
this alone he deserves our thanks. 
Moreover the story goes aloijg straight- 
forwardly, without any pauses for per- 
foi’hiing seals and such, while the 
lyrics have a real connection with the 
plot, and ne\er wander into irrelovant 



“ Mrtudo, with lua ex(iuiait-« fact*, 

Anil wjJd voice pealing up to tlie sunny sky.” 

Tnufjpsun. 

Mr. L'v Ki I. M A UPK Lord Puiiterjh Id. 

inquiries after Kelly. In fact, Mr. 
Trevor gave liimself every chance of 
uccoss, and then, alas I just missed it. 

I first began tg fear that he had 
missed it when one of the sisters started 
cutting short her words in tho manner 
of Phil Ray, This method of conver- 
sation, straight from tho Tivoli, always 
makes me laugh, but it also made me 
wonder whether Mr. Trevor meant to 
borrow anything else fyom ,the niu^ic- 
halls. And so when, fun began to be 
extracted from the fact^lthat »he Baron's 
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clotlifls HJiielt impleasauily of Bloomer’s 
Beet !o Powder, and when tlie Baron bent 
down to the accompaniment of a loud 
touririf? noise, why then I knew that 
we nlioiild have to wait till next year 
for I he i*eal Cinderella. 

But Our Little Cinderella will do to 
{fo on with ; it is a step in the right 
(lii'oction. Hermann Loiih’s music is 
])retty, the play is l)eautifully staged, 
and iJie lyrics of Artifor Wimpkbis 
are weH above the average. (One 
vorst\ in a song called “ L/ie Captain ” 
shonhl he left out; docent theatres 
doji't •sneer at the Territorials nowa- 
da\H.) •And if some of the “hook” is 
a little stuffy there is a good deal in it 
timt is fi'osh and charming. In fact, it 
ironies midway botweeii Pinkie and 
I’niitoniime ; and the question 
wliotlier its attempt to attract the 
devotees of each will make a lasting 
appeal td tliose of either. Luckily, 
however, for the success of The BJay- 
hoiiso afternoons one hoars a lot of the 
“ inoilorato man ” just now. 

Mr. CviuL Maude as the Baron, 
l.oul I^u ft ter field, is as rielightful in 
lins sort of ])lay as Jio is in any otlier, 
IJc^, his servant Mammaer (Mr. H. J. 
Pord), a*nd Ilurliuffhatu (Mr, Koweut 
AvEHKiiU) jirovided most of the fun, the 
last-named l»cingareal tower of strength 
to the cast. Mr. Hudert Bromilow 
was an oxtroniely haiulsomo Prince, 
hut 1 <lon’t think he ouglit to have made 
o}os at the stalls. Both the sisters 
were good , and Miss Margery Maude 
was very sweet and simple and pretty 
as (’nidcrella, I liked her best in her 
old cloMies and with her hair down, 
and she loo seemed more at horru^ then. 

OTIC dear little fairy, whom I tako 
to liavo been Miss Henke Mayer, 1 
olVer my humble tribute of tlianks — 
bless her! M. 



JiUiujnroU /.(Vh/. “1 ’VK 11KE\ WAVINC MIOMISO M» NIK ItlUM’n. Winill Altl 

HIS EYES?” 

CoHiliccfor. “The F.vcr is, Lvov, ni;'s um.v i.or onk r\ni, vnd m: KKKrs imkm luu 
ms MISSUS.’' 


BUSINESS IS BUSINESS; 

Or, this; New Idkalisaf, 

I r lias lioon uigod upon Mr. Harold 
Uox and Mr. Belloc that they should 
staml again for Parliament, not as 
Liberals or Conservatives, but in the 
Business ( lovernment interest. Hither- 
to, liowevor, the Business party’s de- 
mands have not been defined. Perhaps 
the following Election Address might 
bo found useful when tho time comes. 

To tho Electors of 

(lontlemen for to he more practical, 

Men) of >, I come before you as 

a Candidate for the vacancy caused 
by tho* [here state Reason of hye- 
election] of your late Member. I 
will not waste cither your time or 
my own. by polite and flattering 
circiMnlocution, which means nothing. 
I do not consifler you the most en- 
^ 


lightened set of voters m the country, 
nor do you waftt to be called so. We 
understand eacli other. I want to got 
intt) Parliament in order to keep an eye 
on the r%scals already there, and see 
that they do not talk too much and loo 
insincerely and squander public money ; 
you want a i*epresentativo who will 
protect your interests. ' 

The old fetish of Party is dead, so 
far as I am concerned. When the 
Government brings in a measure that 1 
Ijelieve in I shall vote for it ; when it 1 
brings in a measure that 1 do not care j 
about I shall vote against it. 1 intend 
to be equally at homo in both I^iobbios 
if need he ; and the Government Whip 
and I will never be heard calling each 
other “ old chap.” 

My ideal of the House of Commons 
is a kind of glorified Wbiteley's. EvOry j 
holder of office must understand his 


department throi igh and through. I'ho 
first essential in a Ki>reign Heeretary 
is fluent Prenc) and a hi nattering, of 
course, of other tongues, therefon^ 3 
should go for him to tho Berligo Hehuol 
of Languages and tako 4>heir most 
capable linguist. The War Minister 
should bo a practical soldier, and one 
knows only too w ell where to find bun 
The Chancellor of tho hlxcluMjuer should 
understand finance; a UoTiiHiunLDpould 
easily ho found for the ixist, and who 
liotter '? The best Home H<»c.wtary is an 
ox|)orienced London stipemiiavy magis- 
trate. (No humourist need apply.) Tlie 
perfect I'ostmaster-General would ho 
an elderly, thougnlful ixmlnmn. And 
so on. All my selections, vuu ob«(srvi^< 
would be characterised l»y a Idwuti 
genial common sensA 

As for the Premier, lie should above 
all things bo a shrewd, prosperous man^ 
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INDIAN MANOEUVRES. 


Peiyp ry Colonel. “Can’t comb thm way, touxosiibb, we’rb dbstrotikg ihb i.inb.” 

Kervo-as Bub. “ HvT excuse me, Sir, I'm a — ^br — abmourbd train.” 

Colonel. “ Armoured Train, are you! Well, I’m a i» — 1> klyino machine * So clear oui!” 


of affaira, one who knows the world 
and is awake to its little games, as high 
above party as poverty, and accustomed 
to authority. 1 should not demand in 
him any intimacy with Parliamentary 
procedure ; he could always bo kept 
right by legal advisors at liis elbow. 
What I do demand in !iim is coiiimor- 
oial imagination, the instinct for suc- 
cess. Such, a man, for example, as Sir 
Thomas Lipton or Mr. Joseph Lyons 
or Mr. Gbouge Edwakdes — men wdio 
have w'orked their way to positions of 
eminence and respect — men wliose 
names are familiar as houseliold words 
— men ,to whom failui\3 is unknown 
and unthinkable — men who have no 
gift of spurious rhetoric, no mediteval 
supoi^titions, no patience ^vith frippery^ 
no aptitude for marking time. Such a 
man it would be a pleasure and privi- 
lege to servo, and under liim England 
would rapidly recover lier old commer- 
cial prestige and gain a reputation for 
mercantile ability thlit she has never 
.Jet enjoyed. 

This, Voters of , is my creed. 

Beturn me as yoiit Member and I will 
do mj best' for you and for the country. 
Your Friend. ^ _ 


THE BKJECTED PHBASE. 

The poor old fellow groaned and 
then rose wearily. 

“ Well, well,” he cried. “ I suppose 
1 shall have to go on the rates. . . . 

“You don’t understand? Perhaps 
you don't know all the years I ’ve been 
employed. Sir. I have been employed 
regularly. I have scarcely missed an 
election ; *68, ’74, '80 (’85 1 don’t 
count — I was out of work for such a 
short time), ’86, ’92, ’95. 1 had a fat 
I job on each occasion. All the papers 
' gave me space. But there 's an end at 
last.” 

1 nodded sympathetically, as if I 
understood, which 1 didn’t. 

“ When did you begin to suffer? ” I 
asked. 

“ 1900,” he aiisw'ered promptly; 
“ 1900 was the beginning. I saw before 
the election was three days old that 
I ’d get no work that time I And I 
didn’t. However, 1906 cheered me up. 
I had a thoroughly good run all the 
election.” 

“ Then what has happened since? ” 

“The election of last January has 
happened since t This December elec* 


tion has happened since ! The T Jhorals 
have had a majority three times run- 
ning. I had made quite cortuiii of 
regular employment by their Pi ess this 
time, but ” 

“But who arc you, anyhow?” I 
hurst out. 

“ I ? Surely you know me ? I used 
to ho one of tliu best known election 
phrases in England. I 'vo had my 
place in the leading article of nearly 
every losing side since ’68. But while 
1 managed to hang on in ’85 and 1900, 
I can’t hang on any longer. I ’m the 
well-knowm Swing op the Pendulum I ” 

An advertisement in the Nassatt 
Guardian and Bahama Islands Advo- 
cate and Intelligencer (the paper every- 
body is talking about just now — it’s 
on all the bookstalls ; you simply must 
have a copy) — well, an advertisement in 
it starts as follows : 

“ In connection with tny Fresh Meat Tradte I 
liave installed a Cold Stoiuge Ctabinet in which 
1 can take care of all my customers. ” 

The rush for places in this Cabinet ip 
hot weather is said to be terjrific ; even 
Mr. Asqitith has nvver experienced 
anything like it. ^ 

f 
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PATAGONIAN WRESTLING. 

(By a Timea ” expert,) 


iinimls of iho 'palacHtra . Ball gamoB 
if wo except the primitive sport known 
l^oltibol, iiitroduce<l by the troglo- 
(Ivie immigrants from J’eni in the 


" ***** , forhitlden. The stance is i^narkaWy 

^ open.V»o>«Mi.H|t»M.po«U.H.of»«k»te? 

Achillof)! by iJie hair aud lM*nt Ills neck, executing the Mohawk. 1'he various 

Or with a Huger ataynd Ixioii’a whoe},'* refinements of tho hllHb fho SWOgg)(\ 

AI'TMu the Icelandic wrestlers come Truly she was a most enchanting scion and tho^orsal fhtrtmu^nto ait* all us^l 
the Patagonians, tlie dernier eri in the of the era of Struldbrug. to good purposa by thi) Patagonian 

But to I’eturii to Occaboi Tueyvan, export. Ho also arc the variiwits of 
who is to wi-estlo to-morrow night at the spoop and the eotmt^r - Mpov)p, 
the Bolosseum with Strindberg, the whitdi involve a ti^njairAry deoluh.h- 
Horrible Finn. He is a beautifully built ing of the tdavioulaa clinker-hold 
eighth centuiy - have never caught on athlete, whose muscular development is always a dangerous luanmnvi^- hut 
in Pat§.gonia, and it is not surprising I only equalled by his superlative artistiy. they are seldom i‘e«ortod f4> without 
that the gigantic aborigines, a gizzard- 1 Indeed, in sheer bravura ot footwork triumplnvit mnults by the lH)st ex- 
heai'ted set of men who preferred , ho reminds me more of a gioat organist ponents of 

fighting to every other - - q'he eostmno of the 

pastnue, should have 
adopted wrestling 
as their favourite 
(tivoi sion. 

As far hack as tlie 
fifteenth century 
Prince Alfonso, known 
as the* Trot tore di 
(rhbo, alluded to the 
species of co-operative 
(Contest known as 
S kt i meha n ko, prac- 
tised l>y tlio Pata- 
gonian braves on th(3 
hordei’s of Tiorra del 
I’^ucgo,* From that 
day until iho visit of 
Mr. Hr.siy'JTH Piuch- 
Aui) the knowledge 
of fShiini, as it is 
generally called, was 
a jealously guarded 
uatioual secret, and 
no exhihition was 
given before strangers 
until Mj\ i*RlrHAKT)’H 
visit in quest of the 
(iiant Hloth, when 
two Patagonian 
Bishops, Snitram 
Stykkihak and Tango 
Blennidip, w'restled m 
his presence at the 
Court of King Coco- 
(Irillo. 

Now, liowcver, the 
barrier is broken , 
down, and Occahot* - 

Tueyvan, tlie champiou of Patagonia, I than anything else. His polyphonic 
\s giving object-lessons in co-operative | <lextority is a treat to witness, and in 
Skrimehanko to the liondoners. Years sheer contrapuntal prestidigitation he 
ago this writer saw Patagonian wrest- recalls tlie best achievements of G. O. 
ling in the Falkland islands, but the Smith or Bloomkr. 
performance was })erfunctory, and a ^ ^ 

charming young, giantess, measuring Teohniqub of Skiumchanko. 

6 ft. 8 in. in her stockings, witli Without diagrams it is impossible, 

andier-coloured hair and emerald eyes, of course, to give a lucid explanation of *’ Aivlideamm Hinolnii, thf I'hahmatt f flu 
-who had donned her “dinkiest*’ pam- the innumerable gambits and counter- «“**'**!?* 

pootiis with alabaster speedlea ‘ gambits of the Vatagonian wreatlera. fh„t «il’l Ckno.n 

honour of the occasion, was The grip is strongly reminiscent of tlie a* the Nationt^ (Joum-U «f I’nblio Maudf - a 
better worth looking at than the corbel-clutch practised by the Tony- title iibicli, it ia roggentwl, 1 h luoje yi 
laliorioijs efforts of the perspiring pandy miners in dealing with refractory wiUi the wimpr^ituHive^iui'rtUoiml 
Hkrimohankon.. She rominded me of policemen. But aU sclaffing, buffling, 

the lines of ]|lbats : — clicking and tamping are rigorously That settles it. Notjf we nhall jo4j(i>^ 



CKLKIJRITIKS OUT OF THKltt ELEMENT. 
f8iiggc.stfd*by a sad-pioUir of Mr. (Iraliome-Wiiitr in a Hatii-iilmii 
Mn. Bkknaud Shaw si^ookm < kok akikknoon ’ika at thk Yk \i 

Jhiglisl) 


I Patagonian ww^tlers, 
again, i|i quite un- 
usual in its lets Ultra. 
It consists of iiio 
hastu^ue^ a sort of 
kilt made of the un- 
tannofl hiile of the 
Giant Hloth; a steeple- 
crowned Humbrero; 
and walernipvtif bus- 
kins^ porlmt^de skin 
laoed with/lludlUH of 
raw incsqurt. A close ^ 
litting vest of granu- 
lattid calahnwh (H>m- 
pletes the costume, 
rt should he added 
that, unlike the Gtini- 
Ixnlaud, Gornihli ami 
0 rieco' Homan w rest - 
lers, the Patagonians 
sing without inter- 
mission during each 
of the bouts t<i the 
accoiupaniuuait of a 
brass noso-tlul c played 
by their baekeis. 

SI ri mchan k\)t iu 
fiuo, is the most intel- 
lectual and exquisite 
sty In of wi'^'stling 
known, and its variety 
seems inexhaimtihlo. 
Bui its comnlexity is 
HO great and tuyptic 
that to 111 aster it is 
the study of a life- 
time, oven the 
athloto d intinito loisuro 
could lianlly hopi' to act^uito tl . 
transcendent hut apparently effoitloss 
technique of an Occahot. We ad 

mire hut daje not imitate ln» 
SlrauKsian Virtuosity . • * 
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OUR OOOKINGI-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

^ You open 7 he Private Life nf, Cecil lihodes, by his Private 
Socrotary, with evorj hope of studying Iniinan groatneas 
apart front tlio dohisivo glare of tho limelight. You think 
to discover at last tlie Kmjjiro-imiker’s attitude to a 
refractory sthd, discover tho gonosis of an imperial idea 
over tho Vmttenod egg. At any rate, you shall seo for 
yourself the true relations of those public schemes of which 
) 0 u read with those dotnostic circumstances which you 
have experienced. Yoa cIosq tlie book with a sense of 
Itaving learnt little more tlian that one Cieciii Rhojjks, a 
plu ocrat, was most kind to his employes, and not, as has 
apparently bean alleged, in any way a Idicted to drink. 
Por the rest Jhere is an inteivsting account of Kimberley 
under siege, and a detailed programme of tho great man's 
funeral. 1 should have liked to say a word in favour of 
Mr. John Lane’s excellently upholstered publication, but 
the dismal truth is that, whether from too little acquaint- 
anco with the art or too 


fCoNSTABLE), insists rather unnecessarily upon his youth, 
for that he is young in thought — whatever bis years may- 
be — is abundantly evident. I am not, however, saying this 
in a spirit of depreciation, because youthfulness gives a 
charm to his book. I have great hopes for Mr. Wash- 
BUUN, since his complaint (if it is a complaint) is one 
which can be cured. He is that rare anomaly, a delightful 
platitudinarian; and to listen to him talking about love, 
for instance, is as ingenuous an entertainment as can 
possibly be desired. Nevertheless it would 'be unfair to 
him if I failed to add that he does not confine himself 
to platitudes. It may be superfluous for him to state (m 
brackets) that “ no sincere feeling is despicable,” but I can 
congratulate him upon liis observation when lie says that 
the Pbilistmcs “ are at bottom the most sentimentgj of 
creatures.” As for Paris, bo has captured the elusive 
spirit of that city, and when otherwise disengaged be 
writes of bis captive with genuine feeling. For Mr. 
IjKster IIornuv’s illustrations 1 have nothing but praise. 

I fancy that Baroness Von IIuttbn might have found 
.several more suitable titles 


much with the subject, Mr. 
Philip Joubdan has not 
shown Jdmself a gifted 
biograniier. gives you 
a nufiitierYOf details of the 
real life, but loaves behind 
him no impression of the 
real man. And that, I am 
afraid, does not spell suc- 


Of course if a nicely- 
brought-up young girl, and 
a clergyman’s daughter 
too, must run away with a 
free-thinking Bocialist, 
hearing the ominous name 
of IJammeryard, when she 
has just promised to marry 
a virtuous, if terribly self- 
satisfied, Conservative M.P., 
well, what can one expect ? 
That is what tho lieroine 



IMPROBABLE SCENES.-IX. 

A Bookinq-office Clkiik foboiiilv retrieving a passenger to 

WMOM HE nA.S GIVEN TOO LITTLE CHARGE. 


for her latest novel than 
The Green Patch (Hutohin- 
I son), because the incident 
! to which this refers does 
I not come till almost the 
end of the book, when what 
is, to my mind,' the best 
part of the story has been 
told. Really, there fire two 
stories. The first t>eats, 
delightfully, of tlyj growing 
up of the three Lamhe girls, 
and tho life of their charm- 
ing scatter-brained father. 
In an eirly chapter tho 
children (abandoned in an 
' open-boat by Hioir parent, 
! who has dived ov.'rboard to 
I bathe, and forgotten them) 
are rescued by Huffhie 
Gunning. He promptly 
falls in love with beautiful 
stupid Sylvia, the eldest; 


of The Bride's Minor (Hutchinson) does, and very Susan, the second, is equally in love with him ; and tho 
heavily she has to sutler for it ; and to us at least her third girl. Daphne, cares for nobody but her father. The 
rashness seems all the more surprising liecause Ma«- question which of them he wdll marry provides the plot 


OAUET Baillie Baunueus lias penalised her with tho of thatale, and very well told and enterta ning it is. But 
curiously cacophonous name of Sheila Sachster, which when this was finally settled, and for some reason tho book 

anyone (I should have supposed) w'ould have taken tho was found' #.o bo nbt quite the right length, I rather fancy 

earliest opportunity to alter by legal ceremony ; for that Baroiy^ss Yon Hutten may have said to herself, 
it was only after some time and earnest entreaty that I “ Why not tack on an excellent idea I ’ve got about a 
HanwteryonP consented to mai*ry her. All the figures ! husband w-ho accidentally puts out the eye of his wife’s 
reflected in The Bride's Mirror are very clever and lover?” Accordingly the whole thing is shifted off to 
very deafly defined, Sheila herself being a particularly Malta, with a married Daphne as lieroine, and a now set of 
haunting image ; the authoress too has a fine, if rather characters. Even the note of these last chapters 
bitter, sensq of humour. ^ “ ‘ Oh, Adela . . . but Christian different. The second story is exceedingly clever in its 
diarity,' wlien things are Aiade legal, and that — and I own way ; hut I objected to it because it w^as so obviously 
believe she has suffered — forgives, doesn’t it? After all, it not tho one we began with. Besides, I- wanted to hear 
has to.' * I hope,’ said Adeluca cuttingly, ‘my principles what had become of all the nice people in the other, 
will never descend to expediency.’ ” But was it necessary to 
add* to Hammenjard' s already colossal iniquities by making 

him hereditarily in league with tho Powers of Darkness? “Cun-e tion.— P. Mitdielmorc writes : ‘In my letter in Satitrday’s 
If there be any ethics in .novel -writing, it is the aristocrat Mercury there » a misprint. It should itjad the old shipping port, 
I surely, not the self-made man, who should descend from instead oT “ old higgjnfo..t. 
wicked and Rosicru^an forebears. This having been satisfactorily explained, the local 

^ “ Mitohelmore Society ” is now tiurning its attention to tho 

Kr. Claude Washburn, in Pages from the Booh of Paris more obscure passages of Browning. t 





riHIFi Kiiil of liiid fiivcn up park' to ll»o Boy Hcouta for a tiold-ila). AH the iieighhourlHnnl 

JL %\as inufle lo c;r)iiie luul look on. (jikc so many of his order anil political pei’stiasion, he had been at imu^h 
(‘xjieiise of money and pains to assist Mr. IIaluank in his Territorial Hcheiru*, hut ids heart \\ as oven more dc^eply 
(Mif^aj^ed in th(5 success of the Jlo} Scouts luoveinont, which he regarded as Llie host thing that had happeiuul to 
Kngland within his ineniorv, Ifis youngest hoy liiid joined thorn, and was at this moment niaruruvring beside his 
ln\uunte comradi*, I he; son of the local plumher. 

Tor> ))\ tradition, hut ver\ liberal in all inatlors that concornod his tonanirv, tlu' Karl himself had never taken 
more than a desultory interest in jiartj -politics, and was thovefore classed among the “ Wild r»>tTs ’' or “ Backwoods- 
men” tliat go to make the gaiety of Ijimehouse, But his eldest son had stood for the neigidxmring horougli ol 
Meadsbriilge and just been defeated by a liadical cai*pet-hagger from Kondon Blagden h) name - who had mdcil a 
\ ilia in the neighbourhood in order lo woo the constitiij^ricy. lie had lingered in the scenes of his tiiuniph and was 
among tlio siioctatovs in the park this aftei’noon. 1 chanced to find mysedf lioside him. Ou liin olhur side, also b> 
i hance, w as Joyiies, the plumher, w'atching his at work with the Hcouts. 1 think >1 he a new« MkR muetylvavo 
iidagined Joyiies to he one of his working-men suj^porters, for Jie opened speech with him on a note of afl'ahilii\. 

“An excellent idea, these Boy Scouts/’ he said, “if only it doesn’t encourage the iiiilitar) spiiil. Socially and 
moialfv I am all in favour of the niovernent; brings all kinds together; lielps to break down class -hat red.” * 

“ Don’t you let Kloyd Georok hear you saying things like that, Sir,” said doyru's. 

Blagden threw a quick glance of suspicion at his man. “ If the CHANOEiiLon,” he replied, “ may soctu At times 
to say a few hard home-truths about the Peers, you ought not to blame him. It all comes of his jiassion fm tiin Pause 
fd the People.” 

“ Well, I ’m one of the People,” said Coynes, “ hut I voted Imionist.” * ‘ \ 

“ You voted /or the Peers?” said Blagden, employing Th't Daily Vhromvlc'b part) -ilenominut ion, '• Itui Umt ’s 
goncrouB of you, and rather exceptional.” 

“ Why ‘ exceptional ’ ? ” said Joynos. “A good half of England voted my wa> this edeciion ” 

^ “Ah, but those were the well-to-do, with their selfish interests —publicans and pluralists and ho forih, ’ 

Don’t you make any mistake about that, Sir,” said Joynes. “Lots of ’em were of my»claH», uiun,li<»UHands 
and thousands more would have voted the same wav if they could have got the idea of tho^Referenduiu iid<> thev’ 
thick heads. But a week’s notice wasn’t enough. "STou want a whole Zoo-ful of parrotw saying nothing rlstv fOi* a 
couple of .years on end. Then tliey begin to take it in, like ‘ Your food will cost you more.’ Give4jm» time and I 'd 
hot you an even^lollar that if they could have a Referendum on the Referendum tliey ’d accept it.” ^ 
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, ** 1 do not take your bet/* said Blagden, ** firstly because I am not a betting-man, and secondly because 1 think 

I should lose my money. ^ But* it is our business as the People’s Choice to save them, if necessary, from themselves. 

‘ Trust the People’s* Aeprcsentatives,’ is our watchword. Your Tory Candidates went about saying : ‘ Dofl’t trust me ; 
trust yourselves.’ And the People took ’em at their word.” ' • 

It was at this point that 1 intervened in the cause of comity. If I may venture to say so, yon eepm, Sir/ ' 
said I, to assume t(^t thfl^ Liberals will have a monopoly of Government for the remainder of Timo. Thatf is a, 

prospect wl ich, ar* a cross-bencher, I should regard with abhorrence for its lack of variety. But supposing — 

for such things have happened before — supposing the Tories came back' one day; and supposing they pa8s:d a Bill bo 
violently ciirtailing the franchise as to ensure their party a continuance of power till tne crack of doom-^again a , 

prospect thiti.J! sliould deplore on tho ground I have mentioned. Where would your party be then without the j, 

Beferendum, for whicli, in the plenitude of your strength, you have nothing but contempt? ” ' f 

“ ThereWould bo a Eevolution,” said Hlagden, sonorously. f 

“ Ah,” said Jpyhos, " if Revolutions are to bo part of the game, perhaps we shan’t have to waif till the , 
Unionists como back.* Whfct about Ulster? ” - 1 

“ Don’t let ’s talk of Revolutions,” said a quiet voice beside me. I looked and saw an oldish gentleman of a [ 
very genial countenance. “ Ijot ’s stick,” he said, “to the Referendum. I happen, though not a party-politician jwyself/ 1 
to bo addicted to the habit of referring to my own constituency.” • ^ 

, “ And what may your constituency be? ” said Blagden. 

“ The civilised world in general,” said tho old gentleman calmly ; then added, as if to correct an impression of 
immodesty, “ in particular, the British Empire.” , 

I oould see that Blagden thought he had to do with a soft-brained old crony who ought to be humoured; 

“ And how often,” said he, “ do you use the Referendum ? ” ' 

“ Once a week, and, by way of confirmation, twiod a year. It chances that I have at this momrnt, under my 
arm, aij example of tho bulkier kind of Referendum.” . \ ' 

* What 's this about the Referendum ? " said Lord Meadisbridgo as he strolled up and greeted tho old goutlcmail 
witL profcost. “ No party-politics allowed wy.hin earshot of Boy Scouts, you know ! ” 

deir host,” said tho quiet voice, “there are other things besides party-politics that may be classed af^ 

R^erenltJa — in the sense that they need to bo submitted for approval to the public intelligence. And such are the 
contents of tin's parcel of which 1 propose to present a facsimile to each troop of the Boy Scouts at whose eVolutions I 
have' to-day had'the ^reat pleasure of assisting. Had the political wisdom it contains boon of a partisan colour I should 

never Imve permitted myself to make ibid offering in such a quarter! ” ^ ! 

“ My dear Mr. Punch,” said his lordship, “though I am only a Backwoods Peer ” (hero he liowed arid smilot^ 
to Blagden), “ yet I have read your Epilogues for years and years, and I have wit enough to guess how tliis one rs, 

going to end. You are about to say ” ^ * 

I “ I ara/'^ said Mr. Punch (for it seems that ho had been correctly accosted) ; “ I am about to say that I hope^ 
to havo the lionour of presenting to each troop of your Boy Scouts an early specimen of my ' f 
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